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CIIAPTKR 1 . 
hi; i.m imo hi IK. 

'I'm-; dull soiiibro li.uhl of a Movcmbcr afternoon was rapidly 
givinji place to Iwilittht. The day had been wet and cold; 
ami die sodden lea.vcs that strewed the park of one of 
l liitdand’s fair domains did not contribute to tht cheerfulness 
of the scene. 'I'he mansion belotittini; to it stood on a ii^ntle 
eminence, well open to view, and lookin,!>: boldly down on its. 
h.iids : a lon^ but not liit;h house of red brick, with nia'?ty 
vin.Jows; a cheerful house, risine; behind a wide. 
sl'ipinj; lawn, which on this un^^cnial day gave out as wretched 
an aj)[)pearance as did all else of outw.ird nature. 

but if the weather was rendering the dotnesne desolate, it 
.Seemed not to ;irA‘ci the house itself. laghts were gleaming 
from many of its numerous windows, were passing from room 
to rooni, from ]iassage to passage; and fires added their red 
•low to the general brightnes.s. A spectator might have said 
that .some unusual c.vcitement or gaiety was going on there. 
i-Acitement in that house there indeed was, but of gaiety none; 
f'l- grim Death was about to pay it a visit: not to call any 
v..uiing for him in weary old age, but to snatch away the young 
and IovlIv. 

gill entered tlit hall, so bright wii'Jr light, what would 
b.'.ve struck you most W|,ts the hushed, umt.sual silence. Nearly 
all the servants of the establishment were gathered there; but 
so .still were they, so ipotionless in their repose, that it had 
something unnaUir.tl, about it. 'J'hey stood in small groujis, 
for the most jiart only half showing themselves, and gazing 
towards a' closed dining room, sorrow and consternation im- 
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will be a mof/ief- to my child. Be not allured 'oy beauty,^be not 
tempted by wealth, be not ensnared by specious deceit; but 
take one "bAo will be to him the loving mother that I would 
have been. Some one whom^'ou know well and can trust 
Not a stranger, i^ot a-” 

I shall never marry again,” he interrupted in impassioned 
tones, when his fii'i^t surprise allowed him to speak. “ You, my 
first and only lova. fehall be the sole wife ever taken to my 
bosom. Never shall another woman usurp your place. And 
here I swear-” 

“ Hush! hush ! ” she pante(jl, laying her hand upon his lips 
to stay the incautious words. It were cruel of me to exact 
such a promise from you: and it would be useless for you to 
make it for you would never keep it save with self-upbraiding. 
The remembrance of this scene will pass away; the remem¬ 
brance of me will pass; and then you will ask yourself why 
should your life be condemned to solitude. No, no. To 
remain faithful to the dead’is not in man’s nature.” 

He thought in his own heart, honestly thought it then, that 
heuTOpinion was a mistaken one, and he marvelled that she 
‘ should so si)eak. He felt as sure as he could feel of anything 
jn this world, that he should prove a living refutation of it. 
Dying’ tnotlgn she was, partially oblivious already to earth and 
earth’s interests, she yet saw clearer into human nature than he. 

“ Yet oh, forget.me not wholly I ” she whispered. “ Let there 
be brief moments when the remembrance of me shall return to 
you; when you will dwell upon me as having been the one you 
once best loved on earth 1 ” 

Another deep silence from words, for he could not answer; 
his sobs were choking him; the pulses of his anguished heart 
were beating wildly. SA£ spoke not from exhaustion; and 
several minutes passed on. 

“What will you have him named?” he asked abruptly, 
pointing towards the 9radle. • 

“ Call him Beni-^min," she replied, after a minute’s thought, 
and she spoke with difficulty. “ He cost. RacLcI lier life, 
as this child has cost mine. And oh, may he be to you the 
solace that Benjamin was to old Jacob; and may you love and 
cherish this child as he did his ! ” 

Her voice gradually failed her, a spasm smote her features, 
and she lay more heavily on the pillow. Her husband raised 
her: he clasped her fluttering heart to his; he wildly kissed 
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licr pallid fiice. *But that face was losing its look of conscious¬ 
ness, and no tenderness could arrest the departing spirit In 
a paroxysm of alarm : as if, now that the moment .had come, 
it took him by surprise, a thiM that had not been looked for: 
he cried out to the medical roan in the adjoining chamber. 

Mr. Pym came in, followed by the nur^. He gave one 
glance at the bed, and then whispered the woman to summon 
the physicians. He knew their presenc i" would be utterly 
u.seless, but at such times man deems if^ well to fulfil these 
outward forms. 

They hastened up the stairs. They remained but a few 
minutes in the room, and then left it; soon left"the house. 
The better part of that lovely lady had quitted it before they 
did. 

And it was only the previous day that the joybells h.ad rung 
out in the adjacent village on account of the birth ! Only this 
same morning that the local newspaper, wet from the press, 
had given forth the festal news to the world! 

“On the loth inst., at Alnwick Hall, the wife of tlfeorge 
Carleton St. John, Esquire, of a son and heir.” V 

And the journal went its way, as journals do go their%|a5'; 
into many a neighbouring home, whose inmates made tlj^ 
comments on the one piece of news that was of'inBW'iMi’JIifebl 
to them than all the rest, and congratulated each other on the 
binh of Alnwick’s heir, little conscious of Ihe tragedy that was 
supervening upon it. ^ . 

Amongst the houses to which the journal penetrated was one 
on the other side the village of Alnwick. A small, unpretend¬ 
ing dwelling, this house, standing a little away from the high¬ 
road, but a pretty place withal, hidden amidst its surrounding 
shrubs and trees. It was called “The Cottage.” Its mistress 
had named it so with a sort of affectation of humility, for it was 
superior to a cottage, even to an elegant one. 

Lying back in a lounging chair, in o*je of.the pretty sitting-! 
rooms! where she had^ust thrown herseiS^ot from illness but 
from'taiiguc, was the owner of the house/v^j^n the newspaper 
was taken in. A woman of nearly fifty years, but looking a 
great deal younger, with her still bright blue eyes and her 
auburn hair. She was a widow; a widow for the second time. 
Barely twenty years*of age when her first husband, Mr. Norris, 
died, she.had soon Espoused another. Colonel Darling. In ten 
years after that she was a widow again, and had remained so. 
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She chose to retain the name of Norris, wiihofit any right to it, 
and her cards were printed “Mrs. Norris Darling,” so that 
people, especially strangers, hardly knew by which to address 
her, and sometimes called her orris and sometimes Darling. 
The fact is, Mrs. Darling was a little given to pretension, as 
ladies will be, wbdi conscious of a want of dignity in themselves 
or their surroundings. .She had been i)acking things all the 
morning; she, her '^laid, and two of her daughters; for they 
were summoned from home unexpectedly; and she was tailing 
into a doze when the footman entered. 

“ What is it ? ” she asked in peevish accents; and the man 
looked up in surprise at hearing it from his usually easy-tempered 
mistress. 

“ It is only the newspaper, ma’am.” 

“ Put it down, Tomkins,” she answered, too idle to take it. 
“■ I think I was asloci). I am very tired.” 

'J'he man laid it on the table and quitted the room, meeting 
a staid looking, rather old-fashioned young lady who w.as enter¬ 
ing iff, Yor whom he made way. It was Miss Darling, and she 
»looky<i thirty years of age if she looked a day. But she was 
on]irfive-and-twenty. 

W’ell, Mary Anne, is it all done? ” 

'‘dtTtt.R.dtnifino, mamma. Prance is waiting for Tomkins to 
cord the boxes.” 

Mrs. D.irling closed her eyes again, and her d.aiighler took 
. up the unopened liewsiiaper, when another youn'g lady, very 
much resembling the first, and looking ciuite as old, came in. 
She gave a slight shiver as she passed the window, and began 
to stir the fire. 

“ ^Vhat a miserable day it is ! I wish we could put off our 
journey.” 

“Where’s the use of wishing that, Margaret?” said Miss 
Darling. “ But it is miserable, lias Charlotte found the cover 
of her desk ? ” . - 

“ I don’t know. I |lon't suppose Charjotte has looked'for it. 
1 hoard her tell that none of her things must be forgotten.” 

“ Tnie. When did Charlotte ever trouble herself to look for 
anything ? ” was Mary .\nne Darling's response; but she spoke 
it more in soliloquy than as a reply. 

Margaret Darling—she w.as one ye.ar younger than her sister 
—drew- her chair in front of the fire, and jmt her fecfjapon the 
fender. 
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*• Is iluil the newspaper? Is there any news, Mary Anne?” 

*• \ es, there’s news,” was the qnict answer: but Miss 
Darling’s manner was always “A baby is born at the 

Hall.” 

“What?” exclaimed Mrs. Darling, starting|np as she caught 
the words, and all her lethargy was gone. “ fs the baby bom, 
Mary-A-nnc ?” / 

For answer, Miss D.arling read out the words : “On the loth 
inst., at Alnwick Hall, the wife of lleorge Carleton St. John, 
Esquire, of a son ami heir.” 

“ I am glad it’s a buy ! ” exclaimed Mrs. Darling. “ 1 low 
proud they will bo of it! On the loth—that w.as yesterday. 
Then rely upon it those bells Charlotte said she heard ringing, 
were for this. And now, how can 1 manage it ? I must 
(ontiive to see Mrs. .St. Jolm before we go away.” 

“I’.ut why, mamma?” 

“Why?” repeated Mrs. Darling, turning rather .sharply on 
her daugl'.ter Mary Anne, who hail asked the (iuesti6n. “ lliK;ause 
1 should like to do so; becau.se it’s neighbourly to go tikher, 
poor young mother; because it m.ay be months before wOfflre. 
i)a(.k here, and I have the opiiortimity of seeing her again ; anW 
because I'm curious to hear all the intere:aing partiiUib/'it.J.'J'^vi^ 
why, Mary Anne: and I shall go.” 

]\lr.s. Darling allowed no interference with her will—at least 
from ///ijc' daughters, and Mary Anne was dntifully silent. “ I 
wa.i only thinking, mamma, what an unpleasant day it would 
he for you to w.tik oyer,” she presently said. “And I don’t 
see li iw you will h.avo’time for it. ’ 

“ I’lenty of lime; and for the unpleasantness I don’t care; 
you never^-et knew me to slop indoors for weather. Pretty 
Mr.s. St. John ! Let me rc.ad the announcement for myself.” 

She took the i)n])er in her hand, and w.as ga/ing at the w’ords 
V ith a plc.ased smile, when the door .aimin o|)encd, and some 
one else entered the room. A tall, eleg^^ girl of apparently 
"•ily tjitee or four-.anditwenty, an impcrlb^^ rcg.al, Iiaughty 
girl, whose raven-black hair was br.aidcd orcr pale, regular 
le.’.tures, and who.se rich’silk attire glistened and rustled as she 
walked. Who would have believed that she was older by 
some three or four yuars th.an the Miss Darlings?—^who would 
h.avc believed tliat they were even h.alf-sisters ?—she, with her 
stalely bea'jty, her costly attire, and they with their homely 
faces, old-fashioned look, .and plain green merino gowns. 



8 


ST. MARTIN’S EVE. 


Mrs. D.irling liad two daughters who .absorbed all the money 
that she could spare for dress; the eldest, Charlotte Norris, 
and the ycflingest, whom you will meet by and by; no wonder 
that these two middle ones, Mn.ry Anne and Margaret, with 
their meek spirite and (juiet tastes, were obliged to dress in 
plain merinos. \ 

“ Charlotte, hei' ;’s news in the paper,” Mary Anne was 
beginning, but MrS. I ).arling drowned the words: and Mary 
Anne s.aw with some momentary surprise, that her mother 
had crushed the paper in her h.and, as if not caring that it 
should be seen. 

“ Ch.arlotle, my darling, would you mind telling I’rance that 
I shall want my black silk cloak taken out of the hair-trunk 
again ? Co to her now, dear, before she has it corded.” 

Miss Norris, who h.ad still the door-handle in her hand, 
(juitted the room again. Mrs. Darling turned to her daughters. 

“ S.ay nothing to Charlotte of this announcement. I will tell 
her of it myself. It is my pleasure to do so.” 

beg your pardon, mamma,” said Mary Anne. “ Of course 
.yo>' know best.” 

-■^Mrs. Darling did know best. At any rate, the two d.aughters 
t,..r AV('re t.aught to think so. Mary Anne and Margaret 
D.arling had been reared to implicit obeclience in one respect 
—never to question the line of conduct jjursued by Airs. 
Darling to their half-sister; never to comment on it in the 
slightest degree. Mrs. Darling folded the newspaper as small 
as she could, crammed it into her pocket, and followed 
Charlotte upstairs. 

Later in the d.ay she set out to walk to Alnwick Hall. It 
w.as growing dark, and she h.ad not intended to be so late as 
this, but one thing or another had det.ained her. 'I'he Hall 
was nearly three miles distant from her own home, through the 
village of Alnwick ; but the road was by no nio.ans lonely in any 
p.art of it. She ivalYtl quickly, not stopping to speak, to any 
one she met, and^ ’".id left the village behind lief some time, 
and was nearirfA' the Hall, when the death-bell of Alnwick 
church rang out suddenly, but not verj- distinctly, on the heavy 
air. It w.as quite d.ark then. 

“Poor old Mother Tipperton must be gone!” Mrs. Darling 
exclaimed to herself, standing for a moment to li.sten. “ Pyni 
told me she could not last long. Well, it was time:' I suppose 
• she was eighty.” 
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N'ut •imiilicr thouglit, cxcc'iit of old Mother Tippcrlon, 
entered her mind ; not the faintest suspicion that the liell was 
toiling for one younger :ind fairer. She went on,* over the 
liro.!(i winding way tlirough tlicAeautilul park, and gained the 
door of Alnwick Hall. 

It might have struck her—but it did not—.hat besides the 
tnan wlio opened the door to her, other serv.-'nts came peeping 
into the hall, as if in curiosity as to the visitor. She stej)ped 
over the threshold out of the gloomy night. 

*• How is your mistress, Haines.? (k'ing on all riglit ?’’ site 
;i>ke(l. rubbing her shoes on the mat. 

*• ('h, ma'am, she's de.ad ! ” 

Mrs. Darling certainly heard the words, but they aj'peared 
not to iienetrate her senses. She stared at the speaker, 

••She is just dead, ma’.am ; not an hour ago. 'I'wo ]>hysi- 
< ians Were had to her, besides Mr. I’vm, but nothing could be 
done.” 

Down sat Mrs. Darling on the hall bench. rirha])s*only 
on* e before, in her whole life, h.ad she been so seized •yilh 
t oasternation. 

" I Hood Heavens! I came to sit halfan-itour \vit.» 

her before leaving Alnwick, for 1 may not be bai l' for mon'l'S. 
!..it an awful thing I Poor Caroline Carlelon ! " 

Dr.iwing her cloak around her, Mrs. Darling cro.ssed the hall 
tow. rds the hou.sekeeper’s room, unconsciously (idling the de¬ 
ceased by her maiden n.ame. the one she had longe.st known 
her by. ” J should lik,e to see the nurse,’' she said, “ if she can 
sjiai'e a moment to come to me.” 

The housekeejier, a .stout, very resjiectable woman, who had 
come to the hall a year ago with its now dead mistress, was at 
the table writing a note .as well as she could for her te.ars, when 
-Mrs. Darling entered. Laying down her pen, she told all she 
knew (,( the cal.amity, in reply to the lojj- and eager ipiestions. 
I'.ui Mrs. Darling grew impatient. * 

y .\ fine Jje.autiful baby, you s.ay—never iNiid the baby, -Mrs. 

'1 r::ton. What c.an li.ave cau-sed the death?”'”'* 

1 lie stout old lady shook her head. *■ .She died from ex- 
ha.istion, they say, ma'am. Ifut she had a fall a few days ago, 
.and I believe that hiul something to do with it. I can’t bear 
to /Awi of it just yet. Alive and well and merry but a day or 
two sinceand now dead ! It seems like a dream.” 

Her soils deepened. The re.atiy tears filled Mrs. Darling’s •. 
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eyes. She wiped them away, and inquired what would be 
done about bringing up the child. Mrs. Darling was a 
practical •woman, and had never allowed feeling to interfere 
with Inisiness. ?.* 

“That’s the flrst great care,” was the reply of the house¬ 
keeper. “ Mr. i’ym does not know of any one just now that 
could come in. I suppose it will have to be brought up by 
hand: and the master, I believe, wishes that it should be. As 
Mr. Tym says, the boy’s so big and strong, that he’d bring him¬ 
self up almost, if you put him outside the street-door. And it’s 
true.” 

“ Does Mr. St. John take it much to heart?” 

“ Ay, that he does,” was the emphatic reply. “ He is shut 
11 ]) in his own room w'here he kecjis his business papers and 
tilings. ]5ut, m.a’am”—and tlie tone was suddenly subdued— 
“ a body going by, and pausing a moment, may hear his sobs. 
If any young husband ever loved a wife, Mr. Carleton St. 
John, loved‘his. Poor child! she’s gone early to join her 
jiarants! ” 

/irs. Darling, who had her full share of curiosity—and what 
^foman has not, in a case like this?—stole upstairs to see the 
Hjaby; to sec the baby’s ]) 0 or young mother; to talk for a 
minute or two with the nurse, Mrs. Dade, who could not come 
to her. And then she stole down again ; for time was getting 
on. Tlie housekeeiier asked her to take some refreshment, 
but she declined, exi>laining th.at a .summons to her sick mother, 
who was very old, was taking her and her daughters away from 
home. They were starting that evening by the seven-o’clock 
night train. 

“And they .are at the station.already, I am sure,” she said; 
“ and I must run all the w.ay'to it. Sad news this is, to cheer 
me on my journey! ” 

Sgd indeed. And the public thought so as well as Mrs. 
Darling. The kameVeek the newspapers put forth, another 
announcement. * ... 

“On the I fin inst., at Alnwick Hall, in her twenty-third 
year, Caroline, the beloved wife of Ceorge Carleton St. John.” 
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fAmirUI- TO Till'. OKAO. 

. ‘‘'I'll remain faithful to the dead is nut in man’s nature.” 

Such were tlte words siiokcn by Mrs. C'arleton St. John in 
dyin,t{; and a ;.,ueater truth was net cr recorded by Solomon. 

The seasons had gone on : spring had succeeded to winter; 
summer to spring; .autumn w.as succeeding to summer. Nothing 
like .a twelvemonth h.ad pas.scd since the deatli, and yet rumour 
was whispering that George Carleton St. John had begun to 
think of a second wife'. 

The baby had thrived from its birth. Mr. St. John apiteared 
to have an invincible repugnance to any wom.an’.s supplying the 
place of its mother ; .and so they fed the child upon the ne\t 
best food that w.as proper for it, and it had done well. The 
housekeeper strongly recommended Mr. St. John a niecc’of 
her own to t.ake c.are of it, and the young woman arrived froi.- 
a distance; a comely, fair-cnmplexionecl, nice-looking young 
woman, n.amed Ilonuria 'I'rittun; and site entered upon her 
charge. All things went smocjtlily; and Mr. St. John’s first 
grief yielded to time and ch.ange: as all griefs nm.st so yield, 
under God’s mercy. 

Friends had come to visit Mr. St. John (luting tb.e summer. 
Relatives, they were, injlecd, but distant ones. Gay people 
they proved to be; and they slayeel on, and gradually the Hall 
.held its lestal gatherings .again, and its master began to go out 
•amongst the county families. >Vh<;ther it might be to escape 
the sorrow left on him*by liis gre.at loss, or to tn.ake things 
pleasanter for these visitors, certain it was that George .St. Jc>hn 
t!o longer eschewed gaiety, whether in his(^wn house or .abroad. 
Mrs. Tritton’s opinion was, th.at lie bad invi'ed fiis relatives to 
suy with hinj, because* he found bis life notVj^t the Hall so 
’'.ronotonously dull. If so, their advent had had the desired 
ffect, and had taken him out of himself .and his trouble. 

It is surprising, when once an effort of this sort is made, and 
we atyaken from a prolonged grief, how easily that grief is laid 
aside. Unconsciously it seems to slip away from us, and is 
forgotten. Ffom that eleventh day of November down to June, 
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Mr. St. Jolin had done notliing but indulge his sorrow. It 
had grown calmer, of course, by degrees; but he had not in 
the IcasWstrivcn to lift from himself its bitterness. No very long 
term, some may say, this se^cm months; but let me teil you 
that it is long when given wholly to tears and solitude. A re¬ 
action must succeed to all violent emotion, even to that caused 
by the death of one dearly beloved; and it came to George St. 
John; came vvit^ the sojourn of his visitors. A fortnight’s 
association with them, and he was not the same man. As host, 
he had to exert himself, and with the exertion came the pleasure 
in it. Ere June w.is ended, he had forgotten three-parts of his 
sorrow. It seemed, as he might have described it himself, to 
have slipped away from his heart, leaving healing and semi¬ 
forgetfulness in it."! i)lace. Me would have told you that he 
regretted his wife as much as ever; but he did not do so; for 
other interests were reasserting their sway within him. Sorrow 
had nearly si)ent itself, and was dying out. Do not blame him ; 
map cannot act against his nature; least of all when in the 
h^vd.ay of youth. 

He could not offer a churlish reception to his visitors, \v^lio 
4iad journeyed f.ir to sojourn with him. They were of the 
world, and expected to be entertained. Mr. St. John invited 
people to tlie 1 lall to meet them ; and went out with them in 
return. In July the county families.bogan to seek their homes 
after the whirl ^ the London season, bringing their guests with 
them, and gay parties were the rule of the hour. Archery, 
boating, lawn dances, dinners; never a day but something more 
agreeable to the rest succeeded to the’other. Mr. Carleton was 
pressed to attend all, and did attend a great many. Can you 
wonder at it? Of great prospective wealth, heir-presumptive 
to a baronetcy, and withal .an .attractive man—the world knew 
how to estimate him. But the prize was not as great as it had 
been, since no other woman who might succeed in gaining 
him, or whom he knight choose himself irrespective of any 
seeking on her own p.art, could reasonably hope to give birth 
to the heir that should succeed. That heir whs already in 
the world—the little child whose advent had cost a precious 
life. 

It could not be said that Mr. St. John had very much right, 
especially now, to the name of Carleton. His name had been 
simply George St. John, until he married the . rich heiress, 
Caroline Carleton: and with her property he had to assume 
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her Damp, for her*dead father had so enjoined it in his will. 
lJut for that e.xpectant baronetage, he might have added the 
new name after his own. As it was, he did not do so. The 
new name was rather a convenient; there were several branches 
of the St. John family, one £)f them far higher in the world’s 
social sc.ale than (leorgc St. John of Alnwick, or even his uncle 
the Kironet; and people fell into the habit of calling him Mr. 
Carleton, as a distinction. The little child h.ad also been 
christened Carleton. 

‘ And so (ieorge Carleton St. John, yielding to the .soothing 
.;Jband of time, forgot in a degree her who had lain on his bosom 
*imd made the brief .sunshine of hi.s existence, lie went out in 
ilte world again, and held g.atherings of his own, and was allo- 
■gether reinstated in social life. 

; On a lovely day in Sei)tember, Alnwick Hall was filled with 
; guests. Chietesl of all the fetes by which that autumn and the 
i neighbourhood luid been distinguishetl, was this last one held 
; at the Hall. Mr. .'^t. John had spared neither pains'nor nKUU'y 
Ho render it attr.active: and he certainly succeeded. Jlrillitint 
groups Were in the park, in the teiu]i<ir.iry mar(|uee on the law.’, 
aiifl in the liou.-e itself: a sort of jete ihamf'iire. Was it out ot 
; place, all that glittering gaiety, witli the closing scene of only 
Uen months before?—the young life sij sudilenly sacrificed? 
IVrhaps so; but the idea did not once occur to (Ieorge St. 
John. It was not likely' to do so now, w]«en another w:is 
casting her spells upon his heart. I have told you that 
luinour had already whispered of a second mistress at 
Alnwick. 

In a pleasant room, opening on one side to the conserva¬ 
tory, its front windows looking ^o the park, several ladies were 
assembled. 'They were of various'ages, (jf various degrees of 
l)eauty. One stood conH])icuous amidst the rest. Not for her 
beauty, though that was great; not for her dress, though that 
was all that can be imagined of costly 'elegailce; but for a 
certain haughty, it.ijteriquS air, and a most po!;uliar expression 
that would now and agmn gleam from her eyes. An expres¬ 
sion that many had observed and that none could fathom; a 
*ort of wild expression of alwolute mil. It was not often 
.noticed; but it was apparent just now. You have seen that 
tall, finely-forgied girl before, her well-set head, her .swan-like 
neck; you have seen the pale features, regular as any ever 
carved in sculpture, the thin lips so firmly closed, the luxuriant 
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r.ivcn hair. Quiet to a degree in bearing and mannei, in spite 
of her haughty air there was an indisputable attraction about 
her. C6uld the rumour be true—that the greatest match of 
the county was about to be at Charlotte Norris’s feet ? If 
so, what a triumph for her mother; w'hat a triumph for herself, 
so proud .and portionless. 

Airs. Norris (she was Mrs. Darling, you know) stood by her 
side. Very pretty still, but not half .as grand a woman as her 
daughter. Charlotte looked well to-d.ay; never better; in 
her pretty white gossamer bonnet and sweeping white bemousc, 
you could not h.avc thought her to be much past twenty. 
And the Ladies around looked on her with envious eyes, and 
roi)e.ated over to themselves, what a triumph for Mrs. Norris 
Darling! 

I’erhaps so; but that Lady was as yet unconscious of it. She 
had no more idea that th.af j^articular triumph was in store for 
lier, or that Ch.arlottc had, even in rumour, been given to Mr. 
St John of Alnwick, than h.ad Alnwick’s little heir, who was 
crowing before her eyes at that moment. This was the first 
^•ime Mrs. Darling had been to the Hall since that melancholy 
evening visit in the past November. Only the previous day 
had she returned to her cottage home. 

In the centre of the ladies stood a young woman, holding 
the baby. 'That he was a fine baby none could dispute. He 
was not indeed what could be called a pretty child, but a 
rather unusual look of intelligence for one so young dis- 
tingui.shcd his features anti his clear^grey eyes, rendering his 
face excessively pleasing. And had he possessed all the 
beauty that since the creation of man has been said or sung, 
those fair w’omen, displacing one another around him, coultl 
not have bestowed more praise upon him—for he was the 
heir of .\lnwick, and Alnwick’s iX)ssessor was there to hear i’. 

George St. John’s cheeks were flushed with pleasure, and 
his eyes shone as he listened to the flattery; for lie fondly 
loved his child..' The little boy wore a broad black sash on 
his white frock, black ribbons tied up his sleeves, and his pretty 
round fat arms were stretched out to .any one who would notice 
him. 

“Yes, he is a fine little fellow," observed Air. St. John, 
more gratified as the praises increased. “He will walk 
soon.” ■ 

“ Pr.iy is that his nurse ? ” inquired Mrs. Norris Darling, 
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scanning the inaicT lluough her eye-glass. “ Wli.al is your 
name, yotmg woman ? ” 

“My name is Honoria, madam,” reified the girl,.looking 
pleased and curtseying, “ hut tlimr call me Honour. Hont>ria 
Iritton.” ■ ^ 

“.And what is the name of this dear child?” asked Miss 
Norris, drawing nearer. “ I have always heard him called Hahy.” 

•‘Well, his name gets ahlireviated for the same reason that 
we shorten Honour's,” laughed Mr. .St. J*ohn. “He was 
christened IJenjainin, hut is universally known amongst us as 
Eenja.” 

Mr.s. Norris Darling (let us give her holh names once in a 
way !) continued to examine the nurse by the lidii of the glass. 
She needed a gla.ss just as much as you or f, leader; and had 
she not been surroimdod by that fashionable crowd, would as 
soon have thought of looking at Honour through the ring of 
her ]iarasol. Hut iiixtentiousness is given to many little ways 
pertaining to pretcntiousne.s.s, and that is one of lln'm. 

Norris Darling po.sse.ssed an idea that an eye-gla.ss adiigd 
immensely in some way to her dignity. She turned her glass 
on Honour from top to toe, in the same ceol manner tliat 
ether glasses arc turned ; and she .saw a scn.'^ible-lookiug young 
woman, with a clear, fair skin, a good forehead, tftid truthful 
light blue eye.s. 

“ I lonoria Tritton ? ” she rc])ealed. “ A'oii nnist be a relative 
t.f Mr. (’arleton .St. John’s housekeeper! Have you had sole 
1 liarge of the baby ? 

Oh yes, madam, the sole charge.” 

“It is a great re.s[)onsil)ilily,” remarked Mrs. Norris D.arling, 
drojtping the glass, and sjieaking, not to Honour, but to the 
li'lies around. ’ * • 

Mr. .St.John lead taken his child from the nunse’s arms, and 
v.as fondly caressing it. His very actions, his movements, 
betrayed the depth of his affection, and- a sltnrp feeling of 
jealousy shot through theiieart of the beautiful Miss Norri.s as 
she watched -him. “ Will he ever love another child as he 
b yes this one ? ” was the thought th.at arose unbidden to her 
mind. No, never. Miss Noiris; you need not ask or wish it: 
m.an docs not love another ns he loves his first-born. 

lUit her beautiful features were smooth as [lolished crystal 
.as she drew near to Mr. St. John. He glanced at her with a 
welcoming smile. * 
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“ Do let me nurse him ! ” she said In low tones. “ I 
adore children; and this one seems made to be loved.” 

Mr. Sh John resigned the boy to her. She carried him away 
into the conservatory, to a-remote bench out of sight, sat 
down, and amused him with Mer gold neck-chain. The little 
fellow sat confidingly on her knee; one hand enclosing her 
forc-fingcr, the other grasjiing the glittering coil. Mr. St. John 
followed her. 

“ Took at him: ” she said, her ejuiet face changed to rapture 
as she glanced at Mr. St. J ohn. “ Look at his nimble little 
fingers and bright eyes ! How happy he is ! ” 

“ IIapi)y in all tilings save one,” whispered Mr. St. John, 
leaning over the child, but g.azing at herself. “He has no 
mother to lave and guide him.” 

Those unfathomable eyes of hers were cast down, so that the 
eyelids concealed them, and a crimson flush mantled to her 
usually pale cheeks. 

“ He wants a mother,” jiroceeded Mr. St. John; “he v/usf 
have a mother. Not now will I urge it, when so many are 
near; but, Charlotte, you know whom I would entreat to be 
that mother and my beloved wife.” 

A strange whirl of agitation shook her, impeding instant 
utter.mcc. Mr. St. John saw the signs, and laid his hand upon 
her with a smile. 

“Ought you to talk to me of a /vA/rvi/wife?” she asked, in 
an impassioned tone, as she glanced momentarily up at him. 
“ She who lies buried in her grave was yours.” 

“ I did not love her as 1 shall love you,” he hastened to avow 
—and in the moment’s fervour it may be that he thought he 
spoke truth. “ Had I known jvw better then, I might never 
have chosen her.” 

“ Yet see how you love her child !” 

“ And I will passionately love any that may be born to you, 
Charlotte,” he whispered. But the very remark, had Mr. St. 
John been cool enough or wise enough to analyze it, might 
have told him that her heart, even now, before she was any¬ 
thing to him, was shaken by jealousy of the child. He was 
neither cool nor wise just then. 

He bent his head lower and lower; he murmured vows c.if 
everlasting tenderness; he suffered his face to rest against hers, 
as it had once rested against that of his dying wife. She 
resisted not. But when S host of intruders came flocking in, 
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she raisetl her haughty head, and swept on with a scornful 
stop, as she resigned the infant into the amis of its nurse. 

(leorge St. John had loved his wife with the fresh, f.ipturous 
feelings that he could never l-|^jw again ; and he loved her 
n.emory. Vet, here he was, ere ten short months had elapsed, 
willing to swear to another that she was the first who had 
awakened true passion in his heart! lUit Caroline (lirleton 
had faded from his sight, and Charlotte >iorris stood before 
him in all her beauty. It is the way of man ; ay, and often 
of woman. 7'o remain faithful to the dead is not in man's 
nature. 

The fete was over, and they were driving Itome—Mrs. 
Darling and her daughter. 'I'o judge by the manner of the 
two ladies, one might have thought it was the mother who had 
received so momentous a projios.il; not the daughter. Char¬ 
lotte sat ()uiet and calm, leaning back in her corner of the 
chariot; Mrs. Darling was flushed, restless, evidently disturbed. 
Mr. .St. John luul said to her a word of eiilightenmcot. in 
parting, and it startled her out of her eiiuanimity. 

Ch.arlotte,” she beganr-and not until they were drawing 
near the end of their homew.ard road, and the village of Alnwick, 
was left behind them, did she speak—“ Ch.-iVlottc, I hope I 
misunderstood Mr. St. John ? ■’ * 

Ch.arlotte lifted her eyes. “ I do not know to what you 
allude, mamm.i. In what do you hope you misunderstood Kir. 
.St. John?’’ 

‘•He hinted to me that he should call to-morrow to speak to 
me about you. Charlotte, it will be of no use: I cannot let 
)ou marry Mr. CarleUm.” 

“Please not to call him by that name," was the fjniet re¬ 
joinder. 

“Mr.' St. John, then—what dries it matter? I .should not 
like you to marry him. Has he really asked you to be his 
wife?” 

“Ves.” 

“ It must'havc been very sudden! ” 

“ Not so. I think we have understood each other for some 
little time past” 

“ Then he has been in the habit of coming to the cottage ? " 

“Oh yes.” 

Mrs. Darling, who had raised herself in some commotion a.s 
she asked the last question, i.ank back again, and at look of 

^t. Martin'^ Eve. 
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inortification, of mental trouble, settled on her face. The 
carri.age was approaching their door ere she spoke again, her 
tones betraying an agitation th.it w.is ill suppressed. 

“ I cannot spare you, Cha*jotte! Charlotte, my darling, I 
cannot spare you! How often have I hoped, and urged, and 
I»raycd that you would never leave me—that you would be the 
one to stay and cheer my old .age ! ” 

Charlotte shook her head with a smile. Had her mother 
been less .igiutcd, less evidently in earnest, she might have 
enlarged on the unreasonableness of such a wish. As it was, 
;i!ie only answered playfully, that her mother need not think of 
oKl age these twenty years. 

“Are you marrying him for his money—his position?” 
re.uinicd ^Ir.i. Uarling. 

“ I am tired, mamma j I wish you wouldn’t question me. 
Really 1 can’t exactly p.irliciilarize why I am marrying him." 

“Vi/u a second wife! Have you redected, Charlotte, that 
Caroline Carleton was his first choice ; that there’s already an 
heir to Alnwick who will inherit all; that George St. John has 
hardly a shilling beyond his entailed estates-’’ 

“ 1 )on’t m.amma! ’’ was Charlotte’s interruption, and her brow 
' had contracted as if in p.ain. “ It is quite useless your laying 
this. I should m.arry George St. John, though I knew that 1 
must beg my bread afterwards from door to door.” 

A moan, as of one in sorrow t<JO great for utterance, broke 
from the lips of Mrs. Darling, and she sank b.ack in the carriage 
and ckispcd her hands in p.ain. 


CHAPTER III. 

THE V.N'r.XI'I,AIXED RE.VSON. 

Not a word was spoken by cither mother or daughter as they 
entered their home. 'I'he little French clock in the drawing¬ 
room pointed to eleven—for the festivities at the Hall had been 
prolonged into eveniiig—and Ch.arlotte, perhaps afraid of further 
contention, .said good night, and went up at once to her 
chamber. Mrs. Darling threw off her clo.ak and bonnet and 
began to pace the room. It was rather a habit of hers when 
disturbed or vexed. 
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Never had she*been so disturbed ns now. Her ordinary 
crosses find been but light ones, which she scolded ()r talked 
away; fhis seemed to be too deep, too real, for any talking. 

It might be unreasonable; «'cry one who knew of it said 
it was so ,; lut .Mrs. Darling had lived in the ardent Impc that 
her eldest daughter—more fondly clierislicd by her than all the 
rest—would never leave her, never marry. She hail planned 
and schemed against it. Some twc' or three years ago, a 
suspicion arose in her mind that Charlotte was falling in love 
with (leorge St. John, and she checked it by carrying olf Char¬ 
lotte, and keeping her nwr.y until the danger was over. He 
had married Caroline Carleton before they came back again. 
No one living had suspected this maiueuvre on the mother's 
[urt, or that Charlotte had been in danger of loving the master 
of Alnwick—if she had not loved him—e.\cept Margaret 
Ikarling. Surely it must have been unreasonable. Mr. St. 
John wa.s a free man then in every sense of the word, and 
Charlotte's son, had she married him and borne- one, would 
have been the heir ! 

'J'hat Mrs. Darling’s love ibr Charlotte had always fiecn 
inordinate, those .about them knew, liul, as a woman of the 
world, she might have foreseen how utterly powerless would be* 
a mother's love to keep her daughter always •Iry her side. 
Cih.arlotte once said to her in a joking way, that she had better 
put her into a convent, .and make a nun of .her: and indcctL 
that would have been about the only way of preventing it. 
.•\nd now, in sjrite of her precaution, Charlotte was .about to 
marry; to be a second wile. That fact alone brought some 
gall to Mrs. Darling. 

.''he had deemed i.'h.arlottc so secure. She had never dreamt 
of the treason that w.i's afloat.* Their visit to her old mother 
m Berkshire had been prolonged until June, and all that time 
('harloue had been safe under her own eye. In June, old Mrs. 
Darling (it was tiie same name, for Mrs. Darling’s second 
husband had bc.n a distant cousin) grew so convalescent that 
they had no scrujilc in quitting her; and Mrs. iMrling h.ad 
tlespatchcd Charlotte to .Mnwkic under convoy of Mary Anne, 
w ho was so much older th.ui her years, and might be thoroughly 
trusted. Margaret remained behind with her grandmother, 
and Mrs. Darling wertt to France to see her youngest daughter 
Rose, who was at scltool there. She only intended to be 
absent a fortnight; by the end of that time she mean^to be at 
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Alnwick; but ere it was concluded, she was summoned back 
in haste to her old mother, who had had a relapse. So that it 
w'as September before Mrs. Darling really returned to Alnwick. 
She arrived just in time to att^md the fete at Mr. St. John’s, 
and she went to it without any more prevision of what was to 
happen than a child unborn. 

It was the first time that Charlotte had been away from her, 
and she was blaming herself bitterly. Perhaps self-reproach 
was never sharper than Mrs. Darling’s as she paced the drawing¬ 
room this night. It seemed to her, now, that she might have 
foreseen sometliing of the sort; that she should have kept her 
attractive daughter under her pwn eye. But she thought she 
had taken every precaution.. - She had charged Mary Anne not 
to admit gentlemen as visitors during her absence—unless, she 
had added, they were of a certain standing as to age, and 
married. Some few she had especially interdicted by name. 
Above all others would she have interdicted Mr. St. John of 
Alnwick, had she supposed that this w'ould be the result; and 
she imentally heaped the most bitter reproaches on Mary Anne, 
and felt that she should like to shake her. 

,. She turned to the bell with a sudden impulse, and rang it; 
indeed, Mrs. Darling was always an impulsive woman. All 
the servants had gone upstairs on Mrs. Darling’s entrance, ex¬ 
cept the lady’s-maid; hours were early in the (luiet household. 
Mary Prance came in : a slender woman of five-and-thirty, with 
dark eyes and brown marks on her thin face; she wore a neat 
grey alpaca gown and small white linen wristbands and collar. 
A woman devoted to her mistress’s iiiterests, but disliked by 
the servants, who went so far as to call her a “deceitful cat.” 
But Mary Prance was a clever woman, and not deceitful on the 
whole. She gratefully liked ‘Mrs. Darling, who was always kin<l 
to her, and she loved the eldest daughter; but she cared for 
no one else in the wide world. She had entered the service as 
housemaid, a young girl, but her mistress had called her 
“Prance” from the first. Mrs. Darhng—you remember the 
hint I gave you—could not call her serv-ants by their simple 
Christian names. She turned sharply as the door opened. 

“Where’s Miss Darling?” 

“Miss Darling has been in bed some time, ma’am. She 
went at eight o’clock. Her sore-throat* was painful, though a 
trifle easier.” 

“ Prar.ce, who has visited here during my absence ? ” inter- 
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nii)teJ ^Irs. Darling, impatiently drowning the words. “• What 
gentlemen ? ” 

The bdy’s-maid considered for a moment, rec.illing tire 
vi.sitors. “• Dr. Uirave.", rna’any he has come the oftenest, I 

think. And Mr. I’ym, and old .Sir William-” 

“ Not those old iicoiile, Trance; 1 don't care to hear about 
them,’’ said Mrs. Darling, peevishly'. “ 1 mean young men— 
single men.” 

“ Not any, I think,” answered Trance, alter a pause. “ Miss 
Darling was denied to them.” 

“ Mr. .St. John of .Mnwick li.is Cume ? ’ 

“Oh yes, Mr. St. John has come. He has lOine often.” 

AVith the answer, Mrs. Darling <iuitled the room for the 
chamber of her unconsciou.dy offending d.iughter. 'The po(>r 
girl woke up, hot .ind startled at the une-vijecled entrance ; at 
the shar[> questions that S(» rudely assailed her car. Not for 
some few moments did she undersland sufficiently to answer. 

Mr. (.’arleton St. John? A'es, he had been-there ratlier 
frequently in tiie (lasl few-weeks. Had Ch.irlottc had ou’por-* 
tunities of seeing him alone ? Ves, very likely she had; it 
might he so. 

Did you know," resumed Mrs. Darling, suppressing the' 
storm of reinoaches so re.idy l-r break from her lifw, “that any 
attachment was arising between her and .Mr. St. John?” 

"No, mamma, 1 never knew it,” replied .Mary .\nne, fully 
awake now. “ 1 did not think of such a thing, lias it arisen ? ” 

“ Ves, it has ari.seii, you unhappy, careless creature, .and 1 
kar that she’s going to marry him,” retorted Mrs. D.arling. 

' Vou are a hundred ye.ars older than Charlotte in staid experi 
I ni e. 1 cntrusteil her to your^charge here as I might a younger 
sister, and you have suffered her ttj meet Ceorge St. John, and 
this is the result' 1 shall never forgive you, .Nlary Anne. Did 

I not warn you that I would have no single men calling here 
during my absence ? ” • 

••But—but—Mr. St.5o'm is no! a single m.an,” returned the 
unfortunate M.ary .\nnc, too bewildered to collect her senses. ■ 
“ Tin sure I did not think of liira as anything but a widower 
steeped in grief. It seems only the other d.ay that his wife 
died. I did not think of him at all as a marrying m.an.” 

Neither, Jn point fact, had Mrs. Darling, or she might 
h.ive e.\i>rcssly interdicted his visits by name, as she had those 
of others. ■ 
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Mary Anne Darling was collecting her wits. She cat up in 
bed, thinking possibly that might help her. “Mamma, you 
cannot reUlly expect to keep Charlotte unmarried 1 Remember 
her beauty. If it were me ort“Iargaret, you might-” 

“ You or Margaret! ” screamed Mrs. Darling, excessively in¬ 
censed at something or other in the words. “I wish you 
were both going to be married to-morrow! or to-night, for 
the matter of th.at.” 

“ I was going to ask you, mamma,” pursued Mary Anne, 
meek still in spite of the covert sneer, “what objection you 
can possibly have to her m.arrying Mr. St. John ?” 

“That’s my business .and not yours,” said Mrs. D.arling, 
t.artly. 

Mary Anne h.ad never heard her mother .altogether so cross, 
never seen her so vexed, and the girl uondered excessively. 
Hitherto, she had supposed the objection which existed to 
Charlotte’s marrying, .and which she had not failed to detect, 
arose from an exalted idea on her mother’s part that no oire 
likdy to present himself was worthy of Miss Norris in a 
worldly ])oint of view. Rut surely this could not apply to Mr. 
St. John of-Alnwick ! She sjjoke .again, jHirsuing her train of 
thought. 

“He will be Sir (Icorge St. John sometime, mamma; he 
will be more wealthy than he is how. It is really a better 
match th.an even Charlotte could have hoped for.” 

“ I would give every shilling I jjossess in the world, rather 
th.an Charlotte should marry him!” spoke Mrs, Darling, in 
low, determined tones. “ I would sacrifice half the years I 
have yet to live to keep her with me always ! I shall never 
forgive you, Mary Anne. AVhen you found that Ceorge St. 
John was taking to come here, you ought to have sent me 
word.” 

“ M.amma, listen. I have told you that I never thought of 
such a thing as that Mr. Carlcton-St. John came, or could 
come, with any such idea; he, who has only just lost his wife. 
But if I had thought of it, if I had known it, what would jiave 
been my will against Ch.arlotte’s ? It might have pleased her 
that he should be admitted; and you know you have taught us 
to give w.ay to her in alt things.” 

“Then you might have written to me. I repeat to you, 
M.ary Anne, that I shall never forgive- you.” 

“It i''Ust be, that he was previously married—that Char- 
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lollt s <JiiIdren will not inherit,” cried Mary Anne, speakinj^ 
aloud in her wonder, as she strove to find reasonable j^round.s 
for the objection to Mr. St. John. “ P.ut-” . 

“ Hold your tongue,” intermixed Mrs. Darling. “You have 
done mischief enough, without seeking fot reasons that may 
not be disclosed.” 

More and more surpri.sed grew Mary Anne. The last words 
were not spoken in re[)roa('h or anger, but jn a lone of deep, 
bitter pain. They bore a .sound of wailing, of lamentation; 
and she could only stare after her mother in silence, as Mrs. 
D.arling (piitted the room not less abrujitly than she luul 
entered it. 

Mary .Anne Darling lay down again, and curkd the clothes 
round her with a ]>eUish movement, feelinge\< i s^i^■cly aggrieved. 
Put that was nothing new. She and Margaret had suffered :dl 
their lives through Charlotte, and had never rebelled. Miss 
Norris hail been first and foremost ; had re< eir ed all the love, 
all the cemsideraiion. all the care; the house had'eaily si;epied 
to go on in reference to the well-being aiul convenience ^f its' 
i.lde Ht daughter. 

I’.rough; up to this from their earliest years, Mary .Anne and^ 
Margaret D.trling had accepted it as one of life's ol iigsitions. 
Put the young lady was feeling now that she was fleing unjustly 
(ensured. If there die! e.vist any ohjection to Mr. (iarleton .St. 
jehn, ('iiarlotte should l.'e blamed fur falling.in love with liiiu, 
or else be iiiade to reliiKjuish liim. lJut Miss liarliiig diil not 
believe in any objeetion : she thought her mother only wished 
ti 1 keep Charlotte to lieYself in her je.alous affe<.tior.--that she 
could not be.ir to part with Iier. 

“ I never knew an^vthing ,so unreasonable,” gnimbled the 
young lady, giving the pilhjw a fierce poke up'wanls. “ Char¬ 
lotte w.as sure to m.arry sometime, and hut for her nu ther's 
great watchfulness, she’d have been married before this. 1 
cannot .understand mamma. What thoii.gh Charlotte is the 
ai)|)le of her eye, ouglfl she to wish to prevent her fiiHilliu.g 
wom.an’s pro[)cr destiny ? The lot e of most mothers catiSes 
them to wi.sh their daughters to marry ; some logo titc length of 
s( heming for it: in this case it is schemed against. It is very 
Selfish, very inconsistent .; and yet mamma is nr>t-a sclfi.sh 
woman ! I can’t understand her.” 

Mrs. Darling’s oppositioti was not yet over. She sat the 
next day in her own room, thinkits.g what an ill-used w^ulan she 
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was, calling up every little remembered cross of her past life; 
as many of us arc'prone to do in moments of annoyance, when 
things WQar a gloomy aspect. She had married—a girl not out 
of her teens—^hlr. Noiris, of ^rris Court, a gentleman whose 
standing in the county was almost as good as that of the St. 
Johns of Alnwick. But ere she had well realized her position 
as the wife of a wealthy man, the mistress of a place so charm¬ 
ing as Norris Court; almost ere her baby was born, Mr. Norris 
died, and the whofe thing seemed to pass from her as a dream. 
Had the child proved a boy she had been well off, and Norris 
Court still been hers as a residence; proving a girl, it lapsed 
from her to the next male heir in the entail. She turned out of 
it with her baby, the little Charlotte, and a small income of a 
few hundreds a year. Tliese hundreds, at her own death, 
would be Charlotte’s. Tlic pretty house she had since called 
her home was in point of fact Charlotte’s, not hers. It had 
come to Charlotte on her fatlicr’r death, but she had it to reside 
in for her life. Norris Court was two miles distant from Alnwick; 
andjKirs. Norris in her young widowhood had quarrelled with 
its new possessors. 'J'he breach had never been healed, so 
that Charlotte was a stranger to her forefathers’ home. Except 
'for this cottage and the few hundreds a year, all in expectation, 
Charlotte Norris had nothing. How Mrs. Norris had bewailed 
these past untoward circumstances, her own, heart alone knew. 

Her own subsequent marriage witli Colonel Darling had not 
greatly im])rovcd her circumstances in the long-run. At the 
(’olonel’s death, the chief portion of what he had passed to 
their son. A little was settled on the daughters, and Mrs. 
Darling had a certain benefit for life. But altogether her in¬ 
come was not a large one, especially considering her many 
wants, and tliat she was not 'one who could make a sovereign 
go as far as most people; and Mrs. Darling was in the habit of 
thinking that fate might have been kinder to her. In the lost 
glories of Norris Court, present benefits, real though they 
were, were overlooked. But for these comparisons,'bred of 
discontent, some of us would get on better in the world than 
we do. 

She sat in her own room, glancing back at these past griev¬ 
ances, dwelling on others that were more recent It was the 
day following the fete. The interview With Mr. C^rleton St, 
John was over, and Charlotte was his promised wife. Mrs. 
Darling J^ad done what she could to oppose it—to the secret 
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Surprise (jf Mr. St. John ; but her opposition was untenable, 
juidhad broken down. “If you have any tangible objection 
to me. name it, and let me combat it as I best may,” .said Mr. 
St. John. But app.arently Mry Darling could bring fonvard 
none, save the foolishly fotw one that she could not part with 
Charlotte: and the engagement took place. As Mrs. Darling 
sat now, alone, her mind was still busy with a hundred wild 
scltemes for its frustration. 

But she saw clearly that they would all be worse than use¬ 
less; th.at unless there was some special interposition of 
Providence, (.'harlotte would go to Alnwick. AVluit was the 
secret of her opposition ? Ah, my reader, you must turn over 
many pages ere you arrive at that. She had one very great and 
good reason for dreading the marriage of her daughter with 
(leorge .‘'t. John of .Alnwick. 

('harlotte happened to come into the room as she sat there. 
Mrs. Darling held out her h;ind ; and Clwrlotte—who might 
have looked radiant with happiness but that she and, her 
countenance were of an undemonstrative mature in gener:^— 
r.ame and sat on a stc)ol at her feet, her dress, briglit mauve 
muslin, floating .around, her delic.ate hands raised from jheir 
open lace sleeves to her mother',-, knee. 

*■ I must s.ay a few words to you, Charlotte. I’rofnise to hear 
le I :iticntly and calmly.'’ 

••Ofcourse I will, mamma.” 

‘•Tlieie's no of course in the matter, I fear. Times have 
i>etn. Charlotte, when-” 

“Oh mamma, never riiind all tl’.at. I'm going to be good. 
Tel! me what it is.” 

•• Do y<ra rememberj some tjpree years ago—yes, it must be 
piite tiiree years now, for we did hot leave London that year 
iniil .August—ih.at we saw a good deal of George .St. John? 
iVe had met him in London that season; we met him on 
rer return here; and he fell into Hie habit (A calling on us 
)i‘ien.” • 

*■ I retnemljcr,” replied Charlotte. 

“ rhe beginning of October we left home for Paris; a .'^udden 
^hition on my part, you girls thought; which w.as true. 
Jharlotte, I must tell you now why I went. I was taking 
■ou from danger; I was carrying you away from George St. 
[ohn.” 

.\ momentary glance upwards of Charlotte's eyes. Pid Mrs. 
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Darling read anger in them ? That something made'her quail, 
there was no doubt, and she laid firm hold of both those 
slender ‘ivrists resting on'her knee. 

“ For your sake, Charlott<^ it was for your sake. I feared 
you were growing to love him.” 

“ And if I were ? ” retorted Charlotte. 

There was a long pause. Mrs. Darling appeared to be weigh¬ 
ing some question with herself: she looked anxious, troubled, 
undecided: but she still held the hands with a firm grasp. 

“ Charlotte, I want you to trust me. There is a reason, why 
you should not become the wife of Mr. Carleton of Alnwick; 
but I cannot tell you what it is. I cannot so much as hint at 
its nature. I want you to trust me that this cause does exist ; 
and to act upon it.” 

“ To act upon it ? ” 

“ By declining to become Mrs. Carleton St. John.” 

“No,” said Charlotte, very quietly. “ What is the cause ?” 

•‘<My darling, I have said that I cannot tell you: and that is 
wiry I ask you to trust me as confidently as you did when a 
little child. The thought came over me just now, while Mr. 
Carleton was here, to speak openly to him. The next moment 
I felt faint and sick with dread at the bare thought. I may 
not tell Mr. Carleton; I will not tell you-”, 

“ I do wish you wouldn’t call him by that name! ” Charlotte 
interrupted. 

“ My dear, it is that I have fallen into the habit of it,” mur¬ 
mured Mrs. Darling. 

“ It’s like a scene in a play,” exclaimed Charlotte. “ I may 
not marry George St. John for some reason, and I may not 
know what the reason is! „ He is not going to turn out my 
brother, or cousin, I suppose? Rather romantic, that, for 
these matter-of-fact days ! ” 

“ Oh, Charlotte, be serious! Do not indulge in nonsense 
now. You know that y5u are Charjotte Norris, and that he 
is George St. John; and that you never were related yet. It 
is not that: I wish it were nothing else.” 

“What is it?” 

“ I cannot tell you, Charlotte. I cannot; I cannot.” 

“ Have you heard anything against iji“> that you are con¬ 
cealing?” 

Mrs. Darling lifted her hand to her face, partially hiding it. 
She djd' not. answer the question. 
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“ Chartotte, you know how I love you. Well, I would almost 
rather see you die, than married to George St. John. No 
mother ever schemed to get her daiughter a husbaftd, as I 
Schemed three years ago to kee{^ you from one, when my sus¬ 
picions were aroused that you were in danger of loving George 
St John.” 

“The danger had ripened,” said Charlotte, in low tones. 
“ I did love him.” • 

“ My poor girl! And his love, though I did not know it 
then, was given to Caroline Carlcton-” *, 

“ Don’t say it! ” interrupted Charlotte: and for the second 
lime during their interview Mrs. Darling quailed, the tone was 
so wild, so full of pain. “ I do not wish to be spoken to of his 
first wife,” she added calmly, after a pause. 

“ You will not, surely, be his second, Charlotte ! Charlotte, 
my Charlotte! You will not break my heart! ” 

“ You will break mine, if you forbid me to mqrry Mr. St. 
John,” was the whispered answer. “ But indeed, mamma-, I 
think we arc talking nonsense,” broke off Charlotte. “ I ^m 
no longer a child. I am nearly nine-and-twcnly; and that’s 
rather too old to be told I may not marr)-, when there’s no real 
cause why I should pot do so.” , 

“ No real cause! What have I been saying, Charlotte ?” 

“ I think there is none. I think what you are saying must 
be a chimera.” 

Mrs. Darling let fall the hands she held ; she had only hoped 
against hope. Charlottq rose and bent over her mother to ki.ss 
her, whispering a few decisive words. Cruel words to her 
mother’s heart. 

“ It IS of no use trying to sepajate, us, mamma. You did 
enough mischief in separating us before—but until this hour, I 
knew not that you acted intentionally. But for that, I might 
have been his first wife, chosen before all.” 

Cliarlotte Norris was^wrong, so far: Mr. St. John’s love 
had never before been given to her; it ne^S||^ould bo given 
to her as it had been to Caroline Carl^^^,^The first fresh 
green of the heart’s spring had had its ai^,' and was gone 
for ever. 

A few more days; another attempt or two, futile as this one ; 
a short, sharp, battle with her secret wishes, and Mrs. Darling 
gave up opposition, and grew apparently reconciled to what 
she could not prevent. And in mid-winter, just after^ h^^ew 
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year came in, the newspapers had another piece of news-to 
relate, concerning Mr, St. John. 

“ On <he 2 nd of January, at the church of St. Mary, Alnwick, 
by the Reverend Dr. Graves, George Carleton St. John, Esquire, 
of Alnwick Hall, to Charlotte Augusta, only child of the late 
Herbert Norris, Esquire, of Norris Court.” 


CHAPTER IV. 

A NEW MISTRESS AT ALNWICK. 

The mourning habiliments hitherto prevailing at Alnwick Hall 
were put aside during the wedding-tour of its master, and the 
servants appeared in gayer colours. Master Benja’s grey 
merino frock was exchanged for a scarlet, and the black,sash 
ai\4 sleeve-knots were replaced by white ones. Benja was a 
sti^^dy little fellow of fourteen months now, sufficiently forward 
in walking to get about the room and bring himself into all 
manner of mischief. 

A second marriage, a new mistress suddenly brought to an 
established "home, rarely gives pleasure to its inmates. This 
applies in an especial degree to its women-servants. Whatever 
the cause may he, or whence the feeling in the jealous human 
heart takes its rise, it is an indisputable fact, that the , second 
marriage of a master is rarely liked, and the new bride is re¬ 
garded with anything but love. The case was such at the 
Hall. Tritton, the housekeeper, had lived in the family of 
Miss Carleton before she was Mrs. St. John; had come with 
her to the Hall when she ‘ married; and it was only natural, 
perhaps, that she should look upon her successor somewhat in 
the light of a usurper. Honour shared the feeling. Ardeptly 
attached to her young charge, having been trusted with him, 
possessing almost full control over Mm, the prospect of a new 
mother for the boy and a mistress for herself could hot be 
palatable. But both Tritton and Honour were conscientious, 
good women; and there is no doubt this feeling would have 
soon worn itself out, but for circumstances that occurred to 
inciitase it. ‘ . 

Mrs. Darling was not wise. Her intentions no doubt were 
good, but her judgment was not so. From the day following 
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that of tlie ceremony, when Mr. and Mrs. St. John were fairly 
away, Mrs. Darling haunted the Hall. Anxious for the com¬ 
fort of Charlotte as she had never been for anything in jier life, 
she fell into the mistake of interfering with Charlotte’s future 
Ihorae before she entered upon it. She w-ent about the house, 
eering here, peeping there; she had changes wrought in the 
boms, in the furniture; she found fault with the arrangements 
nade by the servants, who had done their best, and superseded 
hem at will. She changed the position of beds, she examined 
inen, she turned llenja and Honour from their day-nursery 
nto another.; she ordered this to be done, she countermanded 
hat. This might have been tolerated in Mrs. Darling'; indeed 
t must have been; but what the servants could not and would 
lot tolerate, was. a second edition of it in Prance. Prance 
generally accompanied her mi.stress to the Hall; one or two 
lights was left to sleep there; Mrs. Darling’s w'orrying orders 
were often transmitted through Prance; and Prance, as unwise 
as'her mistress, assumed a supercilious superiority (which in¬ 
deed was partly her natural manner) excessively distasfgful 
rto Mr. St. John’s rather indulged but most respectable house- 
jhold. 

I It was a sad mistake. It was perhaps the first link in a 
[heavy chain, whose fetters would have to be worn for ever. 
fMrs. Darling ought to have waited until her daughter came 
•home, she could then have suggested these alterations privately 
to her if she deemed them so essential, and suffered Charlotte’s 
own authority to carry them out. How Mrs. Darling, a shrewd, 
sensible, easy woman in general, fell into the error, must remain 
a marvel. It caused the servants to look upon her as a 
meddling, underbred woman, ^ who was interfering most un¬ 
justifiably in what did not concern her. She was really nothing 
of the sort; it all arose from her surpassing anxiety for Char¬ 
lotte’s comfort. 

This, I say, must have been borne from Mr«. Darling; but 
when that unfortunate PTance came in, all the resentment was 
turned upon her. Prance ordered after her mistress. Worse 
still, she did not order as from her mistress, but as from her¬ 
self; and her cold, you-must-obey*me tones, exasperated the 
maids at the Hall almost to rebellion. Putting present ill- 
feeling apart, the resiflt was unfortunate: for it created a pre¬ 
judice against their new mistress, which Mrs. St John would 
have to live down. 'Altogether, what with the advent of the 
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new wife, the perpetual visitation of Mrs. Darling, and the 
hatred to Prance, Alnwick Hall was kept in a state of internal 
commotion. 

In th*e midst, of this, the day came round for the return of 
Mr. St. John and his bride. In the afternoon. Master Benja, 
in apple-pie order, the short scarlet frock and the white ribbons 
—for they were expected to arrive every hour—was toddling 
about the nursery, drawing a horse. Honour, in a new cap 
with white satin trimming, sat watching him, and talking to one 
of the housemaids, Edy, who had looked in for a gossip. 

It may be as well that you should notice how these nurseries 
were situated. They were at the side of the house facing the 
east. Mr. St. John’s bedroom was at the end, looking on to 
the park, and forming as it were an angle on that side the 
house. You saw the room once;.some one was dying in it. 
His room opened to two others, one on either side of it The 
one looking to the front was his own dressing-room; the other 
looking to .the side, had been called the dressing-room of the 
laid Mrs. St John; and all three rooms opened to the gallery. 
It was this last room that had been Benja’s nursery, and out 
of which Mrs. Darling had turned him. The next room to 
this, which opened to no other room, was the new day-nursery. 
Honour and Benja are in it now. And beyond it, the last 
room on this side the house, was the one in which Honour 
and Benja slept. The next to this, the first one looking to the 
north at the back of the house, was Mrs. Tritton’s—but it is 
unnecessary to mention that. The passage in which the doors 
of these nurseries were situated was narrow, not like the wide 
front corridor or gallery. Immediately opposite the door of 
Benja’s bed-chamber was the back staircase used by the servants. 
Honour, with her charge, was ‘the only one who assumed the 
privilege of passing up and down the front stairs. • It was as 
well to mention this: you will see why, later. Honour bitterly 
resented being, turned from the nursery. It was unreasonable 
that she should do so (though perhaps not unnatural), as the 
room would be required for the new Mrs. St. John. , “ 

She was gossiping with the housemaid in the manner that 
servants like to gossip, when a voice in the next room startled 
them both. It was the voice of Prance; and the servants had 
not known she was in the house.' » 

“There’s that woman here again 1 ” exclaimeU Edy, in a 
whisper. . • ... 
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Honour had her Snger to her lip in an attitude of listening. 
She wondired to whom Prance wa« talking. Tones that could 
not be mistaken for any but Mrs. Darling’s, answered lv:r. In 
ppint of fact, Mrs. Darling had come over to receive her 
daughter, bringing Prance to carry a few last trilling belong- 
Jings of Charlotte’s. 

■“: “ Of course! ” ejaculated Honour. “ I knew they'd be here.” 

Honour was good in the main.; sincere, thoroughly trust¬ 
worthy ; but she was not exempt from the prejudice to which 
her class is especially prone. You cannot help these'things. 
It was her custom, whenever she found Mrs. Darling and 
her maid appeared upstairs, to catch up Benja and dart down 
to the housekeeper’s room, with a vague feeling, arising from 
resentment, of carrying Benja out of their reach. She took 
hiOjUp now, horse and all, and was making her way to the 
baCiv-stairs when Mrs. Darling suddenly looked out of a 
L chamber and called to her. 

F There could be no pretending not to hear. She'had bg(;n 
seen, and therefore was .obliged to arrest her steps. It had wt 
come to open rebellion against Mrs. Darling. 

“ I want you. Honour. Step here a minute.” 

“ Carry the baby down, Kdy,” whispered Honour, giving her 
the child. “ Tell Mrs. Tritton that they are up litre, if she 
does not know it,” she added, as a parting fling. 

^^'hen Edy reached the housekeeper’s room, she found it 
empty, except for the presence of a woman in black, who sat 
there with her things on, and who laid siege to the baby as 
if she had a right to hinu It was the nurse, Mrs. Dade, who 
came occasionally to see the child, as she had opportunity. 
Edy, only a few months in the service, did not recognize her. 
Edy willingly resigned the charge, and made her way to the 
. hall as fast as her feet could carry her: for a bustle in it 
warned her that their new mistress had arrived, and all her 
woman’s curiosity was aroused. • 

She waS crossing the hail on Mr. St. John’s arm, a smile of 
greeting gm her pale face as she glanced to the right and left, 
hir. St. John laughed and talked, and mentioned two or three 
bf the principal servants by name to his wife. Edy stood in a 
nook behind the rest, and peeped out; and just then Mrs. 
Darling, having become* aware of the arrival, came down the 
stairs with loud words of welcome. 

The bustle over, Mrs. Tritton went back to her own room, 
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shutting the door upon Edy. Nurse Dade had the boy on her 
knee, talking to him; and •Honour, a privileged visitor, came 
in. Honour’s tongue could be rather a sharp one on occasion; 
but the unexpected sight of the nurse arrested it for the 
moment. 

“ I should not have come up to-day, had I known,” Nurse 
Dade was saying to the housekeeper. “ It must be a busy day 
with you.” 

“ Middling for that: not very. You heard of the marriage, 

I suppose ? ” 

“ I saw it in the newspapers. I had not heard of it till then. 

I have been away for six months, you see, and news came to 
me slowly. How well this little fellow gets on, Honour! You 
have done your part by him, that’s certain.” 

Honour gave a sort of ungracious assent to the remark. 

“ What do you think she wanted with me ? ” asked she, 
turning to the housekeeper, alluding to Mrs. Darling. “ You 
krkow thaf pretty sketch that master drew of Benja in the straw 
hat, one day in the garden, and hung it up in his bedroom ? 
Well, she called me in to say she thought it had better be 
taken down and put elsewhere. I told her I must decline to 
meddle with my master’s things, and especially with that, 
though it was done only on the leaf of a copy-book; and I 
wouldn’t touch it She first looked at me and then at the 
sketch; but just then there was a bustle in the hall; she ran 
down and I came away.” 

“ And it’s left hanging ? ” 

“ It’s left hanging. Ah! ”—and Honour drew a long breath 
—“ Nurse Dade, we have changes here.” 

“ There’s changes everywhere, I think,” responded the nurse. 

“ But I must say I was sui-prised when I read it in the papers. 
So soon ! and to recollect what his grief was then / But law! '■ 
it’s the way of the world.” 

Honour took Benja, carried him to the far end of the room, 
and began amusing him with his horse. They made a con¬ 
siderable amount of noise, almost drowning the voices of the 
two women by the fire. 

“Do you happen to know her?” the housekeeper had 
asked, and the nurse knew by intuition that she spoke of the 
bride. ' ( 

“ I’ve known her ever since she was a baby. My mother 
was nursing at Norris Court, and I wefit there for a day and a 
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niglit, and they let me hold the baby on my lap, to say I Iiad 
had it. I was quite a young woman then ; a growing girl, as 
one may say.” 

“ I don’t know anything of her, hardly,” said the house¬ 
keeper. “ I’ve not chosen to ask” (luestions of the servants, 
and I and Honour, as you are aware, are strangers in the 
neighbourhood. Her father was a colonel, was he not ? ” 

“A colonel! No; it was Mrs. Norris's second husband 
that was a colonel—Colonel Darling. Miss Norrisis father was 
Mr. Norris of Norris Court. Very grand, rich peo])le they 
were: but iis there was no boy, it nearly all went from the 
widow when Mr. Norris died. She married Colonel Darling 
when the first year was out.” 

“ She must have been very young,” remarked the house¬ 
keeper. “ She does not look old now." 

“ Very young. I remember the first time I saw her in lier 
widow’s cap. I began wondering how' I should look in a 
widow’s cap, for she did not look much older than T was. ,SJie 
was very pretty. Pcoide said what a pity it was Mr. Nc^ris 
should have died so soon and left her.” 

*• What did Mr. Norris die of?” 

“ ^ c.an’t tell you. I h.avc never known. , nere was some 
myslerj- about it. My mother always said she did not know': 
and I don't think she did, she was so curious over it. He was 
ill about a w'cek or ten days, but nobody w'as Jet go near him, 
except Mr. Pym and the valet, and a man-nurse they had. 
.Some of the servants thought it was some infectious disorder: 
but nobody knew'.” 

“ .\nd he died ? ’ 

“He died. The little baby, Miss Charlotte, as she was 
named afterwards, was born whilst he lay ill. My mother said 
Mr. I’ym took her in to show her to her father; w'hich was' 
very wrong if it wr.s fever; and w'hcn Mr. Pym came out 
his face w'as white, as if "he had gone through some painful 
scene.” ■ • 

The* housekeeper, who w'as by no means one to deal in 
mysteries, stared at the nurse. She had hushed her voice to 
that tone we are apt to use when speaking of things that must 
not be openly discussed. She sat gazing at the fire, as if 
recalling the, past, the* black strings of her bonnet hanging 
down. 

“ How do you meapp, Mrs, Dade ? ” 

St. Martin's Eve. -.i 
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“ Mean ? ” 

“You speak as if you were scared.” 

“ Do I ? I suppose I caught the tone from mother : she 
used to speak so when she talked of it. It was her way, when 
there was any sort of mystery in her places. ^Vhether she 
came to the bottom of it herself, or whether she didn’t, she 
always used a tone in speaking of it that partly scared )'ou and 
partly sent you ranipant to know more.” 

“ 15ut what mystery could there be in regard to Mr. Norris ? ” 

“ That’s just what I am unable to tell you. There was a 
mystery; everybody knew that; but I don’t believe anybody 
fathomed it. Whether it lay in his illness, or in his death, or 
in neither, mother never knew. Sometimes she thought it was 
connected with his wife. They had been a loving couple until 
one night, when some dispute occurred between them, and 
there ensued an awful {juarrel: one of those dreadful disturb¬ 
ances that terrify a household. Mrs. Norris, a gentle, loving, 
merry young girl, as she had seemed until then, dashed her 
harrd through a cheval glass in her passion, and cut it terribly. 
It all took place in their own room. Mr. Pym was fetched; 
and altogether there was a fine hullabaloo.” 

“ Were you there ? ” 

“I was not there; nor mother cither. It was not for some 
days afterwards that she was sent for to Mrs. Norris : but the 
servants told her of it. Mr. Norris had been ill ever since; 
and three days later he was dead. The butler said—and he 
no doubt had it from the valet, for they were great friends— 
that it was that night’s quarrel that killed his master.” 

“ How could the quarrel kill him ? ” cried the wondering 
housekeeper. 

Nurse Dade shook her hdad. “ I don’t know. All sorts of 
things were said—as things in such cases .often are, and per¬ 
haps not a word of truth in any of ’em. At any rate, Mr. Norris 
died, and nobody knew for certain how he died or what was 
the matter with him, or what could have given rise to the 
dreadful quarrel that led to it. There were but two-persons 
who could have told the truth—Mrs. Norris and Mr. Pym.” 

“ Mr. Pym must have been a young man then,” observed 
the housekeeper, after a pause. 

“ About thirty, I suppose. He must'be sixty now.” 

“ Mr. Pwm’s not sixty! ” 

“He is hard upon it Nobody wdild take him for it, 
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though, lie is so active. Mrs. Norris had to leave the Court 
when she got well, for the new people to come to it; she went 
straight to the house she’s in now, which of right bdongs to 
Miss Charlotte—I should say Mrs. St. John.” 

“ I hope ^he’s amiable ? ” observed the housekeeper. 

“She is when she likes, I believe. I don’t know much of 
her myself. She has a temper, they say—but then she has 
been so much indulged.” • , 

“She is very handsome. But she’s not in the least like Mrs. 
D.irling.” 

“ She is very much like her father. Mrs. Darling’s fair, Mr. 
Norris was-- ” 

A clear, sonorous voice, calling “Benja,” interrupted the 
words. Honour heard it, for it penetrated even above the 
shouts of the boy and the creaking of the steed. It was a call 
she was accustomed to. Often and often, in passing through 
the hall, going out or coming in, had Mr. St. .John thus 
summoned his child. 

“ Not the horse,” said Honour to the boy, as she picked ftiin 
ui>. “ Papa’s calling. Benja shall come back to the horse by- 
and-hy.” 

Mr. St. John was in the hall, waiting. He toqjc the child 
from Honour, kissed him lovingly many times, and then carried 
him into the drawing-room. Honour follo^yed. She had not 
i)ecn told to go down, and there was an irrcpfcssiblc curiosity 
in her mind to see Mrs. St. John. 

She ^vas seated aloiKj, near the window, with a work-box 
before her and .some embroidery in her hand, looking as much 
at home as though she had always lived there. Her raven hair 
was partially turned from her forelnjad, showing off the finely- 
cut but very thin features. Turning her head quickly at the 
opening of the door, she saw her husband enter. 

“I have brought you Benja, Charlotte. He must make 
acquaintance with his manima.” 

She jose with a .smile, her dark-blue silk dress gleaming brightly 
from its timplc folds, met them midway in the room, and took 
Benja. The boy, rather astonished perhaps at the summary 
proceeding, stared at her from his wide-open great grey eyes. 

“You w'ill love mamma, Benja?” she said, kissing him 
tenderly; and she placed him on her kned and held up to 
him her shining gold ^ain, as she had done soine t>: o or three 
months before. “ M«nma means to love Benja. 
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But Benja was impervious to bribes to-day, and would have 
nothing" to say to the gold chain. Suddenly, in the midst of 
his prolonged stare, he burst into tears, with a great deal of 
unnecessary noise. 

“ I am strange to him,” said Mrs. St. John. “ He will 
know me better in a d.ay or two. See! wh.at h.ave I here for 
Benja! ” 

She took up a sweet biscuit from a plate tliat hajipened to 
be on the table. "What with the biscuit, and her persuasive 
words, her kisses, Benja suffered himself to be coaxed, hushed 
liis sobs, and kissed his new mamma. 

“ Friends from this minute,” she said triumphantly, glancing 
up at her husband, who had stood by, smiling. “ I will try and 
be a good mother to him, George.” 

“ 1 shall like her better than I thought,” decided Honour 
from the door, who could find no fault, even in her prejudice, 
with her ngw mistress. “ 1 shall like her much if she will only 
love the child.” 

And thus the future lady of Alnwick had enterea on her 
home 


CHAPTliR V. 

ON ST. martin’s KVR. 

“At Alnwick Hall, on St. Marlin’s Jvve, the wife of George 
Carleton St. John, Esquire, of a son.” 

.^This was the next announcement in the local papers; some 
ten months, or a trifle more, having elapsed since the last one. 
And I hope you will have patience with these notices, and not 
find fault with their frequency: thtfy are not yet over. 

“ On St. Martin’s Eve! ” Was Mr. Carleton St John a 
Roman Catholic, that he should chronicle the birth of his 
children by the saints’ days ? No. And it was no't by Mr. 
St John’s wish that it had been so worded, but by Mrs. 
Darling’s. 

It was no doubt a somewhat singular coincidence that this 
second child should have been born on the same-day as Benjif, 
the ioth',pf November. Mrs. Darling^ who was temporarily 
sojourning V Alnwick Hall, and was naJ-irally a little inclined 
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to bo superstitious, regarded it as a most ominous event. 
Wliat, sfic thought, if the advent of this child should be 
succeeded by the dreadful tragedy that had so fatally charac¬ 
terized the last ? And it would perhaps hardly be oelievcd, 
but that some of you may have had opportunities of witnessing 
these foolish iancies, that she dreaded the announcement 
being made in the news])aj;crs in the same words as the last. 

“ I cannot bear it," she said to Mr. St. John, “ I could not 
look at it without a shudder. Put anytliing* else you like, but 
don’t put ‘ On the loth of November ! ”’ 

Mr. St. John Laughed outright ; he could not help it. 

“ Charlotte is as well as she can be,” he rejoined. 

‘■I know; but a change might take place at any moment. 
Pray do not laugh at me, Mr. St. John. Call it folly; super^ 
stition; what you will; only don’t word this announcement as 
you worded the last.” 

“ Put how am I to word it ? ” he asked. “ If the child 
was born on the tenth, I can’t j)ut it the ninth or the 
eleventh. I won't send any notice at all, if you like;-1 ’^bn’t« 
care about it.” 

“■ Not send any notice of Charlotte’s child !” she echoed in 
disj Measure. “ Th.at would be a slight indeed.” ' 

“As you please. Put you sec the little fellow has chosen To 
come on the tenth, and we can’t send him back again to await 
a more convenient day.” 

“Put ‘On St. Martin’s Eve,’” said Mrs.' D.arling, after a 
pause of somewhat blank consideration. 

“ St. Martin’s Eve 1 ”• 

“ Yes; why not? It is .St. Martin’s Eve, you know.” 

“• Indeed I don’t know,” returned Mr. St. John, very much 
amused. “ I’m not sbre that I knew we had a St. Martin at 
all in the calendar.” 

“ That comes of your liaving lived so little out of England. 
The English- pay no attention to the saints’ days. I have been 
abroad a good deal wKh my children, and know them all. 
St. ^T.artin’s is a great day in some parts of France. Please let 
it be so worded, Mr. St. John.” 

Ke took a pen and w'rote it as she desired, laughing much. 
“I should like to see Dr. Graves’s eyes when he reads this," 
quoth he, as he put iwinto the envelope. 

“ A rubbishing olfl Low Churchman! ” slightingly spoke 
Mrs. Darling. “ H/s nobody.” 
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So the notice was sent off; and in due time returned to the 
house in the newspapers. Mrs. Darling carried one upstairs 
proudly to her daughter. “See, Charlotte! How well it 
looks 1 ” ‘ 

Mrs. St. John took the paper in her delicate hand and read 
it in silence; read it twice. “ How came George to put it in 
like that—‘ St. Martin’s Eve ? ’ ” 

“ Because I requested it You are quite well now, darling, 
as may be said: bdt I would not have the announcement mad* 
to the world in the same words as the last.” 

“ It never could have been so made, mamma.” 

“ Yes it could. Were not the two children born on the same 
day of the year ? ” 

“Oh, that,” coldly returned Mrs. St John, as if the fact were 
not worth a thought “ The other had an addition which this 
must lack. It ran in this way : ‘the wife of George Carlelon 
St John, of a son and hdr' ” 

Mrs. Darling made no rejoinder. But she cast a keen, 
ste.^lthy glance at Charlotte from time to time, as she busied 
herself with some trifle at a distance. 

Things had gone on very smoothly at the Hall during the 
past few months. Mrs. St. John had been at least kind to 
Benja, sufliciently loving in manner; and Honour liked her 
new mistress tolerably well. The girl’s feeling towards her may 
best be described as a negative one; neither like nor dislike. 
She did not dislike her as she had formerly believed she should 
do; and she did not very much like her. 

Perhaps if there had been a characteristic more prominent 
than another in the disposition of Charlotte Norris, it was 
jealousy. Mrs. Darling had been obliged to see this—and to 
seer it exercised, too—during the course‘of her daughter’s past 
life; and of her objections to the masker of Alnwick Hall, 
as a husband for Charlotte, was the .fact that he had been once 
married and his heir was already born. That Charlotte would 
be desperately jealous of the little Benja, should she bear a son 
of her own, jealous perhaps to hatred, Mrs. Darling felt sure of: 
she devoutly hoped there would be no children; and an un¬ 
comfortable feeling had been upon her from the hour she learnt 
of the anticipated arrival. So long as Charlotte was without a 
son, there could be no very formidable jealousy of .Benja. But 
there might be afterwards. 

Certainly,skhere existed a wide difference; between the future 
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of tlie two-year-olS boy, sturdily stamping about the gravel- 
path underneath, the great St Bernard’s dog, “Brave,” har¬ 
nessed with tape before him; and that of the young infant 
lying in the cradle by the fireside. Many a m 9 ther,*far more 
gentle and self-forgetting than tvas Charlotte St John, might 
have felt a pang in contemplating the contrast Benja had a 
title in prospective; he would be rich amidst the rich. George 
(by that name the infant was already registered) might count 
his future income by a few hundreds, Thd greater portion of 
the Alnwick estate (not a very large one) was strictly entailed; 
and the large fortune brought to Mr. St John by his first wife, 
was now Benja’s. Mr. St John would probably have wished 
to do as well by one child as by the other, but he could not 
help himself; he could not alter the existing state of things. 
The settlement he had been enabled to make on Miss Norris 
was very, very small; but he intended to redeem this by 
putting by ye.arly some of his large income for her and her 
children. Still the contrast was great, and Mrs. Darling knew 
that Charlotte was dwelling upon it with bitterness, wben,she * 
laid that emphasis just now on the “son and heir." 

That Mrs. .St. John would inordinately love this child of hers, 
there was no doubt about—far more so than might be well for 
herself or for him. Mr.s. D.arling saw it as she lay there—lay 
looking with eager, watchful eyes at the little face in the 
cradle; and Mrs. Darling decided within herself—it may have 
been from experience—that such, love docs not bring peace 
in its wake. “ I wish it had been a girl 1 ” thought Mrs. 
Darling. • ' 

Charlotte Norris had all her life been subject to taking likes 
and dislikes—occasionally violent ones ; and she took a strong 
dislike to the nurse fliat wa^ now in attendance upon her, 
barely suffering her in the room, and insisting on Prance’s see¬ 
ing to the baby instead, for Prance was at the Hall with her 
mistress. The result was,’ that when, at the end of a fortnight, 
Mrs. Darling quitted tha Hall, Prance tvas transferred to Mrs. 
St. Jcfltp’s service, and remained as nurse to the infant. 

Some months went on, and sjwing came round. Mr. Carle- 
ton St. John, who was in parliament, had to be in London; 
but his wife remained at Alnwick with her baby, who seemed 
delicate. l\ot to hawe brought to herself all the good in the 
world, would she ha^e stirred without him. The^frail little 
infant of a few day^had become to her the gij^ Jfest treasure 
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earth ever gave; her love for him was of that wild, impassioned, 
all-absorbing nature, known, it is hoped, but to few, for it never 
visits a \vell-regulated heart. 

And in proportion to her love for her own child, grew her 
jealousy of Jienja—nay, not jealousy only, but dislike. Mrs. 
Darling h.ad foreseen correctly: the jealousy and the dislike 
had come—the hatred would only too surely follow. Charlotte 
strove against this feeling. She knew how wrong it was, how 
disloyal to her husband, how cruel to Benja; and she fought 
against it well. She would take Benja on her knee and fondle 
him; and the child grew to love her, to run into her at all 
moments when he could triumphantly escape from Honour, 
and she would take him and pretend to hide him, and tell 
Honour to go into the woods and see if the little wild boy had 
flown thither. It is true that once or 'twice, upon some very 
slight provocation, she had fallen into a storm of passion that 
literally rendered Honour motionless with alarm, seizing the 
child somewhat after the manner of a tiger, and beating him 
furiously. Honour and Benja were alike frightened; even 
Prance looked on aghast 

Matters w'cre not improved by the conduct of the two nurses. 
If dislike and dissatisfaction had reigned between them when 
Prance was‘only an occasional visitor at the house, how much 
more did it reign now ! They did not break frequently into a 
quarrel, but a perpetual system of what the other servants called 
“ nagging ” was kept up between them. Fierce and fiery was 
the disposition with which each regarded the other; a war of 
resentment, of antipathy—call, it what' you will—smouldering 
ever in their hearts. 

It did not want fuel. Honour naturally wished Benja to be 
regarded as first and foreifiost in right of his seniority and 
position as the heir. Prance held up the infant as the chief; 
and it need not be said that she was tacitly, if not openly, sup¬ 
ported by Mrs.* SL John. It was doubly unfortunate. The 
squabbles of the nurses need not htve done harm, but their 
rivalry in regard to the children enhanced the feeling in their 
mistress. To do Mrs. Darling justice, she absolutely discour¬ 
aged any difference being made, even in thought, between the 
children, if such came under her notice in her temporary visits 
at the Hall; and once, when she heard a sneer given by Prance 
to Honour and Benja, she had called the woman to her privately, 
and taken sharply to task. 
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Well, t^o time went on to Easter. On the 'J'lnirsday in 
Passion-week Mr. St. John was expected home; .and his wife, 
who loved him mucli, anticipated his return in a sori of im¬ 
passioned eagerness, not the less strong because it was con¬ 
trolled under her usual cold and calm demeanour. The pony- 
carriage went to the station in the afternoon to meet the train; 
and Alnwick’s mistress took her place at an open window that 
overlooked the approach, long and long before the carriage 
could return. 

It was a warm, brilliant day; one of those lovely clays that 
.sometimes come in spring, presenting so great a contrast with 
the i)ast winter, and raising many a heart to Heaven. As she 
sat there, Benja darted in. The door was not firmly closed, 
and the child pushed it open triumphantly and flew to Mrs. St. 
John, black as any little tinker: hands, face, dress, a .sight to 
be seen. She wore a charming gown ot apjfie-green figured 
silk, and a coquettish little lace head-dress, fastened with large 
gold pins. 

*• Benja, what h.ave you been doing to yourself?” 

Benja laid his little black hands on her gown, and told her a 
tale not very easy to be understood—his grey eyes laughing, his 
pretty teeth glistening. Brave had run somewhere, and Benja 
had run after him, and the two—or perhaps only Benja—had 
fallen down by the cocks and hens, where it was dirty. And 
they had slaved down apparently, and rolled about together. 

*• Then Benja’s a naughty boy to get himself into such a 
state,” she cried, having quickly interposed her handkerchief 
between the silk and the "dirty hands. “Where’s Honour?” 

Benja broke into a merry laugh. He had contrived to double 
upon J-Ionour and evade her, while she was looking for him. 

'J'lie child kept his place at her kftee, and chattered on in his 
imiierfect language. Mrs. St. John did not give herself further 
trouble to understand it; she fell into a reverie, her fingers 
unconsciously rambling amidst the child’s fair cifris. 

“ Oh ! so you are here, "teir ! ” exclaimed Honour, looking in. 
“ My gbedngss ! I’ve been all over the house after you.” 

“ Me wid mamma,” chattered Benja. 

“ And a fine pickle you are in, to be with your mamma, 
naughty child 1 ” 

“ You should not let iiim get into this state. Honour.” 

“ It’s not ray fault, ma’am; he ran away from mo, after the 
dog.” ’ 



43 


ST. MARTIN’S EVE. 


“Take him into the nursery,” concluded Mrs._St. John, 
turning her eyes again to the window and the winding road. 

Ilonpur carried him away, talking lovingly to him—that he 
was a sad little boy to make himself so dirty, and dirty little 
boys never went to heaven, unless they got clean again. And 
Mrs. Carlcton St. John sat on, dreamily watching. 

The first thing that aroused her from it was the sound of 
voices outside. She looked out and saw Honour and Ilenja. 
Master Benja was now dressed in a handsome green velvet 
tunic, and looked as if he had just come out of a bandbo.x. 
Honour had her things on for walking. 

“Where arc you going?” inquired Mrs, St. John. 

“ Me going to see papa,” res]ionded Benja, before Honour 
could speak, his eyes bright, and his cheeks glowing. 

“ I am taking him to meet the carriage, ma’am.” 

“But-” Mrs. St. John was beginning, and then suddenly 

stopped; and Honour was half scared at the blank look and 
the momentary flash of anger that succeeded each other on her 
face. “ Why should you take him there ? ” she resumed. “He 
will sec his ])apa soon enough at home.” 

“Why should 1 not take him, ma’am?” rejoined Honour, 
(juitc resi)ectfully, but in a bold si)irit. 

And Mrs. Carleton St. John could not say why; she had no 
plea for refusal at hand. Honour waited a minute, but no 
words came. 

“ It’s as well to walk that way as any other, ma’am,” she said, 
taking Benja’s hand. “ His papa might be disappointed, el.se. 
When he used to return home last year, and did not meet 
Master Benja in the .avenue, he’d cry out for him before he got 
well inside the doors.” 

“ Oh, very well,” said Mrs. St. John. “ Keep in this upper 
part, within view,” 

They turned away slowly. Honour secretly rebelling at the 
mandate; and the mistress of Alnwick looked after them. She 
had been lost in a reverie, anticipating the moment of her hus¬ 
band’s entrance, when, after her first welcome to him ivas over, 
she should summon her child and place it lovingly in his arms. 
It seemed that another child was to be first in those arms; and 
she h.ad not bargained for it. One wild, unhealthy longing was 
ever haunting, half-unconsciously, the jnind of Mrs. St. John— 
that her imsband should love /<tr chilip belter than that other 
one. - . 



ON ST. MARTIN’S EVE. 


43 

She ran upstairs to Prance. She bade Prance hasten to 
jattire the baby, and take him out to meet his paira. The child 
avas a.slecp. Prance glanced at it as if she would have raid so j 
but lier mistress’s tone was imperative, evidently admitting 
neither contradiction nor delay'. 

Oh, so you've come! ” was Honour’s salutation, not very 
graciously expressed, when she found herself joined by Prance. 
“ Wliat’s the matter with him ? ” 

The question applied to the crying baby, fractious at being 
awakened out of its sleep. I’rance, who rarely condescended 
to quarrel in words, went on with her quiet step and supercilious 
manner, her head in the air. 

I’ve as much right here as you,” she said; “ and Master 
George as the other. Mind your own business, and don’t talk 
to me.” 

Presently the carriage came in view, Mr. St. John driving. 
He pulled up when he found himself near the children, gave 
the reins to the groom, and leapt out. Little llenja dantod 
about his papa in an ecstasy of joy, and Mr. St. John clasped 
him in his arms. 

Two minutes at the least cla]ised before he remembered 
Prance, who had stood ircrfectly still, she and her charge. He 
turned to the baby to caress it, but his voice and*face were 
strange, and of course it set u]i a loud cry, the more loud that 
it had not recovered its temper. Mr. St. Jojin left it and 
walked across the grass with llenja, his whole attention absorbed 
by Ins first-born. 'The boy was sometimes caught iq) in his 
arms for a fresh cmbracej sometimes flitting along by his side 
on the grass, hand in hand, the steel buttons on the child’s 
green velvet tunic flashing in the sun. He had taken off his 
cap, throwing it to llofiour, add his pretty curls blew away 
from his brow with every movement, clisid.aying that winning 
expression of feeling and intelligence of which his features had 
given iiromise in his infancy. 

Mr. St. John waved hisHiat to his wife at the open window. 
She liad* jeen it all; the loving meeting with the one child, the 
neglect of tlie othei. Passion, anger, jealousy, waged war 
within her. She could no more have controlled them than she 
could control the wind that was making free with her husband’s 
hair. All she^saw, all die felt, was that he had betrayed his 
^ardent love for Lenja, 'ris indifference to her child. In that 
^one moment she was as/a mad woman. 
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What exactly occurred u]:)On Ills entrance, (Jeorge .St. John 
could not afterwards remember; he was too much .scared, too 
terrified, it may be said, to receive or ret.ain any correct im¬ 
pression. A strange, wild look on his wife’.s face, telling, as it 
seemed to him, of madness; a wail of rejiroaches, such as had 
never been addressed to him from woman’s lips; IJenja struck 
to the ground with a violent blow, and his check bleeding from 
it, jjassed before his eves as in a troubled vision. It appeared 
to last but a moment; but a moment: the ne.\t, she had sunk 
on a sofa; pale, trembling, hysterical. 

George St. John collected his scattered senses, and picked 
up the child. He wi[)ed his poor little outraged face with a 
handkerchief, laid it on his bf)som for an instant to soothe him 
to composure, and carried him into the h.all to Honour. The 
girl cried out when she s.aw the cheek, and looked up at her 
master with inquiring eyes. But his wore averted. 

“ An accident,” he quietly said. “ Wash it with a little warm 
waiter.” 

„Hc returned to the room, closing the door on himself and 
his wife. He did not reproach her by so much as a word; he 
did not speak ttj her: he went, to the window and stood there 
in silence, looking out, his back turned to her, and his fore¬ 
head pressed against one t)f the iwnes. 

She began to utter reproaches now, sobbing ^ iolently ; fond 
reproaches, that alt his affection was lavislied upon Benjn, 
leaving none for her child. Ho replied coldly, without turning 
round, that his affection was as lively for one child as for the 
other; he was not conscious of any.difference, and hoped he 
never should be : but an infant of five months old who cried at 
his ap]>roach, could not yet be made the companion to him 
that Benja w.is. 

•‘ Oh, (leorge, forgive me ! ” she sobbed, coming close to him, 
and laying her hand on him caressingly. “ I love—I love you ; 
and 1 could not hear it. He is our child, you knenv; yours 
and mine ; and it seemed as if he w.as nothing to you beside 
Benja. Won’t you forgive me ?"’ • 

He could not resist the pleading words; he could not throw 
back the soft liand that was stealing itself into his. “ I forgive 
it; if you think forgiveness lies with me, Charlotte,” he 
answered, turning round at last, but sj^aking sadly and quietly. 

“ ^'ou ha\’e not kissed me,” she wh|tpered, the tears chasing 
.each othdKdown her cheeks. 
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11c belli to '''••’S ber at once : just in the same cold, quiet 
manner in which he had spoken ; as if his mind were withdrawn 
from the present. She felt it bitterly; she blamed her.“(iuiek 
feelings " aloud; and when her tears were dried, she ran up to 
the nursery in a sudden impulse, seized IJenja, and sat down 
with him upon Honour's rov king-chair. 

Tlitre slie loiidicd him to lier: slie imslted his hair from his 
brow j she laid liis hot cheek, clear again under the influence of 
the warm water, against her own. 

. ‘H’enja love mamma still?” she murmured softly in his ear. 
"Mamma did not mean to hurt him.’’ 

And the noliic little fellow broke into a loving smile in her 
face, fiy way of answer, and kissed her many times with his rosy 
lips. 

“He very gentle with his poor cheek. Honour,” she said, as 
•slie put him down and left the room. “It is only a little 
bruised, I see.” 

"Then it rcir.v an accident, as master said,” decided,the 
wondering Honour. “ I declare if I did nut think at the twne 
she had done it herself! ” 

Mr. (iarietun .St. John had not stirred from his place at the 
window. He stood there still, looking out, but seeing nothing. 
Ti'.e enir.mee of his wife into the room did not aroiTse him. 

“ 1 have been to make my jicace with him, tleorge,” she said, 
almost as inaudibly .as she had sjioken above, “ De.ir little 
Hei’.ja 1—We .arc better friends than ever, and he has been 
giving me a hundred kisses of forgiveness. Oh, Ocorge, my 
husb.and, I am so sorfy! Indeed, indeed, 1 will strive to 
subdue my fits of jiassioii. 1 will not strike him .again.” 

JJut Oeorge Carleton^t. John stood as one who understands 
not. He did not hear: his thoughts were in the ji.ast. The 
injunction—nay, the prayer—of his dying wife was present to 
him ; the verj- look on her sweet face .as she spoke it; the faint 
tones (jf her loving voice, soon to be silent for ever. 

"When the months an’d the ye.ars go by, and you think of 
another •.vife, oh, choose one that,will be a mother to my child. 

. Be not .allured by beauty, be not tcmjited l.>y wealth, be not 
^ ensnared by specious deceit; but take one who will be to him 
„Uic loving mother that I rvould have been.” 

, Bitterly, bitterly, thefprayer came b.ack to him. How had 
he fulfilled it? He glrnced round at the wife he had chosen, 
and could have groanyd aloud in the anguish of bis remorseful 
. he.art. ^ * 
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VI. 

THK ALNWICK SUPEKSl ITION. 

'I’liL time went on :it .Mnwick II.ill just as it goes on cvery- 
wIktc, and tlic two boys grew with it. It was autumn weather. 
Itcnja was a sturdy gentleman of nearly four, strong and in-.' 
dependent; (Icorge, a delie.ate little fellow of nearly two, with 
fair curls and a bright rose-tint in his cheeks. 

Mr. (larleton St. John spent more time in London than was 
absolutely demanded by his ijarliamcnlary duties, frequently 
remaining there when the House was not sitting : and during 
his sojournings .at the 1 lull, it seemed that he never wanted a;i 
excuse for being away from home. Shooting, fishing, coursing, 
hmtting, riding about the land with his steward, superintending 
im^irovcments; ])resiiling on the small magisterial bench of 
Alnwick; going o\'er to the county-town for more important 
meetings; st.aying a day or two with bachelor neighbours— 
with one jdea or another, the master of Alnwick Hall was 
nearly .alw.ays out. What his wife thought of 'these frequent 
absences cannot be told. -A dark cloud often sat upon her 
brow, but things went on smoothly between them, so far as the 
servants knew. It was rvhisjiered that (leorge St. John had 
not found in Charlotte Norris the angel he hatl antieijrated: 
how in.any men //inv secured angels in* marrying for beauty ? 

It was autumn rvo.ather, I say—Sejitember; and Mr. St. John 
was at home. He had thought of taking a w.alking-tour in Hcl- 
gium during the month of Octo'lrer; but an illness that attacked 
Mrs. St. John caused him to be summoned to Alnwick. ./ 

A serious if not dangerous illness, and lirouglit on by some 
unseemly and violent lit of temper. Mr. St. John was growing 
accustomed to hearing of these vidlcnt fits of temper now. 
Four or five he had heard of during their married life, but the 
one described in the last chapter was all he had himself wit¬ 
nessed. Some temporary hurt to her child, through the care¬ 
lessness of a servant, had this time caused it; and the immediate 
result to herself was disastrous. MrlSt. John found Mrs. 
Darling at the Hall, and Mr. Pym was m frequent attendance; 
but she was already beginning to improvai 
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-Mr. St. John sat on a bench on the grassy slope before the 
windows, idly revelling in the calm beauty of the September 
day. 'I'hc trees were glowing with the warm tints of autumn ; 
and the blue sky, flecked here and there with delicate white 
clouds, seemed to rise to a wondrous and iieauliful heiglu. 
'I'he two children, attended by their nurses, were gambolling 
in the park with the favourite dog, Uravc; their shouts and 
llrave's deep bark reacliing the cars of Mr. St. John. 

lie w.as plunged in thought, as lie sat—rather la/y thought. 
The children before him, the sick wife upstairs, and the. not 
very comfortable state of affairs altogether, furnishing its chief 
themes. It had carried him back to his second marriage. 
Caught by the beauty of Charlotte Norris, he had rushed into 
the union headlong, giving himself no time for proi>er delibera¬ 
tion; no time, in fact, to become well aci|uainted with her. 
“Marry in haste, and repent at leisure,” he inurmiired to him¬ 
self; and just then he became aware of the proximity of Mrs. 
Darling. She was coming across the jiark, liaving Walked to 
her own house that morning, and back again. .She was a grt^il 
walker, enjoying it thoroughly : and she came up with a merry 
smile on her bright and still jiretly face, as she nodded to her 
son in-law, 

“How idle you look, Mr. Carleton!” she exclaimed, as he 
made room fur her beside him. She generally called him by 
tliat name. 

“ 1 have felt idle lately, I think. Did you find all well at 
home ? ” 

“ Quite well. Mary Anne has the mumps; but she is subject 
to them. 1 told her to lie in bed and rub liartshorn on her 
face. Is Charlotte uj)?” 

“ I don’t know. 1 have been’sitting here these two hours.” 

“Mr. I’ym said she might get up to-day for a short time, 
iwovided she lay on the sofa. How those little ones .arc en¬ 
joying themselves,” . • 

Slie ixiinted to the park.* Mr. St. John was also hjcjking at 
the chiRlicn, to all appearance. His right elbow rested on 
tile arm of the bench; his hand supported his chin, and his 
eyes gazed out straight before him. In reality he neither saw 
nor lieard; he was buried just then in the inward life of 
thought. 

“What causes these'illnesses of Charlotte?” he suddenly 
a.sked, without altering his position. “ This is the second time.”. 
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ir ever tliere was a startled look on a woman’s face, it was 
on Mrs. Darling’s then. “ She is delicate, I thinK,” was the 
answer given, atier a pause. 

“ I think not; not natur.illy so,” dissented Mr. St. John, with 
emphasis. “1 liear of fils of temper, Mrs. Darling, so violent 
as to sugge.'.l tlie idea of madness for the time being,” he 
resumed. That was the .source of this illness, I understand. 
The result w.is only a natur.d (:onsc(|uence.” 

“Who told y'ou that?” eagerly .asked Mrs. Darling. “Mr. 
I’yin ? ” 

“No; Mr. Pym has never s])oken a word to me on the 
subject in his life. 1 mentioned it to him on the occ.asion of 
tlie other illness, ten months ago; but he would not under¬ 
stand me—turned it off in an unmistakably decisive manner.” 

Mrs. Darling liil her lips. That she was in some great and 
annoying perplexity, none could doubt who saw her countc- 
n.ance ; but she kejU it turned from Mr. Carlcton. 

“ I haw witnessed one of these scenes of violence my.self,” 
h't;'re.suineil. “1 declare that I never was so .alarmed in my 
life. 1 thought ('harlolte had suddenly become mad.” 

Mrs. Darling's h|)S grew white, lliit the revelation—th.at he 
had witnessed this - did not come upon her by surprise: for 
J’rance had told her of it at the time. 

“If I mention this to you now, Mrs. Darling, it is not done 
in the light of a complaint. I married your daughter, and I 

must abide-’’ he paused here, .as if he would have altered 

or softened the phrase, but went on with it immedi.ately-—-“ by 
the bargain. She is my wife; the mistress of my house; and 
1 have no wish that it should be otherwise: but my object in 
speaking to you is, to inquire whether you can suggest any 
means by which these \dclent attacks of temjier can be pre¬ 
vented.” 

Still there was no answer. Mrs. Darling looked cold, white, 
frightened; .ajul she turned her head further away than before. 

“ Vou have had a life’s expcriencit with her; you must know 
a great deal more of this failing than I,” resumed Mr. John. 

lias she been subject to it all her life?” 

“ \'e.s,” said Mrs. Darling, sjieaking at last. “ But not often.- 
I speak the truth in all sincerity, when I s.ay that until she 
ntarried I c.annot remember that she bad been so put out more 
than three or four times. It is an unliappy failing; I acknow¬ 
ledge it to be so; but it is over in a minute, Mr. Carleton.’’ 
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“liul tannic of what it is for the minute! She might—she 
might kill some one in one of them. I am sure she had no 
control whaievcr over herself the day I saw her.” , 

-Mrs. Darling looked distressed, and spoke in pleading tones 
of c.xcusc. ‘‘She is always so sorry for it afterwards, hlr. 
Ce.rleton ; she is rojientant as a child, 'i'ou are very sweet- 
temjjered yourself, and iierhajjs cannot make allowance for 
tho.se who are otherwise,” she added, turning to him with a 
smile. “ If^yxni only knew how many tluilisands of violent 
tempers tliere are in the world ! (.^h.arlottc’s is only one 
amongst the numher.” 

“That is not the ([iiestion,” he hastily rc]>lied. “1 have said 
I am not complaining of the fact, and I am vexed at having to 
speak to you at all; I only wish to know whether they can he 
in any w.av jwe vented.” 

“1 don't know of any. It is very stui>id of Charlotte; very. 
One might have thought her last illness would he a warning to 
her; and nolv this one .again! She will never have ancilher 
ciiilJ to live, if this is to go on.” • 

“It is not only the injury she does herself; there’s the fear 
('f her doing injury to others. She might, I say, strike a fatal 

Mow; she is mad in these-” 

‘•.\o, no; not that," inter;iii)led Mrs. Darling. • “ I’ray do 
not say so, Air. St. John. She is not mad.” ‘ 

“1 am sorry to pain you. I mean, of course, that while the 
]iaroxy.sm is uijon her, she is no more capable of self-control 
than u woman absolutely mad would be. If there were any 
me.'ins, any* line of conduct we could acToj)!, likely to act as 
a preventive, it should be tried. I thought it possible you 
might have learnt how tp check it iti the jxast years.” 

I ne\ er knew yet that there w*as any effectual remedy for 
violent temper. A clergyman will tell you it may be controlled 
by prayer; a surgeon, by the helj) of drugs; but I suitjjosc 
neither is certain always to answer. I bad a .servant once, a 
very g(;od and valuable Servant too, who would fly into the 
most irit;lnful passion once or twice a year, and break all the 
rrockery." 

. Mrs. Darling spoke with a laugh, as if she would make light 
oi the whole. It jarred on the feelings of Mr. St. John, and be 
knit his brow, | 

Then there’s nothing at all that you know of to be sug¬ 
gested, Mrs. Darling?”. 



50 


ST. MARTI N’.S KVE., 


'• I really do not. But I think they will wear ouf of them¬ 
selves : as Charlotte grows older, she must grow wiser. I will 
take an^o))portunity of speaking to her. And she is so sweet- 
tempered in a general way, Mr. Carleton, though a little haughty, 
perhaps, that llicsc few lapses may surely be pardoned.” 

Mr. .St. John made no answ’cring remark. He rose and 
stretched himself, and was moving away. Mrs. Darling de¬ 
tained him with a question. 

“ I low did you learn that this illness was so brought on ? 
Did Honour tell you?” 

“ No ! I was not aware that Honour knew of it.” 

“Neither am I aware th.at she docs. I mentioned Honour, 
because I should sup])Ose her to be more of a confidential 
serv.ant to you than are the rest, and might acquaint you with 
what takes place here in your absence.” 

Mr. St. John brought his clear truthful eyes to bear stead¬ 
fastly on those looking at him. He was ojien, honourable, 
imsyspicioiis as the day; but he could not help wondering 
whether the words concealed .any double meaning. 

“ 1 have no confidenti.al servant, Mrs. D.arling. If I had, I 
should not allow him, or her, to repeat tales to me of the home 
of which my wife is mistress. When Honour speaks to me, it 
is of Benja; and all the world might hear, patience permitting, 
for I believe she t.akes him to be a cherub without wings. The 
one to tell me of it was Charlotte.” 

“ Charlotte ! ” 

'I'he echo fell upon cm])ty air. Mr. St. John had turned off 
in the direction of the children. 

“ Is it this that has been worrying you in London ? ” asked 
Mrs. Darling, following him. 

“Worrying me in Londoh? Nothing has been worrying me 
in London.” 

“Has it not? You were looking so ill when you got down 
here; thin, and worn, and changed. 1 said nothing, for fear 
of alarming Charlotte.” " 

“ I have not felt well for some little time. But it is really my 
health that is in fault, Mrs. Darling; not worr)-.” 

“ You were worn out with the long .session : those late hours 
dp fag a man. This country air will restore you.” 

“ 1 hope so,” he replied in a dreamj{ tone, and his eyes had 
a far off dreamy look in them. “ It would not be well just yet 
for yon little fell'.'W to be the master of Alnwick.” 
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AIr.s. ^lading thought nothing of the rcinnrk: jici h.ips 
tieorgc St. John thought as little. It wa.s an indisputable tact 
that he was looking thin, ill, not so strong as he iised.to look : 
1)111 many men, wearied with the late hours, the wear and tear 
of a London season, look so e\-eiy autumn, and grow robust 
again by spiiiig. 

^Thc fact was, ho began to suspect that his health was failing. 
.\nd when a man, neither a coddler nyr.a hyi'ochondriac, 
suspects this, rely upon it, it is time he looked into the ctiuse. 
Mr. St. John was careless of himself, as men mostly are ; a year 
ago he would have laughed outriglit at the idea of going to a 
doctor. J’.ut the feeling of intense weariness, of nhno.st utter 
want of sireiigtli, which lia'l come U[)On him in London, 

(oiipled with a rapid wasting away, and all without any cause, 
had forced him to wonder what was the matter. He had 
made an engagement for a walking-tour, and then doubted 
whetber his strength would l)e capial to it. 'riiat somewhat 
.aroused him; not to alarm, more to a curiosity as to wliat would 
be wrong ; and clo.se upon that, came the summons to .MnwSck.* 
I’or a day or two after his return, he felt refreshed, stronger, 
belter in all ways. Lut the momentary renovation failed again, 
and by llie lime he had been a week at .Alnwick he felt weaker 
than he had felt at .all. 'I'ho day jirovious to this Pouversatioii 
with Mr.s. Darling, he s]K)ke to Mr. Pym, telling ih.al gentleman 
that he thought he wanted tonics. 

“ Tonics ! ’’ repeated Air. I’ym. “ What'.s the matter with 
)ou.= ’ ^ 

“ Notliing that I knotV of. 'I’hcre it is. I haven’t .an ail¬ 
ment in the world, and yet I feel so weak and get .so lliin. It 
seems a sort of wasting ^way.” ^ 

.\ recollection, sharp as a noodle, and causing a great ch al 
more pain, darted into Mr. Pym’s mind a.5 he looked at. him. 
Other of the St. Johns of Alnwick had wasted away without 
app.arent cause; wasted to death. 

‘‘ M'c'll .soon set you fight again,” said he, a shade more 
quickdoKS in his .speech than, usual. “ V()U shall have some 
tonics.” 

The tonics came ; and Mr. St. John tool; llicin. He tried 
other means; cold bathing, driving out, living almost in the 
open air; but he did ntt grow stronger. 

’■ Didn’t my father waste away like llii.> ? ” he suddenly said 
to Mr. P\ in, one day. 
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“ Oh, pool), no ! ” quite angrily replied the surgeon. “ Your 
father had a peck of troubles ujron him—and I’m sure you 
can’t remember anything about him, for you were only five 
years old when he died.” 

George St. John laughed. “ You need not fear frightening 
me, Pym. I think lie did waste aw.ay; but that’s no reason, 
you know, why 1 .should do so.” 

He said nothing to his wife of this feeling of indisposition, or 
that he was consulting Mr. Pym. 'I'his was from.no jrarticular 
wish of suppressing it; more, that he really did not think it 
sufficiently imjiortant to speak about. Jiut it came to her 
knowledge incidentally. 

She grew strong again, and was sitting on the slopes one 
afternoon with her embroidery, ijuiet, gentle, smiling, as if not 
a cloud of anger had ever distorted her fair features, when she 
saw Mr. Pym approach and enter the house. It suddenly 
occurred to her that she had so seen him once or twice lately, 
and. h.ad wondered, in a jiassing way, what he wanted. 

’ Ccftainly his visits were not to her now. 

“ What c.an it be that he comes for ? ” she said aloud, pausing 
in her work, and gazing at the door through which hlr. Pym 
had disappeared. 

If the (luestion was not addressed to air, it must have been 
meant for Hcnj.a, that young gentleman being the only person 
within sight and hearing. He was sitting astride on the arm of 
the bench at Mrs. St. John’s elbow, absorbe<J*in a new picture- 
book that Honour had bought him, and teasing Mrs. St John’s 
patience out with his demands that she should admire itS' 
marvels. 

“ Mr. Pym comes for papa,” said quick Benja. 

“For papa!” she repeated". “Nonsense, Benja 1 Papa’s 
not ill. He’s looking very thin, but I am sure he’s not ill.” 

“ Mr. Pym comes for him, and he sends him physic,” per¬ 
sisted Benja, For I was in the room yesterday, mamma, and 
heanj them talking.” * 

Mrs. St John thought this rather singular. Presendy she 
saw Mr. Pym and her husband come out and go strolling 
down the avenue together. 'The latter soon turned back. 

“ Benja, go and tell papa that I want him.” 

Mr. St John caught up Benja when (the boy met him, kissed 
him, fondly put him down again, and the two came on together; 
Benja leaping .and holding his papa’s hand. Mrs. St. John was 
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watchinj* with compressed lips. Even still she could not bear 
to see the love of her husband for Benja. It was very foolish 
of her, very wrong, and she knew herself that it was so; but, 
strive against it as she would, as she did, the feeling kept its 
mastery over her. 

“Ciei'ige, what is the matter with you?” she a.skcd, as her 
husband .‘•at down beside her, and Benja ran off with his 
pictures. *• Why does Mr. I’ym come ?” 

“ 1 think he comes partly because he likes \he walk,” was the 
answer, given with a smile. ‘‘I asked him for some tonics 
during the time he was attending you, and he constituted me a 
patient directly. It’s the way with doctors.” 

“• Don't you feel well?” 

“1 don't feel strong. It’s nothing, 1 suppose. "Vou need 
not look .alarmed, Charlotte.” 

Mrs. St. John was looking more surpri.sed than alarmed. 
She wondered her husband had concealed it, she saiil, half 
reproachfully. ' , • 

“.My dear, there was no concealment in the case. I •felt' 
languid, and spoke to Pym: that was all. It was not worth 
mentioning.” 

“ N'ou leave no com])laint, Cicorge?” 

“ None whatever, that 1 know of.” 

“ .Viid are in no pain?’’ 

“ None.” 

“ riien it c.'tn't. be anything seriou.s,” she said, reassured. 

“Of (ourse it can’t. Unless any one chooses to look at it 
ominously. I accuse Bym of doing so, and he retorts by 
wanting to know if I think him superstitious. There’s .an old 
belief abro.ad, you must-know, Charlotte, that the St. Johns of 
.■\lnwi( k never live to .see their‘thirfy-third birthd.ay.” 

She looked up at him. He-was speaking half jestingly, half 
seriou^ly; with a smile, but not a gay one, on his lip.s. 

*• But th.at's not true, George?” 

“ -Vs true as most of* such sayings .are, invented by old 
women/)ver their tea-cups. It need not alarm either of us, 
Charlotte.” 

“ But I mean, it is not true that such a belief is abroad? " 

“Oh. ihats true enough. Ask Pym. A great many of us 
have died just about fhat age; there’s no denying it; and I 
presume thatlhis has given rise to the [>opular fancy.” 

“IVhat have they died of?” . 
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“ Some of one tiling, some of another. A large proportion 
of the whole h.-ivc fallen in battle. My great-grandfather died 
early, leaving seven little .sons. Three of them were taken in 
childhood; the other four lived to sec thirty, but not one"of 
them saw thirty-three. I imagine that the premature death of 
so large a number of sons must have chielly given rise to the 
suiierstition. Any way, tlierc’s no denying the fact that the St. 
Johns of Alnwick have not been long-lived.” 

“Ami the St. Johns of Castle Wafer?” 

“It docs not ap])ly to them. AVhy, Isaac St. John is now 
all but fifty. It is owing to this mortality that Alnwick has 
been so often held by a minor. The Hall came to me when 
I was five years old.” 

“Hut Ceorge”—and she spoke hesitatingly and wistfully— 
“you don't think there’s anything in it?” 

“ Of course I don’t. Sliould 1 be telling you this gossip if 
I did?” 

She thought not, cither. She glanced at his fresh com- 
‘ plwdon, so bright and clear; at the rose-red on his checks, 
speaking, a|)parently, of health; and her mind grew easy, and 
she lauglied with him. 

“(leorge! you are now thirty-three !” 

“ No. I'shall be thirty-three ne.xt May, if I live until then.” 

“ If you live till then,” she echoed. “ Does that imply a 
doubt of it in your own mind ?” 

“ Not at all. I dare say 1 am in no more danger of dying 
th.an otiiers—than Mr. Tym~than old Dr. Craves—tlun any 
man you like to think of. In one sefise wc arc all in danger 
of it, danger continually; and, Charlotte, when any circum- 
st.ancc brings this fact to our_ minds-j-for wc forget it too 
much—I think it should serve to make us very regardful of 
each other, more cautious to avoid inflicting pain on those we 
love ” 

His words :tnd tone conveyed a pointed meaning. She 
raised her eyes imjuiringly. 

“Sidnluc those fits of temper for my sake, Charlotte,” h.e 
whisi)ercd, letting his hand fall on hers. “You don’t know 
how they pain me. 1 might recall to you their unseemliness, 
I might urge the sad example they give the children; but I 
would rather ask it by your love for Vne. A IHtle effort of 
will; a little patient self-control, and you would subdue them." 

1 will, George, I w ill,” she answered, with earnest, willing 
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acquiescence. And there was a look that told of resolution in 
her strange and dreamy eyes, as they seemed to gaze before 
her into a far-off vision of the future. 

And all in a moment a thought rose up within her—a con¬ 
viction, if you will —that this fancy, belief, superstition—call it 
what you please—of the premature deaths of the masters of 
Alnwick, must have been the secret and still unexi)Iained cause 
of her mother’s opposition to the match. 


CHARIER VII. 

A SHADC>W OF J'UE FUTt'UK. 

OcTOiU'R came in, .and was passing. George St. John sat at 
his Uesk, reading over a letter he had just penned, jireparatory 
to folding it. It m.ay facilitate matters if we read it’also. 

“My dkak Mu. St. John, 

••‘It behoves all .sane men to make a will.’ Do you 
recugni/e tiic sentence ? It was from’ your own lips 1 heard it 
sijoken, years ago, when I was a little chap in<tunics, and 
somehow it has never left my memory. Then, you will s.ay, 
why have you, George .St. John, lived to your present age and 
never made one ? And in truth I can only plead carelessness 
as the excuse. I am about to remedy the omission. Not that 
tlierc would be much trouble with my affairs were I to die 
without leaving a will, as IJenja takes nearly all I iiossess; and 
there's my wife’s marriage-settlement—you know how poor it 
is—to claim the remainder. 'On* that score, therefore, the 
obligation is not a very onerous one; and ijcrhaps that fact 
may have induced the carelessness I admit. Hut there is 
another phase of the question that has Latterly'forced itself on 
my attention—the necessity for. providing projier guardians for 
my cMldren in the event of my death. 

“ Will you, Isaac St. John, good and true man that you are, 
be this guardian ? I say, ‘ this gu.ardian; ’ for tliough another 
will be associated with you for form’s sake, I slmll wish you to 
be the acting one. The other of whom I have thought is 
General Carleton, my late wife’s uncle ; and the General, being 
a bilious old Indian, will not like to have any active trouble 
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thrust upon him. I hope, however, the charge would not 
entail trouble upon you, any more than upon hiin ; as my 
present wife will be constituted the children’s personal guardian. 
Let meTliave an answer from you at your convenience, but do 
not refuse my request. 

“Give my kind regards to Mrs. St. John. Is Fred with 
you? Wli.at about I.ady Anne ? 

“ believe me, 

“ M\'er your sincere friend .and cousin, 

“ Gkokge Carlei'ox Sf. John.” 

The letter w.as folded, sealed, and addressed to Isaac St. 
John, Esquire, of Castle Wafer. George St. John laid it aside 
with others for tire post, and then turned to a mass of papers, 
W'hich he began to sort and look into. Indeed, he .seemed 
latterly to have taken quite a mania for arranging his affairs 
and i)utting them in order : and his steward said privately to a 
friend, that Mr. St. John was growing as methodical ;is he had 
»formerly been careless. 

Whilst he was thus engaged, his wife came in, Georgy in her 
anus, whom she was making believe to scold. The two-year- 
old boy, indulged, wilful, rather ]>assionate, did just as he liked, 
and he had now chosen to imll his mamma’s hair. down. He 
was a loving, charming little fellow; and whatever there was of 
wilfulness in his conduct, was the fault of his mother’s great 
indulgence. 

“ Look at this dreadful little boy, iiajta 1 ” she exclaimed, 
standing before her husband, her luxuriant hair, dark and 
shining as a gipsy’s, llowing on to her light muslin dress. “ See 
what he has done to poor mamma. Don’t you think we must 
se)l him to the old cobbler at Alnwick ? ” 

Mr. St. John looked up from his crowded desk, speaking 
half crossly. The interruption annoyed him. 

“How can you let him imll you about so‘, Ch.arlotte? 
George, you want a whij)i)ing.'’ 

She sat down, clasping the boy to her heart in an access of 
love. “Whipping for tleorgy !" she fondly murmured in the 
child's ear. “ No, no : Georgy pull mamma’s hair down if he 
likes.” ]?vt Honour could have told a tale to prove that she 
was not' always so toler.ant. Benja had once pulled her hair 
down in play—it was just after she came to the Hall—and she 
had left the marks of her fingers on his face for it. It is true 
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.she seemed sorry afterwards, and soothed him when lie cried : 
but she did it. 

I.etting Ckoree sit on her knee, she did up her hair as well 
as she c ould. * Ceorge laughed and chattered, and tried'to pull 
it down again; altogether there was a great noise. iMr. St. 
John spoke. 

‘‘ I wish you’d take him away, Charlotte : I am very busy.” 

*■ Hiisy ! Hut I came to talk to you, (Icorge,” she answered. 

“ What about ? " " 

“ .Something that I want to do—something that 1 have been 
thinking of. Here, (leorgy, amuse yourself with the.se, and be 
<[uiet,” she said, taking up a small plate containing a bunch of 
gra)ies, which happened to be on the table, and giving it to 
the restless, romj)ing child. “ Kat them whilst 1 talk to papa.” 

“ Won't another time do, Ch.arlotte ? 

“J shall not keep you a minute. Ne.xt week November 
will come in. And the loth will be do you remember what 
the loth will be? ” ' . 

“ lienj.a's birthday,” said Air. St. John, speaking without 
thought, his attention wholly given to the ])apers before him. 

You .should have seen the change in her face—it wore an 
evil look just then. 

” .'Vnd (ieorge's also 1 ” 

j'he tone j.arred on Mr. ,St. John’s ear, and he raised his 
eye', cpmkly. 

••('ieorge's also, of course. What of it, Charlotte? ” 

The angry emotion had raised a storm within her, and her 
breath was laboured. Hut she strove for self-control, and 
pressed her hand to her heart to still it. 

“ You can think of Ecnja, you cannot think of Georgy! 
It is ever so.” ' 

“Nay, you are mistaken,” said Mr. St. John, warmly. “I 
thjnk as much of one as I do of the other : 1 lo%'c one as much 
as I do the other. If I answered you .shortly, it is because 
I am bury.” * 

Mrs.*S(. lehn was silent for a few moments, a])parently play¬ 
ing with the child’s pretty curls. When she spoke, all temper 
apipeared to have been subdued, and she was cordial again. 

“ I want to keep their birthday, George,” 

“With all my he-irt." * 

“JJut to keep it grandly, 1 mean; .something that will be 
remembered. We will have an outdoor fitc -” 
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“An outdoor file/" was the surprised and involuntary 
interruption. 

“Yes; wliynot? Similar to the one you gave three years 
ago. Ah, (leorge! don’t you remember it, and what you asked 
me then ? We have never liad one since.” 

“But that was in September; this will be November—too 
late for that sort of thing.” 

“Not loo late if this fine weather lasts. It is lovely yet.” 

“ The chances arc that it will not last.” 

“ It may. At any rate, George, if it does not, we must enter¬ 
tain the crowd indoors instead of out. But I have set my heart 
on keeping tins day.” 

“Very well: I h.avc not the least objection.” 

“ And now, George, shall we invite-” 

“ If you will kindly leave me alone for half-an-hour, Charlotte, 
1 shall have done what I am .about, and will talk it over with 
you as much as you please,” he interrupted. “ I e.xpect the 
steward in every minute, and am not ready for him.” 

We’ll go then, Georgy, and leave papa alone. M.akc 
haste.” 

The “make haste” applied to e.aling the grapes, which 
Master Georgy w.as already accomj)lishing with tolerable 
speed. hLr.s. St. John, her arm round him, held the pl.ate 
.on his little knees; the other hand was still wandering amidst 
his hair. A charming jjicturc! The child’s generally bright 
complexion looked very bright to-day; the fair skin white as 
snow, the "cheeks a lovely rose colour. It might have been 
t.akcn for jiaint; and the thought seemed to strike Mrs. St. 
John. 

“ If he could only sell that,” she said to her husband, as she 
j)ointed to the bloom; “ hOw many women there are who would 
give a fortune for it! ” 

“ I would r.athcr see him like Benja, though,” was the prompt 
and prosaic answer. “That rose-red has been'found a fatal 
sign before now in the St. Johns o^nlnwick.” ' 

“ You h.avc it yourself,” said Jlrs. St. John. 

“Something like it, I believe.” 

“ Then, how can you say it is firtal ? You—you—don't mean 
anything, surely, George ? ” 

George St. John Laughed out merrily; a reassuring laugh. 

“ Not as to him, at Ic.ast, Charlotte. He is a he.althy little 
fellow—as 1 hope and believe.” 
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(ieoray mfidc an end of the grapc.s, and, by way of finale, 
osscd tlie iiLilc 111 ). Mrs. St. John c.niight it, so there was no 
laniagc done. Putting him down, he ran up to his papa„cagcr 
o sec whether there was anytliing else on the table, cither to eat 
)r to jilny with. His raamina took bis hand, and was rew-arded 
,viih a cry and a stamp. 

“You linvc been writing to Isaac St. John?’’ she exclaimed, 
icr eyes falling on the letter that lay tliere. “ Do^) (Hi (orrespond 
vithhim?'’ 

“ Not often.” 

“ Why have you been writing to him now ? ” 

“ Only to ask him a que.stion.” 

“Oh!” flic concluded, taking Oeorgy u]) by force, who 
esisted with all his migh.t. “ 1 thought you might have 
leen writing to invite him lure, and he would be such a 
rouble.” 

“ He wouldn’t come, if I did.” 

“Is he so very un.sightly, Oeorge?” 

“ No: not unsightly at all.” 

“ .\nd the other one—Frederick ? Is he so very beautiful ? ” 

Oeorge St. John burst into anotlier laugh. 

“lleauliful! Wh.at a term to a]i])ly to a man ! liiit I sup¬ 
pose he is w hat you women would call so. 1 le is goocMooking : 
Detter-looking,' I think, than any one 1 ever saw. There, that’s 
L'nough, Charlotte. Put off anything else you have to ask me 
until by-and-by.” 

'I'his feli\ as projected by Alnwick’s mistress, was carried out. 
It need not have been mentioned at all, hut for a misfortune 
that befel iJeiija while it was being held. 'I’lic weather, though 
growing gradually colder, jtill retained its fineness ; and when 
the day rose, the loth of November, il proved to be bright .and 
ileasant. 

Crowds flocked to Alnwick. As it had been on the loth of 
November, during Mr. St. John’s widowhood, the jelc or Jilcs, so 

was mu'. —a gathering to f3c remembered in the county. 'J’he 
invitations had gone out far and wide; visitors were staying in 
the house, as many as it would hold; day-guests came from all 
p.arts, near and distant. It was one of those marked days tJiat 
never fade from the mem 9 ry. 

Hut the guests, .as it drew towards the close of the afternoon, 
might have searched for their host in vain, had they hajipencd 
lo w.ant him. Mr. St. John was then in his own sitting-roon^- 
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(tlic one where you last saw him), leaning back, in an easy- 
chair, and looking tired to death. A little thing fatigued him 
now :^for there could he no mistake that the weakness he com¬ 
plained of was growing upon him. He lay hack in the chair 
in that perfectly still attitude indicative of great weariness; 
listlessly conscious of the noise outside, the music, the laughter, 
the gay and joyous sounds; and amidst them might he 
caught distinctly the shouts and cries of the two boys, Bcnja 
and (leorge, wlio were busiest of the busy that festal day. 

I’rcsently (leorge St. John stretched out his hand, and took 
a letter from his desk—the answer from Isaac St. John. It had 
arrived only that morning, and Mr. St. John, engaged with his 
guests at breakfast; had only glanced at its contents. He opened 


“ Castle Wafer, Novbnher <)th. 

“ Mv IJF.AU GliOROK, 

“You will think I have taken a great deal of time 
in replying to you, but 1 wished to give the question mature 
consideration, and could only snatch brief moments between 
my sufferings, which are just now very great. 

“ I accept the charge. I’artly because you were alw.ays a 
fivouriteof mine (as 1 believe you know), and I don’,t like to 
refuse you; p.artly because I assume that I shall never (speak¬ 
ing in accordance with i)rol)ability and human foresight) be 
called upon to exercise my ollice: for I hope and trust .you 
have no reason to expect this. I had fully made up my mind 
never to accept another guardianship: not that I had reason 
to sup]')osc one was likely to be offered me: the bringing up 
Iwederick has been a great rcsiionstjbility for one situated as 
I am. 

“ However, as you say in this case there would be no personal 
guardianship required, I dare say I could manage the money 
matters, and therefore consent to accept it. Hoping at the 
same time, and assuming, that I .sh'all never be called upon to 
fulfil it. 

“ Why don't you come and see me ? I am very lonely: 
Frederick is only here by fits and starts, once in a summer’s 
day, and gone again ; and Mrs. St. J,ohn writes me word that 
she is prevented coming down this autumn. You can go about 
at will, and why not come ? So much can scarcely be said of 
.me. I .should like to make the acquaintance of vour wife and 
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fof my future cliarges, who, 1 hope, never will be my charges. 
^A'ou ask about Anne : nothing is decided; and ]''rcderick holds 
back mysteriously. 

“ Ever truly yours, dear George, 

“Is.wc Sr. Joiix.” 

George .St.John folded the letter again, and sat with it on his 
knee. He was beginning to think—with that unmistakable 
conviction that amounts to a prevision—that h?s cousin u'ould 
be called upon to acce[(t the i harge. rerhai)s at no very dis¬ 
tant period. I’ym was getting cross and snap])ish : a sure and 
certain sign to one who knew him as well as Getrrge St. John 
did, that he thought him ill; had he been improving, the 
surgeon would have been gay as a lark. But it ireeded not 
l’yn> or any one else to confirm the fact of his increasing illness : 
the signs were within himself. 

He was glad that Mr. .St. John had accepted the charge: 
though he had felt almost sure that he would do so,'for Isajic 
St. John lived only to do good to others. A man, as i)erson»l 
joint guardian to his children, could not be proposed; if they 
were left, .as it was only right they should be left, under the 
guardianship of his wile. 'J'herc had been moments in. this last 
month or two when, remembering those violent fits of jmssion, 
;i doubt of her perfect fitness for the otfice would intrude itself 
Uiion him; but he felt that he could not ignorg her claims; 
there was not suflicient prete.vt for .sep.arating the mother from 
the child. 

•As he sat, revolving these and many thoughts in his mind, 
he became conscious that the sounds outside had changed their 
character. The gay laughter was turning into a murmur of 
alarm, the joyous voices to hushetl crle.s. He held his breath 
to listen, and in that moment a wild burst of terror rent the air. 
With one bound, as it almost seemed, Mr. St. John was out and 
amongst them. 

The crow d was gathering round the lake, and his heart (lew 
to his*Tbildren. But he caught sight of his wife standing 
against a tree, holding George to her side against the folds of 
.her beautiful dress. That she was agitated with some great 
bemoiion, there could be no doubt: her breath was laboured, 
Iher face white as death. * 

^ ‘’What is the-matter? What has happened?" cried Mr. Su 
’ )hn, halting for a moment his fleet footsteps. 
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“ They say—that—Iknja’s—drowned,” she answered, hesita¬ 
ting between every word. 

He did not wait to hear the conclusion: he bounded on to 
th.e brink of the lake, throwing off his coat as he ran, ready to 
plunge in after his beloved child. Jlut one had been before 
him; and the first object Mr. C.arleton saw as the crowd 
jiartcd for him, was the dog Brave, swimming to shore with 
Benja. 

• “ Good dog!'Brave! Brave! Come on, then, Brave! Good 
old dog ! Save your playfellow ! Save the heir of Alnwick ! ” 

All safe. Only on the bank did the good dog loose the 
< lothes from between his firm teeth, and release Benja. Mr. 
St. John, more emotion on his face than had been seen there 
since the death of that child’s mother, caught the boy with one 
hand and caressed Brave with the other. 

His wife had not stirred. She stood there, calm, still, as one 
stunned. Was she frightened? those who had leisure to glance 
at her asked it. Had her love for her ,step-son, her dread at 
losing him, transformed her into a statue ? 

It was not that she tvas so much frightened; it was not that 
she loved Benja. Perhaps she was as yet unconscious of what 
feelings the moment had served to arouse; p.artially unconscious 
that the thought which h.ad blanched her lace with emotion and 
wildly stirred the jHilses of her beating heart, was. one fraught 
with danger;, if Benja were drowned, her child would be 
the heir. 

Voices were calling out th.at the boy was dead, and Mrs. 
St. John lifted her face, a sort of haggard, yc.arning look upon 
it. But Mr. Carleton, the boy pressed in his w.arm arms, knew 
that he tvas only insensible. He was hastening to the house. 
Honour, half frightened to death, at his side, and eager 
syinpathizers following in his wake, when he bethought him of 
his wife. 

“Honour, just run and tell your mistress that he’ll be all 
right soon. She’s there; under the clm-trces.” 

“ Is he dead ? ” she asked ere Honour could speak, as the 
girl went up. 

“ Oh no, madam, he’s not dead, thank Heaven! My 
master has sent me to tell you that he is all right.” 

Mrs. St. John did not appear to understand.. It seemed to 
Honour—and the girl was a quick observer—as if her mistress 
. li.ad been so fully persuaded he was dead that her senses were 
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^at first sealed to the contrary impression, and could not 
^^admit it 

-Not dead?" she repeated, mechamcally. , 

’ “ Ho is not dead,” said Honour. “He is in no danger of 

dying now.” 

' For one single moment—for one moment only—a wild sort 
of glare, of .angry disappointment, shot from the eyes of Mrs. 
St John. Honour drewh.aek scared, shocked; it li.ad hetrayed 
to the attendant more than she ought to know.* 

Hut do not set down t.'h.arlotto St. John a.s a wicked woihan. 
She was not wicked yet. 'I'he feelipg—wh.atcvcr its jirecise 
nature—had ari.scn myhidden : she could not helii it; and when 
she became consciou.s of it, she shuddered at it just as much 
as Honour could have done. Hut she did not detect its 
danger. 

The party-dispersed. .And Mrs. .St. John,'in a soft muslin 
wrapper, was watching by the cratlle ()f Henja, who was in a 
sVveet sleej) now. She h.ad kissed him and cried over lyiti 
when they first met; and George St. John’s heart throbbetl 
with jileasure at these tokens of her affection for the child. 
Benja had slipjied into the lake himself, and fur two or three 
minutes was not observed; otherwise there had been no 
danger. 

'I'lie dangpr, however, was over now, and Mr. I’ym had gone 
home, loudly promising Benja a hatful of physic as a punish¬ 
ment for I'.is carelessness. Mrs. St. John and the household 
went to rest at midnight, leaving Honour sitting iij) with the 
boy. There was not the least necessity for her sitting ui>, but 
she would not hear of his not being watched till morning. 
The child, in fact, was her idol. 

, Presently Mr. St. John c.ame*in, hnd Honour started .and 
rose. She h.ad been half asleep in her chair, and she had 
thought her master had gone to bed. 

He Lay with his little face, unusually flushed, on the pillow, 
his silken hair rather wild, rfnd one arm outside the clothes; a 
charmiagjjicture, as most children are when .i.slcep. Mr. St. 
John bent over the boy on the other side the crib, apiiarently 
istening to his breathing ; but Honour thought her master was 
raying, for his eyes were closed, and she saw his lips moving. 

"We should, not havS liked to lose him, Honour,” he 
''^^‘■Tv'ed with a.smile, when he looked up. 

■■ i’o lose him ! Oh, sir! I would rather have died myself. '. 
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“ It might have been a care less for me to leave, though! h 
he resumed in an abstracted tone. “ His mother gone, anj^ 
I gone; the world may be a cold one for Benja.” 

“But you arc not—you are not fearing for yourself, sir/!” 
exclaimed Honour, (juite forgetting, in the shock the yfcLds 
gave her, that it was no business of hers to answer the thou.!|hts 
of her master. , 

“ .1 don’t know. Honour. I have fancied of late that I inay 
not be here very long.” ] 

“ 1 leaven grant you may be mistaken, sir! ” was the iiu- 
pulsive aspiration of the girl: “ for this child’s sake 1 ” 

Her master looked at her, struck by the tone of terror, as 
much as by the words. “ W'hy for his sake ? Should anything 
hai)pcn to me, Honour, you must all take the greater care of 
him. Your mistre.ss; you; all of you.” 

An imi)ulse came over Honour to speak out somewhat 
of her thoughts; one of those str.ange im])ulses that bear the 
wjll with them as a torrent not to be controlled. 

" “ Sir, for the love of mercy—and may (lod forgive me for 
saying it, and may you forgive me !—if )'ou fear that you will 
be taken from us, don't leave this child in the power of Mrs. 
St. John ! ” 

“ Honour ! ” 

“I know; 1 know, sir; I am furgetting myself; I am saying 
what 1 have no right to say; but tire child is dearer to me than 
any living thing, and I hope you’ll overlook my presumption 
for his sake. Leave him in the power of anybody else in the 
world, but don’t leave him to Mrs. St. John.” 

“Airs. St. John is fond of him.” 

“No, sir, she is the contrary. She tries to like him, but she 
can’t. And if you were gone, there’d no longer be a motive— 
as I believe—for her seeming to do so. I think—I think ”— 
and Honour lowered her voice beseechingly—•• that she might 
become cruef to him in time.” 

Bold words. George St. JohA did not check them, as 
perhaps he ought to hate done; rather, he seemed* io take 
them to him and ponder over their meaning. 

“ To any one else in the tvorld, sir 1 ” she resumed, the tears 
forcing themselves down her cheeks in her earnestness. “Tp 
any of your own family—to Mrs.' Darling-r-to whom you 
will; but do not, do not leave him in the power of bis step¬ 
mother ! ” 
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' ^\■hat insljnct caused Honour Trilton thus to speak ? And 
what made Mr. St. John quit the room without a word of re¬ 
proof, as if he silently bowed to it ? 


CHAPTER Vni. 

WASTING AWAY. 

Bvt thougli Honour's words certainly aroused Mr. St. John to 
a sense of precaution, they did not cause him to act uj7on it. 
A doubt lay almost in his mind as to whether his wife did, or 
cvuld, like Jknja: it was based upon her unmistakably jealous 
disposition, and on the blow she bad once given Benja when 
she was as a mad woman ; but with her daily conduct before 
him, her love displ.aycd as much for Benja as for her own chiJd, 
he could only believe that the boy was safe in her care. Cct- 
tainly the; words of Honour recalled those unjileasant doubts 
forcibly before him ; but he suffered the impression to wear 
away again. We all know how time, even if you count it only 
by days or hours, softens the asjiect of things; and before 
November was out, the master of Alnwick had made his will, 
leaving both the children under the personal guardianship of 
his wife. 

And the winter went on, and George .St. John grew weaker 
and weaker. Not very peiteptibly so to the eyes about him; 
the decline was too gentle for that. In Eebruary, instead of 
going uf) to London when ParHament met, he resigned his 
seat, and then people grew sensilile of the change in him, and 
wondered what was wrong with Mr. Carleton St. John. Mr. 
Pym canie up constantly, and vas more and more testy at 
every visit. He sent drugs; he brought other* doctors with 
him; he met a great physician from the metropolis; but the 
more Tl?\ 3 id, the worse seemed to be the effect upon his 
patient. 

“ you’d better give me up for a bad job, Pym, and leave off 
worrying yourself,” Mr. SV John said to him one day as they 
were strolling down the park together—for Mr. St. John liked 
to go out with the doctor when he had paid his visits. “ I do 
■’ou no credit.” 

t* Maitio's Eve* 5 
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“It’s because )'ou won'I do it,” gruffly retorted the surgeou. 
“ I order you to :i warur diiiuitc, and you won’t go.” 

“ N*o; I won't. I am best here. Send me away to those 
hut [jlaces, and I should only die the sooner. Pym, dear old 
fellow”—and Mr. St. John put his hand into the surgeon’s— 
“you are feeling this for me more than I feel it for myself. 1 
have settled my business affairs; I have settled—I humbly hope 
—other affairs of greater moment •, and I can wait my summons 
traiKiuilly.’’ 

“ ilave you made your will?” ;isked Mr. Pym, after a pause, 
which seemed to be chielly occupied in clearing his throat. 

“No end of weeks ago. The chief thing I had to settle was 
the guardianshi]) of the children. Of Benja, I may say. George 
would have naturally fallen to his mother without a will.” 

“And you h.ave left him—Benja-?” 

“ To my w'ife, just as I have the other. Mr. .St. John, of 
Castle Il'afer, and Gejieral Carleton, are the trustees. 1 thought 
qriny wife’s lialf-brother. Captain Darling, as one of them ; but 
his regiment will probably be ordered abro.ad, and he may be 
away for years.” 

They walked on a few steps further in silence,' to the spot 
that Mr. St John called his turning-place, for it was there he 
• generally quitted the surgeon. As they were shaking hands, 
Mr. Pym retained his patient’s fingers in his, and spoke. 

“ Will you forgive an old man for his advice ? He is double 
your age, and has had tw’enty times the experience. For 
acejuiring good practical lessons of life, commend me to a 
doctor.” 

“I’ll take it,” said Mr. St. John, “in anything except 
quitting Alnwick.” 

“Don’t leave Benja under your wife’s charge.” • 

“Why not?” came the question, after a pause of surprise. 

“I have my reasons. For one thing, she is not very strong, 
and the charge of the two childrai, with you gone, might be 
found a heavy task.” o 

“I think that’s nonsense, Pym,” quietly replied Mr. St. 
John. “ She has plenty of servants, and at a proper age Benja 
will go to school. George also. You must have some other 
reason.” * 

“ True. But I am not sure that you would like me to men¬ 
tion it.” 

- “ Mention what you will, Pym. Say anything," 
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“ Has il (Jccurred to you that it is within ilie range of possi- 
biliiy your wife may marry again?’’ 

“ \fy widow may. Yes.” 

“ Then, should this prove the case, and she formed new lies 
about her, Benja miglu find himself neglected. (leorgo is her 
own child, secure in her love, whatever be.ide; Benja is differ¬ 
ent. Have you jirovided in any way for the contingency I- have 
mentioned ? ” 

“ Xo. I have left my wife personal and resident guardian 
at Alnwick until Benja sh.all be twenty-one. At that jieriod she 
must leave it, or only remain there as Benja's guest. It is right, 
I believe, that it should be so. And I have a precedent in my 
father’s will.” 

“ But his widow was your own mother.” 

Mr. St. John made no immediate reply. I'he distinction had 
probably not occurred to him. 

U ‘'Take my advice, George St. John,” said the surgeon im¬ 
pressively ; “ do not leave Benja under the charge of your rvift*. 
I would rather not discuss with you the why and the where¬ 
fore ; but rely ii]ion it some other plan will be better both for 
the boy and for Mrs. St. John.” 

He w'ciu away as lie spoke, and George St. John turned 
slowly back to the Hall. 1 he conversation recalled to his mind 
witli \ivid force the almost-forgotten words of Honour; and 
an ur.coini’ortable feeling of indecision crcjit into it. 

Still he did not see any feasible way of .altering the arrange¬ 
ments he had made. M’hcn lie died, Alnwick Hall would be 
Benj.a’s, and must be the boy’s chief home during his minority; 
he could not turn his wife out of it, and he could not place any 
pne else in it as Benja's personal guardian. He had no means 
bf providing a suimblc residence _ for his widow if she left the 
Hall: in fact, it was only as the beir’s guardian that he could 
at all adeijuately provide for her. Neither, it n1u.st be con¬ 
fessed, did Mr. St. John liiftiself see any great necessity for 
sejytitia^hem : but he was a man amenable to counsel, open 
'.o advice, .md the opinion of two friends (surely both may be 
ailed so!) so attached to him as Mr. I’ym and Honour, bore 
reight with him. . It had not been George St. John had he 
gnfjred it. , * 

‘GMay God help me to do right!” he murmured, as he 
jfntere^he house. 

• He dwelt much upon it during the remainder of the day; 
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lie lay awake part of the night: and only when he came to a 
decision did he get to sleep. Early the next morning he rang 
for his servant; and at eight o’clock the pony-carriage con¬ 
veyed him to the railway station at Alnwick to take the train. 
As the market people looked at him, passing them betimes in 
the fresh February morning, at the bright colour in his face, the 
w.ivy brown hair stirred by the gentle breeze, they said to them¬ 
selves, how we'l Mr. Carleton St. John was looking, thougli ; 
thin. ! 

He was going over to Castle AVafer. An hour and a-quartcr’s •: 
journey brought him to a certain town ; there he waited twenty j 
minutes, .and took another train. Rather more than another ! 
hour and a-quarter of very (piick travelling, for this last was an ] 
express, conveyed him to Lexington, and thence he took a fly 
to C.astle W.afer. ' I 

It w.as one of the most charming houses ever seen, nestling ^ 
in lovely grounds, amidst rising trees of many si)ecies.' A 1 
m'odern house, built by its present owner, Isaac St. John, who 
pos-scssed a rare taste for the be.autiful, and had made it e.x- 
quisitc. That house was his hobby in life; his care was his ' 
half-brother, Frederick St. John. The estate of Castle Wafer , 
was the ^nUailed inheritance of these St. Johns; .and Frederick ; 
was heir presumptive: the positive heir, .said the world; for 
it was beyond the range of probability that its present owner ? 
would ever niarry. | 

They were second-cousins to the St. Johns of Almvick,] 
and were next in succession. Of great wealth themselves, = 
far more so than was George St. Jolin, and of more note in thei 
world, they were yet below him in succession to wh.at might be 
called the original family property. That was not Alnwick. 
An old baronet of eighty-one. Sir Thomas St. John, held it; 
he was childless, and therefore it would come at his death to i 
George St. John, and to George St. John’s sons after him-1 
Had he, George St. John, also been chiklless, the whole, in¬ 
cluding the title, including Alnwick, would lapse to_Isaac .St- - 
John. 

George St. John had nearly a two-mile drive. He noted the 
familiar points on the road and in the fine landscape, as they 
stood out in the clear but not very bright February day. The 
sprinkling of cottages near Castle Wider; the solitary public- 
house, called the Barley, Mow, with its swinging sign-board; 
and the old-fashioned red-brick house, Lexington Rectory.] 
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wliicli the wiseacres of other days had built nearly two miles 
from its clturch and Lexington proper. It stood close to the 
groumls of Castle Wafer; was the only house of anj- social 
standing verj- near to it; and as George St John glanced at its 
window.s as he passed, he remembered that its present imssessor 
hail r< ( eived his title to orders from a church in the neigh- 
boiirh'iod of Alnwick, of which his father was patron ; but he 
laid been a very, very little boy at the time. The ■ house 
looked empty now; its windows were nearly all closed: and 
he sniiposed its incumbent, Dr. Jleauclerc, RectQr of Lexing¬ 
ton and Dean of Wcsterbiiry, was away at his deanerj-. 

“Mr. St. John is at home?” he asked, as the woman came 
out to throw back the lodge gates. 

“Oh yes, sir.” .And indeed George St. Jolin had little need 
to aek. for Mr. St. John r.irely, very r.arely, was away from 
Ca.stle A\'afer. 

: .A few minutes’ turning and winding, and then the front of 
jthe house burst upon fleorge .St. John’s view, and he’ was cjose 
[ujjon i‘. 'I’he sun broke out at the moment, and he thougfht* 
[he had never before seen any ]ilacc so beautiful; he always 
'did think so, whenever he thus came upon Castle Wafer. The 
glistening white front, long rather than high, with its elabora¬ 
tion of ornament ; the green terraces, covered .with their 
parterres of flowers, already in bloom, and stretching beyond 
to the less ojten grounds; the low I'rench windows, open to 
the bie', zc—never did .any dwelling impart so cheerful, so 
;ti.u tive a lock as did Castle W.afer. 'Id a stranger, having 
no idea of the sort of house he was going to see, perhaps 
sur|)ri^e would be the first feeling; for the phace was as unlike 
a castle as any jtlace could be. Isaac St. John said laughingly 
sometimes that he ougfit to change its appellation. There 
might h.ive been a castle on the lands in the old feudal 
-ages, but no trace remained of it: and the house, which 
had Irecn pulled down to give place to this fairy edifice, had 
looked like a companion* to the Rectory—red, gaunt, and 

As the hall-door was thrown open, and the bright colours 
fell on its mosaic pavement from the stained-glass windows, 
gladdening the eye of George St. John, a tall, portly man, 
rather solemn, and very* respectable, not to say gentlemanly, 
was crossing it, and turned his bead to see who the visitor 
might be. Mr. Sl John at once stepped past the footman and 
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greeted hiiti. It was Mr. Brumm, Castle Wafer’s chief and 
most respected servant j the many years’ personal attendant, 
and in some respects a confidential one, of its master. George 
St. John held out his hand, as affable men will do by these 
valued servants, after years of absence. 

“ How arc you, Brumm ? I see I have taken you by 
surprise.” 

“ You have indeed, sir,” said Mr. Brumm, in the .slow manner 
natural to him. “ Not more so, I am sure, sir, than you will take 
my master. It was only this morning that he was mentioning 
your name.” 

“ How is he now ? ” 

“ Better, sir, th.an he has been; But he has suffered much of 
bate.” 

Mr, Brumm was leading the way into an inner hall, one light 
and beautiful as the first, with the same soft colours thrown from 
its several windows. Opening a door here, he looked in .and 
•sjiokc. 

,‘'A visitor, sir—Mr. Carleton St. John.” 

By a bright fire in this light and charming room—and if you 
object to the reiteration of the term, I can only jilead in excuse 
that everything was light and charming at Castle Wafer—with 
its few fine paintings, its glittering mirrors, its lu.xuriant chairs 
and sofas, its scattered books, and its fine harmonium, sat a 
deformed gentleman. Not any hideous phase of deformity 
that repels thefeye, but simply with a hump upon his back: a 
small hump, the result of an .accident in infancy. He had 
a pale, wan face, with the sharp chin usually accompanying 
these cases; a face that insensibly attr.icted you by its look of 
suffering, and the thoughtful earnestness of its bright, clear, 
well-opened h.azel eyes. Of nearly middle height, that hump 
was the only unsightly point about him; but he was a man of 
suffering; and he lived chiefly alone, he and his pain. His 
hair was d.ark, silken, rather scanty; but not a thread of 
silver could be seen in it, though ha was close on his fiftieth 
year. 

Laying down the book he was reading, Isaac St. John rose’ 
at the mention of the name; and stepped forward in the quiet, 
undemonstrative way char.acteristic of him, a glad smile lighting 
up his face. ” 

“ George! how pleased I am to see you! So you have 
thought of me at last? ” 
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“I was half ashaiAed to come, Mr. St. John, remembering 
that it is fiw years since I came before. But I have met Mrs. 
St. John repeatedly in London, and sometimes Frederick; so 
that 1 have, as it were, seen you at second-hand. I have not 
been well, too.” 

Suitable, perhaps, to the difference in their ages, it might be 
ob.served that while the elder man called the younger “ George,” 
he him.self w,as addressed as “Mr. .St. John.” But Mr. St. 
John had been almost grown up when Georgc.was a baby, and 
could remember having nursed him. 

“ ^’ou do not look well, George,” he said, scanning the .almost 
transparent face before him. “And—arc you taller? You 
look so.” 

“Th.at’s because I’m thinner. .See!”—opening his coat— 
“ I’m nothing but a .skeleton.” 

What is wi'ong ? ” 

“ I can’t tell you. I grow thinner and thinner and wc.akcr 
and we.aker, and that’s about all I know.. I may pick up as 
spring comes on, and get right again ; but—it may be the othjr 
way.” 

Isaac St. John did not answer. .An unpleasant reminiscence 
of how this young man’s father had w.asted away cight-.and- 
twenty years ago kept him silent. 

*• What will you take, George? Have you come to stay with 
me ? ■' 

“ I I’.avc come to stay with you two hours : I Inust be home 
igain ])}• nightfall if 1 can. And I won’t take anything until 
ny business with you is ovvr; for I confess it is my own selfish 
iffairs that have brought me here. Let me sjiertk to you first.” 

“.As you will. I am ready.” 

“ Ever ready, ever willing to help ps all! ” returned George 
5t. John, warm gratitude in his tone. “It i.s about the 
,'uardianship that I wish to screak. I thank you for accept- 
ng it.’: . 

Isaac smiled. “ I did not see that I could do otherwise for 

_ ‘Say lor my children. Well, listen to me. I have left my 
vife perfional guardian to my children. She will reside at the 
Hall until Benja is of age, and they with her, subject of course 
o their school and collt-ge intervals. This is absolute with 
egard to the younger, but in regard to the elder I wish it to 

dependent upon your discretion,” 
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“ Upon my discretion ? ” 

George St.'John had his liands upon his knees, leaning for- 
forward in his great earnestness; he did riot appear to notice 
the interruption. 

“ I wisii you (when I shall be gone, and the boys have only 
their mother) to take means of ascertaining from time to time 
that Benja is happy under his step-mother’s care, and tliat she 
is doing her part by him in kindness. Should you find occasion 
to doubt this, oi to think from any other cause that he would 
be better elsewhere, remove him from her, and place him with 
any one you may consider suitable'. I dare not say take him 
yourself: children are noisy, and your health is imperfect; but 
])lace him where you can be sure lliat he will be well done by. 
Will you undertake this, Mr. St. John?” 

“Why do you ask this?” w.as the reply of Isaac St. John. 
“ Is it a new thought—a sudden thought ? ” 

“ It is a new thought, imparted to me chiefly through a 
conversation 1 had yesterday with Pym, our surgeon and old 
friend. He does not think it well that Benja should be left 
under the absolute control of Mrs. St. John, as he is not her 
own child. He said, for one thing, th.at she might marry 
again, and Benja would bo'as tt were, isolated amidst new' ties ; 
but when ! pressed him for other reasons—for I am sure he 
had others—he would not give them ; preferred not to discuss 
' it, he said. He was—I could see that—for having the boy 
entirely aw.ay from her, but that is not to be thought of. 1 
reflected a good deal on what he said, and have come to the 
conclusion that it may be as well there should be some clause 
inserted in the will that shall take absolute power from her, 
and hence I come to you.” 

“ Your wife is kind to (he boy ?" asked Mr. St, John. 
“ Pardon me the question, George.” 

“ Very much so. When George was bom, she showed some 
jealousy of Hie oldest boy, but all that has passed away. 
Benja was nearly drowned last Ndvember, and she was quite 
hysterical afterwards, crying and sobbing over him Iik**ii<i’'>d. 
The nurse, a most faithful woman, thinks, I know, with Pym, 
but that’s nothing.” 

“You wish me, in the event of the children being left father¬ 
less, to ascertain w'hether the elder is well done by at the Hall, 
.and is happy there. If not, I am to remove him ? This is 
what you ask, as I understand it ? ” 
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“ Precisely so. Should you, in your judgment, deem that 
Penja would be better elsewhere, take him away. I shall 
endow you with full i)Ower.” 

But how am I to ascertain that?’ 

“ In any way you please. Use any means that may suggest 
themselves. Go over and sec for yourself, or send some suit¬ 
able substitute, or question Honour-” 

. Who is Honour ? ” 

“ Beiija’s nurse. .She took .to him when Iny jjoor G.iroline 
died. My present wife does'not seem strong ; at least she has 
had one or two serious illnesses lately; and J’yin says the care 
of the two boys is more than I ought to put tipon her. Perhaps 
it would be.” 

“ Why nut at once letive Benjti under another guardian¬ 
ship ? ” 

“ I should not like to do so. I'he world would regard it as 
a sli,ght, a tacit .want of ccmfidence in my wife : and.besides, in 
that case I should be divided as to whether to le.ave the J fall 
as a i-resent residence to her or to Benja. 1—mark me, Mr.* 
St. Jol.n—I place full reliance ui)on my wife; I believe she 
will do her duty by Benja, and make him hapiiy; and in that 
case there is no harm done. 1 am only provicling for a con¬ 
tingency.” • 

“ I see. Well, I accept the charge, George, though it might 
be Well that you should entrust it to a more active man.” 

“ N'o, no; you .and you only.” 

They continued talking together for the brief sp.acc George 
St. J ohn h.ad allotted for his stay. Little more was said on tlie 
one subject, for (ieorge quitted it somewhat abruptly, and they 
h.ad other topics in cotjimon ; family matters, news on either 
side, as is the case when relatives meet after a jrrolonged 
separation. At the apjrointed time he was driven back to 
Lexington in Mr. St.John’s c.arri.age, took the return train, and 
reached .\lnwick about six in the evening. 

His wife had sent the* clo.se carriage for him, fearing the 
.rfr. George St. John directed the coachman to drive 
round by Mr. Drake, the lawyer’s; and when that gentleman 
came out to him he asked him to step up to the Hall on the 
morrow, on a little mat^(er of business relative to an alteration 
in his re^tly-made will 

limJlffTSL John of Castle Wafer, pondering on these matters 
relative’s departure, remained puzzled, and could tjKj 
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no mean.s arrive at a satisfactory conclusion as to whether 
there was danger that Mrs. Carleton St. John mighl be cruel 
to IJenja, after the fashion of the vindictive uncle of the 
“Rabcs’in the Wood,” or whether it was feared that she would 
kill him with kindness, 


CHAPTER IX. 

CHANC:ES .\T ALNWICK. 

On a charming summer d.iy in that favourite room whose 
windows overlooked the broad lands of .\lnwick, sat Mrs. 
Carleton St. John in widow’s weeds. Opposite to her, in 
mourning also, her travelling shawl unpinned and slipping 
from her slim, falling shoulders^ her bonnet dusty, was Mrs. 
Darling, not five minutes arrived. 

. Cliangos had come to Alnwick, as these signs betrayed. Its 
master, so much loved and rcs])ected during life, was no more. 
In the month of May the deceitful, as poets have it, the crisis 
came" for Oeorge Carleton St. John, and the Hall passed to 
another owner—the little boy too young to be conscious of 
his fufP loss, and whose chief idea connected with it w.as the 
black attire with which officious attendants hastened to invest 
him. 

Death at the last was sudden, and Mrs. St. John was alone 
when it came. Her mother, hirs. Leading, h.ad gone abroad, 
and beyond a very brief note, just telling her of the event, 
Mrs. Darling received no direct ne\ys from her. She wrote 
letter after letter, for it was hot convenient to return home 
immediately; but all the reidies—when she ‘received any— 
came from Prance. And Prance, who was in a degree in the 
confidence of -Mrs. Darling, ventured to intimate that her 
mistress was “ sulking,” and much annoyed by the will. 

The last item of intelligence stirred all the — 
sessed by Mrs. Darling. It also troubled her. She was aware 
that George St. John had little actual property to bequeath to 
his wife—and George St. John’s own private opinion had been 
that Mrs. Darling’s opposition to his marriage with her daughter 
arose from that sole fact—but there w'ere ways ana T'eans of 
remedying this; and now Mrs. Darling supposed they had^not 
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been taken. As soofi as slie was able, after June came in, she 
niatle .-irrasgcnients for returning to England, and hastened 
down to .Miiwick Hall. 

But for the escutcheon on the outer walls, and the bhdge of 
widowhood worn by her daughter, Mr.s. Darling might have 
thought tilings were as tliey had been—that no change h.ad 
(iceurred. Tlic windows were ojicn, the sun was shining, the 
jiark was green and flourishing: even Charlotte was not 
changed. And Mrs. Darling scanned her with a critical eye. 

“ My de.ar, you are looking belter than I hoped for.” 

“ I am pretty well, mamma. J wish Prance would come in 
with Georgy!” she continued fretfully. “I want you to see 
him, he is so grown 1 ” 

“ Dear little fellow ! I was so sorry that I could not come 
over at the time, Charlotte, but-” ' 

“It did not matter,” interrupted Mrs. St. John, speaking 
(juickly. “Indeed I think I was be.st alone. Vou know, 
mamma”—turning her deep eyes full upon her mother—“-I 
v,as always given to being independent. How is Rose?” '• 

“Oh, dear!” returned Mr.s. Darling, with a groan, as if 
retailed io stmie very annoving subjet t. “Don’t talk of 
Rose.” 

half smile crossed the young widow’s lips. ‘.‘Has she 
been doing anything very dreadful ? ” 

“ No : but she is .so rebellious.” 

“ Kebt liiou.s ! ” 

*■ .\t being keiJt at school. Mary Anne and Margaret fully 
expected she would break bounds and conceal her.self on board 
the boat. We had sightcif Eolkcstone before they felt any sort 
f'f a.ssurance that she was not there.” 

“ Did Mary Anne and Itbargaret come over with you?”_ 

“ Yes ; 1 left them in London. I'rank is e.xpected.” 

I “ I thiiik Frank might come dotvn to sec rr.e ! ” said Mrs. St. 
iTohn, h.aughtily. • 

“ My dear, I am sure he will. But he cannot always get 
eave^ythou he would.” 

I Here was a pause. Charlotte, cool, haughty, reserved, as 
ihe h.ad ever been, even to her mother, turned to the window 
igain, looking out for her little son. Mrs. Darling was burning 
o ask various particulars* of things she wanted to know, but 
lid not hjer'iioxv see her opportunity. She rose from her 
ihair. fT 
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“ I-think I will go, Charlotte, and take off my travelling things. 
I am as dusty as I can be.” 

“ Do so, mamma. Your old room. Prance will not be long.” 

Prance was entering the house even then: she had brought 
Georgy in the back way. There was a boisterous meeting; 
Mrs. .St. John coming out to join in it. Georgy chattered, and 
shook Ills fair cuils from his pink cheeks, and was .altogether 
lovely. Mrs. Darling did not wonder at the faint cry of pain— 
that intense love, wliose expression amounts to jiain—w'tth 
which hjs mother caught liim to her heart. 

“ Where is Benja ? ” asked Mrs. Darling of Prance. 

Oh, M.aster St. John would becoming in sometime, Prance 
supposed. Honour had begun with her insolence, as usu.al, so 
they p.arted com[)any. And Mrs. Darling, as if she would 
ignore tiic words, made her way hastily tow.ards the staircase. 
Prance following in attendance. 

Mrs. Darling scarcely gave the woman time to close the 
di,amber-door before she began to question her e.agcrly. Re- 
itiembcr that Prance was, so far as Mrs. D.irling was concerned, 
a confidential servaant, and she imparted ail she knew. Mrs. 
St. Jolm was to remain at the Hall as Master St. John’s 
gu.ardian, with four thousand .a ycar. 

“I heard the will read,” said Prance. “Old Drake the 
lawyer came to us after they returned from the funeral, and 
said we were wanted in the large drawing-room. Mrs. St. John 
was there in her new mourning and her widow's cap; and she 
looked very cross and haughty Ss we filed in. The gentlemen 
who had gone to the funeral were there, and Dr. Graves, and 
Mr. Pym. I had the little one, and Honour came in with 
Master St. John-” 

“Why do you call him Master St. John?—he was always 
called Master Benja,” interrupted Mrs. Darling. 

“ He has been called so since that same time, ma’am,” was 
the woman’s hnswer. “ .\ gruff old gentleman who was one of 
the mourners, upright and stiff aS a backboard and yellow as 
gold—it was General Carleton, I believe—heard ona^U; 4 :fiIl 
the boy Master Benj.a, and he spoke up very severely, saying 
he was not Master Benj.a, but Master St. John, and must be 
nothing else to us until he .shoul<J be Sir Benjamin. The 
servants were quite taken to, and have called him Master St. 
John ever since.” - 

“Well, goon.” 
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“ ^\■c fo^jiid we had been called in to hear the will read. I 
did not understand it altogether; but I am quite certain that 
■Mrs. St. John is to reside at the Hall .and to be pajd four 
thousand a-year as the heir’s guardian. 'J'hcre was something 
I was unable to catch, through Master Georgy’s being trouble¬ 
some at the moment, about the four thou.sand being reduced to 
two if Master St. John went .away. And, on the other h.and, it 
is to be incre.ased by two, whenever he comes into the title and 
the other estates. Which will make six thousand a-ycar.” 

"Then what did you mean, Tr.ance, by sending me word that 
your mistress was annoxed at the terms of the will? J'our 
thousand a-year now, and six in prospective ! She cannot find 
fault with that. It is munificent.” 

"■^’ou may depend upon it, ma’am, that she is so,’’ was the 
unhesitating reply of I'rance. “ She is very much annoyed at 
it, and she has shown it in her manner. It is some clause in 
the will that vexes her. That precious Honour-’’ 

“Stay, Prance,” interrupted Mrs. Darling. “How often 
have 1 warned you not to encourage this ill-feeling agaitist* 
Honour I” 

“ It’s Honoiu's fault,’’ proinplly answered Prance. 

“ It is the fault of both of you,” returned Mrs. Itarling; “of 
the one as much as the other. It is a strange thing^-ou cannot 
be at ]>eace together! You will arouse jealousy between the 
two children next! ” . ‘ 

" It never comes to ojien quarrelling between us,’’ rejoined 
Prance. “ lJut she's uncommonly aggravating.” 

“lie <iuiet. Prance ! I desire once for all tluat there may be 
more ideasantness between you. It is a scand.al that the two 
upper maids of the H.aJl should be ever at variance, and it’s 
a thoroughly had example for tlie cHildren ; and it’s—you kimo 
it’s not well for your mistress. Mrs. St. John rcfiuires peace, 
not-” 

Prance uttered an exclamation: it caused Mrs. D.arling, 
who was looking into a bandbox at the time, to turn sharply. 
IiYrs. Su John was standing there, behind the bed-curtains— 
to the startled lady’s intense dismay. How much had she 
heard ? 

“ Charlotte, my dear,*I did not know you were there. 1 was 
just givijy3!» Prance a lecture upon this ill-feeling that seems 
alwaj;;ji<o be going on between her and Honour. Have you 
(tf:ae to stay with me, child, whilst I unpack ?" added Mr^ 
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Darling, seeing that her daughter was scaling h5rsclf com¬ 
fortably in an easy-chair. “ Then, Prance, I tliink you may go 
now.” • 

But while she so spoke, Mrs. Darling was tormenting her¬ 
self, as much as one of her easy disposition can do so, as to 
whether slie had caught a word of her conversation with Prance 
—that part of it relating to money. There had been some 
noise in the room from the opening of drawers and moving of 
bo.Kes, which must have prevented their hearing her come in. 

“ ril speak of it,” thought Mrs. Darling. “ It’s better to take 
the bull by the horns and make the best of it, when one does 
get into these dilemmas.” 

She stole a glani:e at her daughter, while busily intent to all 
appearance in straightening the trimmings of a bonnet she had 
just taken out of a bandbox. Mrs. St. John looked cold and 
stern. Had she heard anything ? 

.“ Charlotte, my dear, I am so very anxious about you : as to 
,hoiV things are left, and all that. I dropped a remark to poor 
Prance, but she seems to think it is all right; that you are left 
well-off and remain here. These siin])le servants can’t know 
much, of course. I am glad your husband made a just and 
proper will” 

“ He made an infamous will,” cried the young widow, her 
cheeks flaming. 

The words comi)letcly took Mrs. D.irling aback, and she 
forgot to enlarge on the opinion she had just expressed of i)Oor, 
simple I’rance’s imperfect knowledge. “An infamous will, 
Charlotte 1” she exclaimed, “when you have the Hall and four 
thousand a-year.” 

“ It is infamous. I am left dejiendent upon the heir.” 

“ The heir 1 Do you mean Benja ? ” 

“ There’s no other heir but he. Why did George leave me 
dependent upor» him ? ” 

“ I don’t quite understand you, nfy dear. In what way are 
you dependent upon Benja ? ” # • 

“The four thousand a-ycar is paid to me as his guardian 
only,—as his gutirdian and Georgy’s. I only remain at the 
Hall as Benja’s guardian. It's all on sufferance.” 

“ But, my dear, your husband had it not in his power to leave 
you comfortably off in any other manner. All the seT»’f'ment 
he could make on you at your marriage—I really don’t thifllyt 
Ml amount to more than six hundred a-year—he did make., 
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This, of course, is yours in addition; and it will be your cliild's 
after you.” 

“Think, of the contrast,” was the rejoinder; and Mrs. St. 
John’s bosom heaved ominously, as if the wrong were almost 
too great to bear. “ The one with his thousands ujjon thousands, 
his title, his state, everything that’s high and mighty ; the otiicr, 
with his few' poor hundreds and his obscurity.” 

“ But, my dear Charlotte, there was no help for this. Benja 
was born to it, and Mr. Carleton could no more alter it than 
you could.” 

“ It is not the loss unjust.” 

“ Unjust is not the right word. The law of entail may not 
be an equitable law, but Englishmen live under it, and must 
obey it. You should not blame your husband for this.” 

“ I do not blame him for it.” 

“You blame his will, which is the same thing.” 

Mrs. St. John was leaning back, the broad lappdls of Iwr 
cap thrown from her face; her elbows rc.sted on the arms scjf 
the chair, and she pressed the tii>s of her fingcr.s nervou.sly 
together. The slight storm had passed outwardly, and all her 
habitual coldness of manner had returned to her. 

“ IVliy did he add that codicil to it ? ” , 

“ Was there a codicil ? tV’hat was it ? But I don't know 
what the will itself was, Charlotte.” 

“ He had left the children under my c.xclusive guardianship. 
They were to reside at the Hall here with me, sulject to their 
absences for education, and he willed that a sum of four 
thousand a-year should be paid to me.” 

“ Well ? ” said ^Irs. D.arling, for she had stojiiied. 

“Th.at was in the will’. But'the, codicil altered this, and 
Benja’s residence with me is subject to the ]/lea.surc of Mr. 
Isaac St. John. He has it in his power to remove iJenj.i from 
me if he sees fitting; and if Benja is so removed/two thou.sand 
of the four are to be witlxlrawn, and my allowance reduced 
thereby one half. M'hy did George do this? Why did he do 
TL'secrctly, and never s.iy a word to me about it?” 

“I’m sure I don’t know,” said Mrs. D.arling, who was rtwolv- 
ing the news in her mind. “ Benja to be removed from you at 
the pleasure of Isitac St. John? But is he not a helpless 
invalid?” •c ''' 

“ Pfeif^ally lie may be ne.\t door to it, but he is all powerful 
asJiw Benja. This codicil was dated the day subsequent to 
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visit George paid Castle Wafer at the close of wipter, a long 
time after the will w'as made. Isaac St. John must have put 
him ufi to it that day. I will pay him out, if I live.” 

“ Well, I can’t tell why he should have done it,” cried Mrs. 
Darling, who felt altogether puzzled. “He does not want the 
two thousand a-ycar; he is rich and an invalid. Did you 
question him of his motives, Charlotte? I should have 
done so.” 

“Question whom?—Isaac St. John? I have never seen 
him.” 

“ Did he not come to the fiiBtral ? ” 

“No; he was too ill, they said. Ilis brother came—hand¬ 
some Fred. Mamma, 1 hate Isaac St. John.” 

“ Hiish, my dear. It is more than likely that he will never 
interfere with you. I have always heard him spoken of as one 
of the most just and honourable men breathing.” 

“ I don't like it to have been done. I don’t like the world 
to’ know that George could put so great a slight upon me. It 
is“known everywhere. The servants know it. He desired that 
they should be present while ^e will was read. Did you ever 
hear of such a tiling ? ” 

“ Your husband desired it ? ” 

“He did; at least, Mr. Drake says so. When they were 
about to read the will, and I had come down into the drawing¬ 
room before them all, Mr. Drake said to me, ‘ I am going to 
call in the servants, with your permission; Mr. Carleton St. 
John desired me to do so.’ I objected, but it was of no use; 
Mr. Drake ayipeared not to hear me ; and 1 could not make a 
fuss at a moment like that.' I’ut now, mamma, don’t you see 
the drift of all this ? ” . 

“ N—o,” said Mrs. I )ar'ling, gathering no idea of Charlotte’s 
meaning. 

“ I do,” said Charlotte, the keen look sometimes seen in them 
gleaming from her unfathomable qj es. “ That will was read 
out to the servants on purpose that they might know they have 
it in their power to carry tales to Isaac St. John. I hate'rri...'-!> 
I hate him ! But for him, I am sure my husband would have 
entrusted me absolutely with Benja. Who is so fitting to bring 
Mm up as I ? " ' 

“And I think you will bring him up, CharleVe. I don't 
understand all this that you are telling me; but I''feel little 
doubt Isaac St. John will be all that is courteous and' kind. 
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Whilst you jdo your part by Benja, there can be no plea for 
removing him. You will do it ? ” 

“ I shall do it, certainly; ” and Mrs. St. John fully .jncant 
what she said; “ I shall make no distinction between the boys. 
If Benja needs correcting, I shall correct him. If Cicorgy needs 
correcting, I shall correct him. The thing’s easy enough, and 
simple enough; and there was not the least need for inter¬ 
fering with me. What I dislike most, is (Icorg^-’s having kept 
it Irom me.” 

“ I dare say he did not think to mention it to you,” said 
Mr.s. Darling, soothingly; and rHwas notable that she was in 
the habit of smoothing things to her daughter always, as though 
she were afraid of her. “ And you are (juile right, my dear, 
not to make any difference between the children; your hiishaml 
did not.” 

“ Not outwardly, or in a general w.ay. In his heart, though, 
he loved the one and not the other; and I love the other and 
not the one. Oh, Georgy! Georgy! if you were only the 
heir ! ” 

“That’s an unprofitable thought. Charlotte. Ilon’t indulge 
it. Benja was the first-born.” 

“ How c.an I help indulging it? Georgy is my first-born, and 
it seems .as a wrong done him—done to us both.” * 

“My dear, where's the use of this? You married George 
Ca“rlelon St. John with your eyes open, in defiance of me. It 
is too late to reiicnt now.” 

“ I don’t repent. I would marry him again to-morrow, though 
he had two heirs instead *of one. But I can’t help—1 can’t 
help-” 

“ What can’t you help ? ’* . _ 

“Never mind. The position is unalterable, and it is useless 
to dwell upon it. Mamma, I sh.all nev er speak of this again. 
If you want any other particulars of the will, you gan get tliem 
from old Drake. Tell me wow all about Rose and her rebel¬ 
lion. I have often thought I should like her to live here when 
leaves school.” 

Why, Mrs. Darling could not have told; but she felt the 
greatest relief when Charlotte thus (juitted the subje< t. It 
was next to impossible that any child could have been born 
with a di.spfrzi-ildn so jealous as had Charlotte Norris ; and Mrs. 
Darling, bid been pleased,'but for curtailing her income, that 
Bejjjfi should be removed from her. She had no fear that* 

Murtin’a Kvt;. 
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Charlotte would be unkind to him; systematically unkind she 
believed Charlotte would not be to any one; but, so long as 
the bpy was with her, he must and would keep alive the 
jealousy she felt on Georgy’s account. Two thousand a-year, 
however, in Mrs. Darling’s estimation, was—two thousand 
.a-year. 

Willingly she turned to the topic named by Charlotte—her 
youngest, her troublesome, but most lovable daughter. And it 
is quite time, my reader, that you made her acquaintance also. 
To do which it Avill be necessary to cross the w.ater. 


CHAPTER X. 

MISS ROSE DARLING. 

You all know that crowded seaport town on the other side the 
’ iVater—Belport-on-the-Sea ; and ai-e therefore aware that its 
educational establishments, good, bad, and indifferent, are 
numerous. Hut I must ask you not to confound the one you 
are about to enter, Madame cle Nino’s, with any of those others, 
no m.atta- what their merits may be. Tiie small, select, and 
most costly establishment of Madame de Nino was of the very 
highest standing; it tvas intended solely for the reception of 
gentlemen’s daugliters—was really confined to them; ani no 
pupil could be .admitted to it without an undeniable intre duc- 
tion. It was perhaps the only French school to which an: :ious 
parents could confide a daughter free from doubt on the score 
of her associations: whatever her fellow-pupils might lie in 
mind .and manners, they were sure to be of gentle birth. • 

On that very same day that took Mrs. Darling down to 
Alnwick Hall on the visit to her widowed daughter, Madame 
de Nino’s pupils were gathered in t^hc large schoolroom. Class 
was over for the day, .and the girls were tired enough. They' 
hated Fridays. There was no dancing, no dr.awing, no walking, 
nothing but hard unbroken learning, waiting, and practising. 

Look at this class of elder girls, their ages var)’ing from six¬ 
teen to twenty, sitting on a bench at tSie first-class table. Those 
in the middle sit very back, their spines crooked into a bow,* 
those beyond them on either side sit rather forw'arci;*and the 
ii.two end girls are turned, each sideways, an elbow on the 
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so that they^form a semicircle. They are gossiping away in 
English, which is against the rules; but the teachers are also 
fatigued with the long and hot day, and do not pay attention. 
The studying for prizes had begun, and during that period the 
%vork was greatly augmented, both of pupils and teachers. 

Look well at the three middle girls. We shall have little to 
do w’ith the others, but a great deal w-ith them. And they are 
noticeable besides, for two of them are beautiful, but so unlike 
in their beauty. The one is a very Hebe, with laughing blue 
eyes, brilliant complexion, and a shower of golden curls; and 
she is Mrs. Darling’s youngest daughter, Rose. The other is 
Adeline de Castella, a name and face fit for a romance in 
historj-. She is graceful, ch.arming, with d.ark-brown eyes and 
hair, and more exquisite features th.an were ever carved in 
marble. The third is Mary Carr, quiet and Ladylike, whose 
good sense served to kceji the wildness of Miss Rose Darling 
somewhat in check. For Rose was one of the wildest girls 
that had ever kept alive Madame dc Nino’s staid and most 
respectable school; wild, wilful, clever, careless; and vain as a 
peacock. 

Had Rose been of a more sedate disjiosition, less given to 
nandom ways, Mrs. Darling might not have kept her at scliool 
so long, for Rose was eighteen. She was dreadfully rebellious 
over it, and pcrhajis the judiciousness of the mc.isure, as a 
restriction, may be questioned. Mrs. Darling, by way of sooth¬ 
ing the pill, allowed Rose to visit much; and when the girls 
came to this age Madame dc Nino acijuiesced in the parents’ 
wishe.s, but Rose went out more than any jirevious piqiil had 
ever been known to do. She had many friends sojourning in 
the town, and was courted on her, own account, being exces¬ 
sively liked by every one. 

Alw'ays in scrapes of one sort or another, or getting out of 
them, was she: and she had her own way in the .school, and. 
would have it. , 

■ One of Miss Rose Darling’s propensities was to be ron- 
ti»"?.l'.y falling in love. Almost every time she went out, she 
would favour the envious girls, on her return, with a de.sf ripiion 
of some fresh cavalier who had Laid siege to her heart; for half 
her pleasure in the thing layin these boasts to her companions. 
TJie last idea of‘the kind had prevailed longer than usual. 
A gentleman, whom she had only seen at ch trch or in their 
walks, _\vas the new gallant Rose did not know his name, but 
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he was very handsome, and she raved of him. ^ The school 
called him her fianct; not in the least to Rose’s displeasure. 
On this evening, as you look at them. Rose is in a state of 
semi-explosion, because one of the other girls. Miss Caroline 
Davis, who had been fetched out that evening by her friends, 
was now telling Rose that she had seen this gentleman as she 
was being conducted back to Madame de Nino’s. 

“ That comqs of my being kept at school. Mamma ought 
to be punished. You be quiet, Mary Carr! I shall talk against 
ray mother if I like. Where did you see him. Carry Davis ? ” 
“In the Grand’ Rue. He was strolling up it. My aunt 
bowed to him.” 

“ I know he was watching for me! These horrid Friday 
evenings ! I wish the school could take scarlet fever, or Some¬ 
thing of that sort, and then perhaps Madame might sehd us 
out every day! Your aunt must know him. Davis, i( she 
bowed : didn’t you ask his name ? ” I 

^ “ No, I forgot to ask it.” i 

“ What an idiot you are ! If I don’t learn it in a day or two 

I shall go mad. He-” ■ 

“ Hush ! ” whispered Caroline Davis. “ See how those 
French are listening ! They’ll go and tell Mademoiselle ithat 
we are speaking English. There’s a new pupil come in 
to-night,” she added aloud, in the best French she could 
call up. 

“ Not a pupil,” dissented Adeline de Castella. “ She used 
to be a pupil, but is coming now on a sort of visit to Madame, 
during her mother’s absence in England. They have been 
travelling lately in Italy.” 

“ Who is she ? ” asked Rqse. “Whafs her name ? ” 

“ Eleanor Seymour. ‘ Her mother is the Honourable Mrs. 
Seymour; she was the daughter of Lord Loftus,” continued 
Adeline, who spoke English perfectly, and understood our 
grades of rank as well as we do. , “ Eleanor Seymour is one of 
the nicest girls I know; but I suppose she will not be Eleanor 
Seymour very long, for she is engaged to Mr. Marlborough.’^ 

“ Who’s Mr. Marlborough ? ” asked Rose again. 

“ I don’t know him,” said Adeline. “ He is very rich, I 
believe; he is staying at Belport” •- 

“Le souper, mesdemoiselles,” called ouv Mademoiselle 
Henriette, the head-teacher. 

As Adeline de Castella said, Eleanor’s mother wj&. the 
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Honourable^Mrs. Seymour and the daughter of Lord Loflus. 
Being this,*Mrs, Seymour.held her head higher, and was 
allowed to do it, than any one else in the Anglo-French 
watering-place, and prided herself on her “ blood.” It ‘some¬ 
times happens that where this “blood” predominates, other 
requisites are in scarcity; and it was so with Mrs. Seymour. 
She was so poor that she hardly knew how to live: her 
aristocratic relatives helped her out, and they had paid Eleanor’s 
heavy school bills, and so she got along Somehow. Her 
husband, Captain Seymour, dead this many a year ago, had 
been of even higher connections than herself; also poor. 
Lord Loftus had never forgiven his daughter for marrying the 
portionless young officer; and to be even with her, erased her 
name from his will. She was a tall, faded lady now, with a 
hooked nose and supercilious grey eyes. 

IVhen Eleanor left school—as accomplished a young lady 
as ever Madame de Nino’s far-famed cstal)lishmcnt tui;ned out 
—she went on a visit to her aristocratic relatives on both sideS, 
and then travelled to Italy and other places with her mothef. 
This spring they had returned, having been away two years, 
and settled down in the old place. The tattlers said (and if 
you want tattle in perfection, go to any of these idle conFincntal 
watering-places) that Ele.anor would never get the opportunity 
of changing away the name of .Seymour: men of rank would 
not be very likely to seek one situated as she was, and Mrs. 
Seymour would never allow Eleanor to marry any other. The 
battle was soon to come. 

There came into Belpopt one day, on his road to Paris, a 
good-looking young fellow named George Marlborough. Mrs. 
Seymour was introduced to him at the house of a friend, and 
though she bowed (figuratively) to his* personal attractions, she 
turned up her haughty nose afterwards when alone with Eleanor, 
and sijoke of him contemptuously. One of the rich commoners 
of England, indeed! she slightingly said; she’ hated coih- 
moners, especially these rich ones, for they were apt to forget 
the broad gulf that lay between them and the aristocracy. 
The old Marlborough, Mr. George’s father, had begun life as 
a clerk or a servant—she could not tell which, neither did it 
matter—and had ploilded.on, until he was the projirietor of an 
extensive trade,* and of great wealth. Iron works, or coal 
works; or it might be cotton works; something down in the 
North, she believed; and this George, the eldest son, had been. 
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brought up to be an iron man too—if it was iron. ^ She desired 
Eleanor to be very distant with him, if they met again: he had 
seemed inclined to talk to her. 

Now poor Eleanor Seymour found this difScult to obey. Mr. 
George Marlborough remained in the town instead of going on 
to Paris, and was continually meeting Eleanor. She, poor girl, 
had not inherited her mother’s exclusive notions; labour as 
Mrs. Seymour would, she had never been able to beat them 
into her; and Elc.anor grew to like these meetings just as much 
as Mr. Marlborough did. It was the old bale—they fell in love 
with each other. 

Mrs. Seymour, when the news was broken to her, lifted her 
haughty eyelids on George Marlborough, and expressed a belief 
that the world was coming to an end. It might not have been 
disclosed to her quite so soon, but that she was about to depart 
for.England on a lengthened visit to an elder sister, from whom 
she cherished expectations, during which absence Eleanor was 
to be the guest of Madame de Nino. Mr. Marlborough, who 
had never once been admitted within Mrs. Seymour’s house, 
took the opportunity of .asking for .an interview one evening 
that he had w.alkcd from the pier in attendance on them, by 
Eleanor’s side. With a slight gesture of surprise, a movement 
of her drooping eyelids, the lady led the way to the dr.awing- 
room, and Eleanor escaped upstairs. 

Slie s.at in, her own room, listening. About ten minutes 
elapsed—it seemed to Eleanor as many hours—and then the 
drawing-room bell was rung. Not loud and fast, as though her 
mother were in anger, but quietly. The next moment she 
heard Mr. Marlborough’s step, as he was shown out of the house. 
Was he rejected ? Eleanor thought so. 

The bell rang sharply now, and a summons came for EIc.inoi'. 
She trembled from head to foot as she went down. 

“ Eleanor! ” began her mother, in her sternest tone, “ you 
rknew of this .application to me?” 

Eleanor could not deny it. She burst into frightened, agitated 
tears. 

‘•The disgr.acc of having encouraged the addresses of an iron 
man! It /s iron: he made no seruple of avowing it. Indeed, 
you may well cry ! Look at his people—all iron too ; do you 
think they arc fit to mate with ours ? His Tathcr was nothing 
but a working man, and has made himself w'h.at he is by actual 
labour, and the son didn’t blush when he said it to me! Be^des 
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—I hope I may be forgiven for plotting and planning for yon— 
but I have always hoped that you would become the wife of 
John Seymour.” 

“ His wife,” sobbed Eleanor. “ Oh, mamma, John Seymour’s 
nobod)'.” 

“ Nobody! ” echoed the indignant lady. “ Lortl John Sey¬ 
mour nobody!” 

“ But I don’t like him, mother.” 

“Ughl” growled Mrs. Seymour. ‘‘Listen. 1 h.nee not 
accepted the proposals of this Mr. Marlborough; but 1 have 
not rejected them. I must say he seems liberal enough anil 
rich enough; jrroposing I don't know what in the w.ay of 
settlements: but these low-born people arc often lavish. So 
now, if you have made up your mind to ab;indon your rank 
and your order, and every good that makes life v;duab'e, and 
to enter a family who don’t possess as much as a crest, you 
must do so. Mr. Marlborough obligingly .assured' me your 
h.appiness w.as centred in him.” 

Ah, what mattered the contempt of the tone, while th»t, 
sweet feeling of joy diffused itself through Elc.nnor’s heart? 

“No reply now,” continued .Mrs. .Seymour, sternly. “'I'hc 
decision lies with you ; but I will not have you sjicak in haste. 
Take the night to rdlect on the advantages you enjoy in your 
unblemished descent; reflect well before you take aiiy step to 
sully it. To-morrow you can announce your answer.” 

You need not ask what Eleanor’s answer was. ‘.'Xml so, when 
she entered on her visit .at Madame de Nino’s, .she was an 
eng.aged girl; and the engagement was already known to the 
world. 

Miss .Seymour reiiuestcd that she might be treated entirely 
as a pupil. She asked 'even tti join the classes, laughingly 
s.aying to Madame de Nino that it would rub up what she liad 
forgotten. She took her iilace in the schoolroom accordingi}'. 
Rose Darling saw' a pale girl, with dark bait* and a sweet 
countenance; and Rose crhicized her mercilessly, .as she did 
every one. Another of the schoolgirks, named I'.mma .\!ow- 
Tsr.ay, a surly, envious girl, whom no one liked, made ill n.iiurcd 
rem.arks on Eleanor. Miss Seymour certainly j.resented a 
coiitrast to some of them, with her beautifully ;uran;:ed hair, 
her flowing rupslin dre.ss, and her delicate hands. School¬ 
girls, as a whole, arc careless of their appcirancc in school; 
and, as a rule, they have red hands. Madame dc Nino’s pupils 
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were no exception. Rose was vain, and therefore always well- 
dressed ; Adeline de Castella was always well-dressed; but 
Emma Mowbray and others were not. Emma’s hands, too, 
were red and coarse, and more so than even those of the 
careless schoolgirls. Adeline’s were naturally beautiful; and 
Rose took so much care of hers, wearing gloves in bed in 
winter, with some mysterious pomade in.side. 

Rose made little acquaintance with Eleanor that day. She, 
Rose, went out-to tea in the afternoon, and came back very 
cross : for she had not once set eyes on her fiancL The story 
was told to Eleanor Seymour; who sympathized with her of 
course, having a lover of her own. 

The next day was Sunday. The French girls were con¬ 
ducted at ten o’clock to mass; the English would leave the 
house as usual for church a quarter before eleven. Rose was 
dressed and waiting long before; her impatience on Sunday 
mornings was great. Rose was in mourning, and a source of 
secret chagrin that fact was, for she liked gay clothes better 
tljan sombre ones. 

“ And so would you be worrying if you had some one wait¬ 
ing for you at the church as I have,” retorted Rose, in answer 
to a remark on her restless impatience, which had been proffered 
to Miss Seymour by Emma Mowbray. 

“Waiting for you?” returned Eleanor, looking at Rose, but 
not underst.anding. 

“ She means her lover. Miss Seymour,” sriid Emma Mowbray. 

“ Yes, I do; and 1 don’t care if I avow it,” cried Rose, her 
face glowing. “ I know he loves me. He never takes his 
eyes off me in church, and every glance speaks of love.” 

“ He looks up at the other schools as much as he looks at 
ours,” said Emnia Mowbray, whb could rarely speak without a 
sneer. “ Besides, he only returns the glances you give him; 
love or no love, he would be a sorry gallant not to do that.” . 

“ Last Thursday,” cried Rose, unmindful of the reproof, “ he 
smiled and took off his hat to me as the school passed him in 
the street.” 

“But little Annette Duval said she saw }'ou nod to him 
first! ” said Charlotte Singleton, the archdeacon’s daughter. 

“Annette Duval’s a miserable little story-teller. I’ll box 
her ears when she comes in from mass. -The, fact is, Jliss 
Seymour,” added Rose, turning to the stranger who had come 
amidst them, “ the girls here are all jealous of me, and Emma 
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Mowbray doubly jealous. He is one of the divinest fellows 
that ever walked upon the earth. You should see his eyes and 
his auburn hair.” 

“ With a tinge of red in it,” put in Emni.i Mowbray. • 

“ Well, you must point him out to me,” said Eleanor, and 
then hastened to change the conversation, for. she had an 
instinctive dread of any sort of (jiwrrelling. and disliked ill- 
nature. Emma Mowbray had not favourably impressed her: 
Rose had. In spite of her vanity and her random avowals. 
“ You are in mourning, Miss I tarling ? ” 

“ Yes, for my eldest sister’s husband, Mr. Carleton St. John. 
Ilut I have a new white bonnet, you see, though he has not 
been dead many weeks; and I don’t care whether mamma 
finds it out or not. 1 told the milliner she need not siiecify in 
the bill whether the bonnet was white or., black. Oh dear! 
where /s M.adeinoiselle Clarisse ? ” . 

Mademoiselle Clarisse, the teacher wlio took them to church 
(and who took also a book hidden under her own arni to read 
surreptitiously during the sermon, not a word of which dk-« 
course could her French ears understan<]) < ame'at last. As 
the school took its seats in the gallery of the church, the few 
who were in Rose’s secret looked down with interest, for the 
gentleman in question w.as then coming tij) the mi^ldle aisle, 
accompanied by a lady and a little girl. 

“ There he is ! ’ whi.spered Rose to F.leanor, next to whom 
she sat, and her voice was as one glow of exultation, and her 
cheeks flushed crintson. “ Going into the pew below. There : 
he is h.inding in the little girl. Do you see ? ” 

“ Yes,” replied Ele.anor. ‘‘ What of him ? ” 

“It is he. He whom the girls tease me about, my jMiici', as 
they call him, I trust my future husband. 'I'htit he loves me, 

1 am positive.” 

Eleanor answered nothing. Her face was as red its Rose's 
just then; but Rose was too much occupied with something 
else to notice it. The gentleman—who was really a hanrlsome 
^y 6 ung man—was looking up at the gallery, and a bright smile 
of recognition, meant for one of them, shone on his face. 
Rose naturally took it to herself. 

“ Did you see that? you see that?” she whispered right 
anu left “ Fmma Mowbray, who took first notice now ?” 

The service began. At -its conclusion Rose pushed uncere¬ 
moniously out of the pew, and the rest followed her, in spite 
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of precedent, for the schools waited until last ■, and in spite of 
Mademoiselle Clarisse. But, on the previous Sunday, Rose 
had been too late to see him: he had left the church. On 
this, as the event proved, she was too earl)', for he had not 
come out; and Mademoiselle Clarisse, who was in a terrible 
humour with them for their rudeness, marched them home at 
a quick pace. 

“ If ever truth and faith were in man, I know they are in 
him ! ” raved Rose, when they got home, and were in the 
dressing-room. “ He’ll make the best husband in the rvorld.” 

“You have not got him yet,” cried Emma Mowbray. 

“ Bah ! Did you sec the look and smile he gave me ? Did 
you see it. Miss Seymour ?—and I don’t suppose you are pre¬ 
judiced against me as these others arc. There was true love 
in that smile, if ct'cr I saw love. That ugly Mademoiselle 
Clarisse, to have dragged us on so! I wish she had been 

taken with apoplexy on the steps! He- Where’s Miss 

Seymour' gone to ? ” broke off Rose, for Eleanor had quitted 
,.the dressing-room without taking off her things. 

' “ I heard her say she was invited to dine at Mrs.’ Marl- 
bQfough’s,” answered Mary Carr. 

I say! there’s the dinner-bell, hlakc haste, all of you ! 
T wonder they don’t ring it before we get home ! ” 

That afternoon Madame de Nino conducted the girls to 
church herself. A truly good Catholic, as she was, she was no 
bigot, and now and then sat in the English church. The 
young ladies did not thank her. They were obliged to be on 
church-bchaviour then; there could be no inattention with 
her; no staring about, however divine might be the male part 
of the congregation; no rushing out e.arly or stopping late, 
according to their own pleasure. Rose’s lover was not there, 
and Rose fidgeted on her seal; but just as the service began, 
the lady and little girl they had noticed in the morning came 
up the aisle, and he followed by the side of Eleanor Seymour. . 
The girls did not dare to bend forward to look at Rose, 
Madame being there. The tip of her pretty nose, all that, 
could be seen of her, was very pale. 

“ The forw.ird creature! the deceitful good-for-nothing! ” 
broke from Rose Darling’s lips when, they got home. “ You 
girls have called me bold, but look at that bnzen' Eleanor 
Seymour! She never saw him until this morning: I pointed 
him out to her in church for the first time; and she must go 



91 


MISS ROSE DARLING, 

and make acquaintance with him in this barefaced manner! 
As sure as%he lives, I’ll expose her to Madame de Nino! A 
girl like that would contaminate the school! If our friends 
knew we were exposed to her companionship, they'd re¬ 
move-” 

Rose’s passionate words were cut short by the entrance of 
Madame herself, who came in to give some ijistructions to the 
teachers, for slie was going out for the evening. Rose, loo 
angr)' to weigh her words or their possible consequeitces, went 
up to Madame, and said something in a fast, confused tone, 
hladume dc Nino, a portly, dark-eyed, kind woman, concluded 
her directions, and then turned to Rose, wl«5 was a favoured 
pupil. 

“ What do you say, Mademoiselle Rose ? Did I see the 
gentleman who was at church with Miss Seymour? Yes; a 
very prepossessing young man. I si)oke with him to-day when 
they came for her.” 

A moment’s jiuzzled wonder, and then a frightful thought 
took hold of Rose. • 

“ Do you know him, jifadaiiie ? ” .she istsped. “ Who i.s he r 

“Young Mr. Marlborough. M.adcmoisellc Dle.anor is be¬ 
trothed to him.” ^ 

Madame left the room. And the girls sat brc.ajhless with 
astonishment, scarcely daring to steal a glance at Kose 1 tarling’s 
uhite and stony features. 

The weeks went on to the sultry days of August, and mo.st 
of the girls were studying away might and iftain for the prizes. 
A day-pui)il had tcmporayily entered the school, Anna Marl 
borough, the youngest of the Marlborough family, and the 
only one who had come abroad with her mother. It was not 
M.adame de Nino’s habit to allmit day'-jaipils, but she had 
made an exception in favour of this child, who was to be in 
the town but a few weeks. 

^\'ill it be credited that Rose Darling was still pursuing her 
preposterous flirtation witi! George Marlborough, in tlie face 
^of the discovery that he was engaged to Klean»r Seymour? 
* but there was something to be urged in licr favour, though you 
are no doubt surprised to hear me say it. Hc.d a jury been 
trying Rose, they might Jiave returned a verdict, “ Guilty, with 
extenuating circumstances.” Rose seemed bewitched. 'J’hcrc 
is no doubt that a real, an ardent jiassion for George Marl¬ 
borough had arisen in her heart, filling its every crevice; and 
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she regarded Eleanor (she could not help it) with a fierce, 
jealous rivalry. But the girl, with all her random folly, was 
no fool; and but for certain events that arose, might have 
remained as quiescent as she could, until her ill-starred love 
died out 

It did not, and could not, contribute to any good resolutions 
she might have had strength and sense to form, to find hcrgelf 
on intimate terms with Mr. Marlborough, a frequent visitor to 
his house. That mistake was, in the first instance, Eleanor 
Seymour’s. Eleanor had been commissioned by Mrs. Marl-, 
borough to invite three or four of the young ladies to accom¬ 
pany her there to dinner; something was said in the school 
about her not daring to ask Rose; and Eleanor invited Rose 
forthwith. Rose went. It had been more prudent had she 
stayed at home: but Rose was not one of the prudent sort: 
and the temptation was irresistible. Mrs. Marlborough was 
charmed with her, and so was George. Whether the gentleman 
detected Rose’s feelings for himself, and was flattered, or 
.whether he had no objection to a flirtation with a pretty girl, 
although engaged to another, certain it was he paid Rose con¬ 
siderable attention, and laughed and joked with her much. 

Joked, with her. It was all done on his part in the spirit of 
joking, as jileanor Seymour might have seen; but joking some¬ 
times leads to something more. Messages from one to the 
other, begun in folly, often passed; and Anna Marlborough, a 
giddy girl of twelve, was the go-between. Just upon this, 
Rose’s brother. Captain Darling, came to Belport; he soon 
struck up a friendship with Mr. M.arlborough, and here was 
another link in Rose’s chain. She would meet the two young 
men in the street, and leave the ranks, in defiance of rules, 
ostensibly to shake hands-with Frank, really to talk nonsense 
with Mr. Marlborough. Even Eleanor Seymour, when out 
with the school, would conform to its rules and only bow and 
smile .as he passed. Not so Rose. The girls would have gone 
the length of the street, two sometim'es, before she caught them 
up, panting and flushed and looking radiant, and boasting of 
what George had said to her. It was of no use the teachers 
remonstrating and forbidding; do it she would, and do it she 
did. 

This was what may be called the open, hairmlaes stage of the 
affair. But it was to go on to another. 

There was a large party given one night at a Scotch laird’s, 
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Sir Sandy Maxwell, and Miss Seymour and Rose were invited. 
You may be .aware, perhaps, that it is the custom in French 
schools, generally speaking, for the pupils to visit pr not, 
according to the directions left by the parents. I'his had been 
accorded to Rose by Mrs. Darling; and Eleanor Seymour was 
not as a schoolgirl—therefore Madame de Nino, though openly 
expressing her disapprobation of these large parties while young 
ladies were pursuing their studies, did not refuse. Emma Mow¬ 
bray offered a bet to the school that Mr. Marlborough would 
dance more dances with Rose than with Eleanor; and so eager 
were the girls to hear the result, that those in the large dortoir 
kept aw-ake until they came home. It had struck one o’clock, 
and Madame W'as up in arms; she had only given them to 
half-past eleven, and they had kc])t the coach waiting all that 
time, while Madame’s own maid, old Felicitd, was inside it. After 
all, there was nothing to hear, for Mr. Marlborough had not 
made his appearance at the p.arty. 1 

Class was not over the next morning until very late; it always 
was late just before giving the prizes. It was the third Thur^ 
day in August, the sorh day, and three of the girls were going 
with Eleanor to dine at Mrs. .Marlborough’s: Ko.se, Mary Carr, 
and Adeline de Castella. The invitations were left to .Miss 
Seymour, and she always fixed on Ro.se, in a sort of bravado, 
but she never once chose Emma Mowbray; and this gave that 
young lady considerable offence, as was known to the .school. 
They were to partake of the usual dinner at school by way of 
luncheon, the Marlboroughs not dining until six. While the 
cloth was being laid, the girls dispersed about, some in the 
courtyard, some in the garden, all in the shade, for it was very 
sultry. There w'as certainly something more than common the 
matter w'ith Rose : she appeared half crazy with joy. 

“ It is because she’s going out,” remarked Mary Carr to 
Eleanor. , 

“Is it, though!” put in Emma Mowbray; “that’s only a 
little item in the cause. She has just had a love-letter from 
Mr. Marlborough.” 

Eleanor Seymour’s cheek changed. 

“ Don’t talk absurdities,” said Mary Carr to the Mowbray 
girl. 

“Absurdities!” she retorted, moving away. “If I can. I’ll 
convince you.’^ 

.\ minute or two, and she came back with a letter in hpr 
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hand—an open letter, addressed in George Marlborough’s 
hand to Rose—and handed it to Mary Carr. 

“ Ain I to read it ? ” asked the latter. 

“ If you choose. It is fro hono publico, Rose says.” And 
Miss Carr read the letter aloud. 

“ My dearest, 

“ You must have been surprised not to see me at Sir 
Sandy’s. I was ’dressing to come, when a message arrived for 
me from the Hotel du Nord; poor Priestley kid met with a 
sad accident to his hand from the bursting of a gun. I have 
been sitting up with him until now, four o’clock .a.m., but I 
write this to you before I sleep, for you have a right now to 
my every thought, to know every movement. You dine here 
to-day, my fair fiancee also; but I wish you were coming alone. 

“ Ever yours only, 

“George Mari-eorough.” 

” ‘Was there any mistake in the letter ? Mary Carr had often 
heard of such. Could it have been written to Rose ? Alas, 
yes! it iras all too plain. The iviiting was George Marl- 
liorough’s; the address, “ Miss Rose Darling, En Ville,” was 
hisj and tiie seal, “G. M.,” was his also. Mary rose, and 
stood before Eleanor, shielding her from observation, as she 
beckoned to Anna M.irlborough : while Emma Mow'br.ay 
looked defiant, and asked whether they would believe her 
next time. 

The child w'as dancing about the cOurtyard. She ivas young, 
and the school made her a sort of plaything: she came danc¬ 
ing up to Miss Carr. . * 

“ Now, Anna, I have something to ask you; and if you 
equivocate by so much as a word, I will acquaint Madame de 
Nino that therq’s a letter-carrier in the school; you would be 
expelled that same hour. Did you being a note here from your 
brother this morning?” 

“ Yes, I did,” stammered Anna. “ Don’t tell of me, please.” 

• “I’ll not tell, if you speak the truth. To whom did you 
bring it ? ” 

“ i'o Miss Darling.” * 

“ Did he send it to her I What did he say wb’en he gave it 
to you ? ” 

J‘He told me to give it into her own hands when nobody 
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was by, and,to give his love with it,” answ'ered Anna. “Oh, 
pmy don’t tell of me, Miss Carr! It’s nothing much more than 
usual; he often sends his love by me to Miss Darling.” , 

“ Was this the letter you brought ? ” holding out the one she 
still retained in her hand. 

“Yes, it was that. I’ll never do it again,” continued .Anna, 
growing frightened, and bursting into tears. 

Which caused Miss Mowbray to rate her for a “little fool 
and Anna r.an .away, glad to be released. Close u])on that, till 
dashed Rose in .agitation, having discovered the loss of her 
note. I’lic note had not been dec:l.arcd by Rose to be//v /'om> 
publico, and Kinma Mowbray had dishonourably abstracted it 
from her apron pocket. Rose got possession of it .again, but 
she was in a great jiassion with Kmma Mowbray : in iiu t, with 
them all. 

And poor Eleanor Seymour! She w.as white ns marble when 
Mary turned to her. Sitting there, on the old wooileiv J^ensdi, 
so outw.ardly c.ahn .and still, she had he.ard the whole. Clasji- 
ing Mary Carr’s h.ands with a painful i>ressure, she hurst inut 
an uncontrollable fit of wcejting, and glidetl in at the poreh- 
door to g.ain the staircase. “ Make any exeiisi' for me at the 
dinner-table, Mary,” she whi.spered. 

l^’ccd you be told that that letter was really wiitien to 
Eleanor? The words “fair J'unucc'' in it alone related to Rose, 
and Mr. Marlborough had jjcnned them iu laughing allusion to 
the joke in th.e school. The plot wa.s l;inma Mowbray’s, a 
little bit of revenge on Eleanor and Rose, both of whom she 
envied and disliked. Slie had made Anna her tool. The 
child, at her prompting, wrote a letter to Rose, and got her 
brother to direct and seal k; ant^Emma Mowbray ojicned the 
two cnvelo]>cs cleverly by means of jihssing a ptnkiiife under 
the sc.als, and substituted the one note for the oth.cr. 'I'hus 
Eleamw’s letter was convoyed to Rose; the .other lauma 
Mowbray burnt; and slie j^romised a whole charrette full of 
good things to Anna to kcejt her counsel. Reing a inischicf- 
ioving little damsel. Miss Anna tlid so; though she w.as nearly 
frightened out of it by Miss Carr. 

.This may sound very shallow, very weak, but I assure you 
the circumstances took place just as they are described. Had 
George Marlborough only put Eleanor’s na/w in the note, the 
trick could not hive been played. But he did not do so. And 
neither Rose nor Eleanor suspected for a moment that there . 
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was anything about the note not genuine; or that it had not 
been written to Rose. 

They went to dinner at Mrs. Marlborough’s—Eleanor with 
her beating heart of resentment and her outraged love, Rose 
radiant with happiness and beauty. The evening did not mend 
matters, but ratlier added very much to the broil. May the 
word be forgiven ?—I was thinking of the French one. Eleanor, 
cold, haughty, contemptuous, was almost insulting to Mr. 
Marlborough; and Rose, it is to be feared, let him see, that 
evening, where her best love was given. He took more than 
one opportunity of asking Eleanor how he had offended her, 
but he could get no answer. If she had only given him a clue 
to it, how much trouble and misery would have been saved ! 
but the very asking on his jiart seemed to Eleanor only adding 
insult to injury. You sec they were all at cross-purposes, and 
just for the want of a little word of explanation. 

_J*'ron'v that hour there was no peace, no mutual understanding 
betvvcen Eleanor and Mr. Marlborough. He repeatedly sought 
an explanation of the sudden cliange in her behaviour, some¬ 
times by letter, sometimes in words. She never would give an 
answer to cither. She returned his letters in blank envelopes, 
or tore them to pieces before the messenger’s eyes; she refu.sed 
to sec him if lie called ; she haughtily held aloof from him when 
they met. Mrs. Marlborough saw that something was wrong, 
but as neithei* of them made her their confidant, she did not 
interfere, and she supposed it to be only a lovers’ quarrel. She 
had not known Eleanor long, having come to Belport only the 
week before that Sunday Rose first saw her at church. Rose 
alone seemed in a state of happiness, of ecstatic delight; and 
Anna now carried no end of .notes 'and messages to and fro, 
and kept it secret from the school. Rose had committed one 
great folly—she had written to Mr. Marlborough after the, 
receipt of that first letter. 'But then, it must be always 
remembered that no suspicion had yet crossed her mind that 
it was not writkn to her and meant for her. Rose fully 
believed—let it be her excuse—that Mr. Marlborough had 
transferred his affections from Eleanor to herself: the school 
believed it. Whether she really hoped she should succeed in 
supplanting Eleanor in the offer df marriage, in becoming 
afterwards his wife, cannot be told. The girls thought she did, 
and they were sharp observers. At any rate. Rose now deemed 
.the field as legitimately open to her, as it was to Eleanor. 
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The day for awarding the prizes was a great day. The girls 
were attired in white, with blue sashes and blue neck-ribbons ; 
and the hairdresser arrived very early in the morning to get 
done in time. A large company arrived by invitationj and 
just before the hour for going in, some of the girls saw Rose 
in the garden talking to a gentleman. Madeleine do Gassi- 
court, usually so short-sighted, espied her out. 

“It must be her brodare wid her,” cried Madeleine, who 
was not in the secret. “She will derange her'hair before wc 
do go in.” 

Emma Mowbray peered through the trees. It was no “bro- 
darc,” but Mr. Marlborough. lie was bending down to Rose; 
she appeared to be crying, and he held her hand in his as he 
talked to her earnestly. Emma Motvbray glanced round at 
Eleanor, who was at the window, and saw it all. She was very 
pale and still, her lips compressed. 

But Rose’s stolen interview could have lasted only^a few 
fleeting minutes. The hands of the clock were then polhtfng 
towards two, and as the hour struck she was amongst them, ainP 
they were being marshalled for the entrance to tlie prize-room. 
It was a pleasing sight when they went in, making their 
reverences to the assembled visitors. Two jaetty young 
English girls walked first—sisters ; and certainly the lwo,|>rcttiest 
of the elders walked last ; Rose Darling and .\deline de 
Castella ; both beautiful, but so unlike in their beauty. Adeline 
gained nine prizes; Rose only two. But Rose had been study¬ 
ing for another sort of prize. 

'I’he holidays succeeded—^diill and (juiet. Of the elder girls, 
Adeline, Rose, and Mary Carr alone remained, and there was, 
of course. Miss Seymour. ^Irs. \Iarlborough was leaving the 
town ; George was not. Eleanor, wllo seemed to be visibly 
deelinirig, would not go out anywhere, so she did not meet him j 
but Rose, always out, meUhim constantly. , 

One afternoon, when Eleanor was growing jialer day by day, 
a bit of folded pa]jer w.as brought to her in the .schoolroom, 
ilie opened it, and .saw a few words in penc il— 

“ I am now waiting in the salon. You have been denied to 
me as usual; yet, Eleanor, let me entreat you to grant me, for 
this once, an interview. Heave by the boat for London to¬ 
night, but if I c’ftn see you now, my vo)age may not be neces¬ 
sary. By the love we once bore each other, i beseech you, 
Eleanor, come.—G. M.” 

, Si. tvvo. f 
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Eleanor read it, tore the paper deliberately in two, and 
handed the pieces to Clotilde. “ Give that to th6 gentleman,” 
she haughtily said. “ There is no other answer.” 

Ro%c followed the m.aid from the room. “ Clotilde,” she 
whispered, “ who is in the salon ? ” 

“'J'he hand.some monsieur that was going to marry himself, 
as people said, with Mademoiselle Seymour,” was the servant’s 
rejoineler. 

“ Give me the answer,” said Rose, taking the torn pieces from 
her hand. “ I want to send a message to Madame, his mother, 
.and will deliver this. I say, Clotilde, don’t tell Madame that 
he’s here.” 

The unsuspicious servant went about her business; and Miss 
Rose tripped to the salon, and stayed as long as she dared. 

That same evening Eleanor Seymour was giving Mary Carr 
a descri|)tion of Rome; they were seated in a corner of the 
small class-room ; aiul Adeline do Caslella corrected her when 
she" was wrong, for sfu- knew Rome well. Mademoiselle 
josejrhine (.M.am’selle lufine, the school called her in general), 
the only teacher remaining, was at her table in front of the 
window, writing letters. \Vhen it grew too dark to see, she 
closed her desk, turned round, and suddenly, as if surprised not 
to see her with the others, asked where R.ose was. 

'J'he young ladies did not know. Rose had been ujistairs in 
the bcilroom since the afternoon. .She came down for collation, 
and went ui) again directly. 

Mam’selle Eitinc began to scold; she was the crossest of all 
the te.achcrs, except Mam’scllc Clarisse. It was not likely Miss 
Rose w.is stO])ping upstairs in the dark; she must have got a 
light, whicE, as Mesdcmoisclles knew well, w.as contr.ary to 
rules. And she told Miss Carr to go and desire her to come 
down. 

Mary Carr rose with a yawn; they had been sitting there 
long, and she felt cramped. “ )Vho will go with me ? ’’ she 
asked. 

lioth the young ladies res]iondcd, and all three stumbled up 
the dark staircase together. 'I'hey found no light in the bed¬ 
rooms, and could see nothing of Rose. Thinking it possible she 
might have fallen asleep on one of the beds, Adeline ran down 
and got a candle from one of the servants." 

There was no Rose; but on her bed lay a sealed note, 
»addressed to Miss Carr:— 



MISS ROSE DARLING. 


99 


"Dear Mary, 

“ I Know you have been against me for some lime. 
Miss Seymour and 1 were riv-als—equals on a fair ground ; you 
would have helped her on, though it left me to a broken'licart. 
I believe it has been a ncek-and-neck r.ice between us, but I 
have won. I hope mamma u ill reconcile herself to the step 
I am taking ; I always longed to make a runaway marriage, it 
is so romantic; and if Frank flies out .about it, I shan't r.are, 
for I shan’t hear him. When next you see me i shall be 

•• Ko.m-: IMARinoKofoii." 

“Look to Miss Seymour ! ” broke from the (juivenng lips of 
Adeline de Castell.a. And it was timely spoken, fi)r Eleanor 
was fliinting. Scarcely had she revived, when Mam’selle Fifinc 
came up, angry at the delay. 

'I’he note they did not dare to show ; but were obliged to 
confess to lire absence of Rose, sajing, lout hointciiuul, as 
Adeline called it, that they could not iind her. " ' 

Rose not to be found 1 Madame dc Nino was dining out? 
and Mam’selle Fifinc was terrified out of her sober senses. In 
the midst of the hubbub that ensued, jnlie, the head Idlede- 
chamhre, ])ut her head in at the door, and said, “ I'he Honour¬ 
able Mrs. Seymour.” , 

At a time of less commotion they would have bur.'-t out 
laughing. Julie h.ad been nurse m a noblemaii's family in 
England ; she h.ad there become familiar with I’.ritish titles, and 
was as fond of using them as she was of using her English. 
One day Ethel 1 ).iw's motjier came to see her; a very fine 
lady, all flounces, and fe.alhers, and gold chains. It was jidie's 
luck to show her to the sak« ; .and she came to the schoohooni 
.afterw.ards, flung open the door,*and•called out, “.Mrs. Daw, 
Esijuire.” Julie did not hear the l.ist of that. 'J'hc girls < ailed 
her c^•er after Se juire 1 >aw. 

“The Honour.able Mrs. Se^’mour.” 

^Vilh a sliarp cry Eleanor st.arled iqi, .and flew i?Uo her 
ijiother's ann.s, sobbing convulsivelj’. 

’’ “ Oh, mamma, t.ake me home ! lake me home ! ” 

^Ir.s. Seymour was thunderstruck, not only at Elcanor’.s cry 
of pain, but at the change* in her apijcar.ance. She hail ju.st 
returned from London. Mary Carr disclosed a little of the 
truth. She thought it best; and, indeed, was unable to evade 
the keen questioning of Mrs. .Seymour. But Rose’s note, with 
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the information it contained, was buried in silence still. Mrs. 
Seymour took her daughter home at once; and there Eleanor 
told the whole—that Rose had really gone away with Mr. 
MarlBorough. Mrs. Seymour folded her aristocratic hands, 
and distinctly desired that no further allusion to it should ever 
pass her daughter’s lips, as it would not her own. It waa a 
retribution on them, she said, for having trusted an “iron'nm.” 

Meanwhile, Adeline de Castella and Mary Carr kept their 
own counsel through sheer obligation: as they had not declared 
all they knew at once, they dared not declare it now. And 
Madame do Nino verily believed Rose had been spirited away 
to the skies. 

It was three days afterwards. Mrs. Seymour sat in her 
drawing-room, the green Venetian shutters parti.illy closed, and 
the blinds down, for lileanor lay on the sofa quite prostrated. 
Mrs. Seymour was in a state of as much indignation as was 
consistent with her high birth and her proclaimed assertion 
tluaf tliey were “ well rid of him ; ” for, in spite of the “ iron ” 
drawb.ack, she had grown to hug to her heart the prospect of 
this most desirable e.stablishment for Eleanor. 

Suddenly the door opened, and the iron man himself 
walked in. Eleanor struggled up from the sofa, and Mrs. 
Seymour rose in hauteur, all the blood of the Lofluses flashing 
from her light grey eyes. Then ensued a contest; each side 
struggling for the mastership; Mrs. .Seymour refusing to hold 
commune with him, and Mr. Marlborough insisting upon being 
heard. 

He h.ad gone to England three days ago in search of her, 
he said; he then found she had left for .France, and he had 
followed her. His object was to leijucst that she would lay 
her commands on Eleanor to afford him an exjflanation. 
Eleanor had been his promised wife; and without offence on 
his part, without any known cause, her behaviour had suddenly 
changed to him. In vain ho hfd sought an explanation of 
her; she would afford him none; and his only resource was 
to apireal to Mrs. Seymour, If Eleanor refused to fulfil het 
engagement with him, he could not insist upon it ; but he must 
insist upon knowing the reason for the change: to that he had 
a right. ' _ 

“ You had better leave the room quietly,' sir;” said Mrs. Sey¬ 
mour in frigid tones. “ It will not be pleasant to you if I call 
my servants.” 
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“I will not leave it without an e.xplanation,” he replied. 
“ Mrs. Seymour, you cannot refuse it; if Eleanor will not give 
it me in courtesy, I repeat that I must demand it as a\right. 
Eleanor’s conduct at the time seemed to imjily that there was 
some cause of complaint against me. "Wliat was it ? 1 declare 
to '^Qu solemnly that I was unconscious of it; that I was 
innocent of offence against her.” 

llis words and manner were painfully carnc.sj: and truthful, 
and Mrs. Seymour hesitated. 

“Has there been any mistake, Eleanor?” she hesitated, 
aitpealing to her daughter. 

“ Oh, let me know wh.at it is,” he implored, before Eleanor 
could speak. “ AVhatevcr it may be—mistake—catise—reality 
—let me know it.” 

“ M'ell, sir,” cried Mrs. .Seymour, making a .sudden resolution, 
“ I will first ask you what you have done with that unfortunate 
young lady, whom you took away from her sheltering roof .dkI 
her duties, three days ago?” 

“I took no young lady away,” replied Mr. Marlborough. 

“What have you done with Miss Darling?” 

“ Not anything.” 

“ You did not induce her to elope with you ? \'ou ilid not 
take her to I,ondon ? ’ 

“Indeed, no. I .s.aw Miss D.arling on the ])ort the evening 
I went away, and left her there. She was with-her brother. 
But this is no e.vplan.ation, Mrs, Seymour. E.leanor,” he added, 
walking up, and standing before her, “ I once again ap[)eal to 
you. What was the cause of your first and sudden coldness ? ” 

“ Speak out, Eleanor,” said her mother. “ 1 know almost as 
little as Mr. ^iarlboro,ugIl, out I i*ow think the matter should 
be cleared up, that we may come at the truth. There must be 
a strange mystery somewhere.” 

Ele.inor pressed her thin hands upon her sido in agitation.' 
She could only speak in a waisper, in uneven sentences : and 
she told of the love-letter written to Rose the day following the 
dance at Sir Sandy Maxwell’s. 

“It was written to you, Eleanor,” said Mr. Marlborough. 

“1 read that note,” she answered, gasping for breath. “It 
was written to Rose.” * 

“ It was writfep to you, Eleanor. 1 have never written a 
loving note, as that wa.s, to Rose Darling "n my life; on my 
sacred word of honour." 
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“ You have written several notes to Rose 1 ” • 

“ True; since; but never loving ones: they might all have 
been posted up on the schoolroom walls, and even Madame de 
Nino herself could not have found fault with them. If this note 
was given to Rose, Anna must have changed the envelopes. I 
remember directing one for her to Miss Darling that morning. 
Eleanor,” he gravely said, I fear you have been running your 
he.ad against a chimera.” 

“ Rose loves you,” she whispered, her heart and voice alike 
softening. 

“No; nonsense!”—but for all his denial there was a glow 
of consciousness on Mr. M.arlborough’s countenance. “ Eleanor, 
I honestly believe that you have been listening to the folly 
talked by those schoolgirls, and taken it for gospel. Rose 
Darling is very pretty, and likes to he admired; and if I have 
been thrown a good deal with her, who threw me ? You, 
Eleanor, by your coldness and avoidance of me. I don’t deny 
tJiat 1 have talked lightly and gaily with Rose, never seriously; 

I don’t deny that-” I have kissed her, he was going to add 

in his candour, but thought it might be as well to le.ave that 
out before Mrs. Seymour. “ Rut my love and my allegiance 
have never swerved froni you, Eleanor.” 

She burst into happy tears. Mrs. Seymour cut them short 
sternly. 

“ Eleanor, this note that you talk of, left by Miss Darling on 
her bed the other night, must have been meant as a hoax upon 
you and the two credulous young ladies, your conii)anions. 1 
did think it a most strange thing that a young lady of position 
should be guilty of anything so vujgar as an elopement. Not 
but that it was excessively bad to mat'6':^ the subject even of a 
jest.” 

“ I suppose it must have been,” sobbed Eleanor. “ And it 
seemed so earnest! ” 

Mr. Marlborough could have disclosed /io?ci earnest, had he 
chosen. In that interview in the salon with Rose, when he 
told her he was going away, he learnt how much she loved 
him. In the anguish of jjarting, Rose dropped words that 
sufficiently enlightened him—if he Ji.ad not been enlightened 
before, lie passed it all off as a jest; he* sr^id something to 
the effect that he had better take her with him to Gretn.a, all in 
jest, in simple folly: and he spoke in this light manner for 
• Rose’s sake : he would not sufTor her to think she had betrayed 
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her secret. \Vhat, then, was his astonishment when, in coming 
out of the permit oflice at night on the port, preparatory to 
stepping on board the boat, to see Rose! S/h- had taken hh 
uhirds seriously. IV’hat he would have done to save the' In'.at 
in liis dilemma—for he must inevitably have lost it while he 
escorted Rose back to Madame de Nino's—he did not know; 
but at that moment who should come up but Captain Darling. 
He gave the young lady into her bruther'.s cliarge, with a half¬ 
word of explanation ; and he never suinioscd but that Ro; e ha<l 
been safely lodged at school within the hour. Rut Mr. Marl- 
iiorough was a man who could kce|) his counsel on these 
particulars, even to Eleanor, and he did keep it. 

“Lot this be a warning to your wedded life, Eleanor,” ob¬ 
served Mrs. Seymour. “Never have any eonceahiunis from 
your husband. Had you frankly s,o(.ken to Mr. Marlborough 
of that first misdiiecUd lottir. which .seems to have been the 
])rimary cause of all th.e mischief, the edfair would have been 
cleared U|i at uiU e." 

“ It’s enough to make a man swear iie will ne\<.r use anolhef • 
cnveloiie,” cm laiined .Mr. Marlhoiough, with his old ha|>iy 
smile of love, “but you need not ha\e doubted nu', I'.loauor.” 

Meanwhile, where '.eas Ruse? .Mad.ime ile Nino, in the 
eleventh stage of despemtiun ;ind ijerple.Nity, 'elit leij times .a 
day to Captain Darling'.; lodgings: but he had di.s.ippeared 
also. Mam’selle I' iline, who of (oiirse came m tor the blame, 
alternately sobbed and scolded tdoud ; .and Adeline and Mary 
Carr felt sick witli the weight of the secret they were keeping. 
This slate of things, stornty within doors ns llie weather was 
withfnit, lasted for three da\ s and then Rose returned, est orted 
by her brother. ^ 

but wliat a slKickii.^ plib'kl was’in I Drenched with rain 
and Sea-water; clothes soaked and clinging loiind her; <juite 
prostrated with three days’ ye.i-siekness; lyin.g half-dead all 
that lime in a rolling tishiilg-smack, the wind blowing great 
gun., and she nearly ile.ul with friglit ; nolliing to eat and drink 
•o-t board but salt herrings and sour beer, eveti su]<i)0:,ing ;,he 
could have eaten at all!—no wonder Ro.se forgot Iter good 
mamier.s and told her brother he was a brute for taking her. 
Rose had happened to jhit 'on her best things, too : a wliite 
chip bonnet airri pearl-grey, damask dress. \'(ta should have 
seen them when 'she came in 1 

it was <iuite a mlsUike, Miss Carr and .VU line found, a. 
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trick, no doubt, played them purposely by Rose, and there had 
been no elopement at all, or thought of one: nothing but a 
three-days’ cruise round the coast with her brother, in the 
fishing-smack of some honest, rough, hard-working stulors 1 
Captain Darling made a thousand apologies to Madame dc 
Nino when he brought her home—the object that Rose pre¬ 
sented upon Ills handing her out of the coach!—and laid it 
all to the fault of that treacherous wind; which had kept 
them at sea three days, when he had only contemplated treat- 
mg her to a little excursion of an hour for tlie good of her 
heal til. 

Madame was a])peased at length, liut Mam’sclle Fifine is sore 
upon tlie pdint to this day. As she justly observed, there must 
have 1)cen something nut of the common amiss with that par¬ 
ticular fishing-boat. Grantctl the rough wind; but other boats 
made the ])orl fast enough, so why not that one? Rose could 
or would give no explanation, and was as sullen as a bear for 
a whole month. 

- And ere tliat month had well run its course, news came 
down from P.aris of tlie m.'irriage of George Marlborough and 
Miss Seymour. 



CHAPTER XL 

GEORGINA UEAUCLERC’S I/)VE. 

We must go to Crtstle Wafer. Isaac St John has his writing- 
table drawn to the open w’indow this mellow September day, 
and sits at it. Rut Ite is not writiivg^iiow. He lc.ans back in 
Ins padded chair, and the lines of thou^/t—of care—lie on his 
otherwise serene face. Care for Isaac St. John the recluse? 
Verily, yes; even for him. If we could live lives of utter 
isolation from our species, wc night escape it; otherwise, 
never. 

Looking at him now, his back buried in the soft chair, his 
face, so pleasant to the eye, turned rather upwards, and Iiis 
thin white hands resting listlessly, one on the elbow of the 
chair, one down on his knee, a stranger would have failed to 
detect anything amiss with the person of Isaac St John, or 
that it was not like other men’s. For the first forty years of 
..Isaac St. John’s existence, his days had been as one long, ever- 
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present mortification; that disfiguring hump and his sensitive¬ 
ness doing battle together. Why it should be so, I know not, 
but it is an indisputable fact, that where any defect of person 
exists, any deformity—two of the qualities pertaining‘to our 
nature exist in the mind in a supereminent degree, sensitive¬ 
ness and vanity, perhaps for the good of the soul, certainly to 
the marring of its peace. It has been so since the world 
began; it will be so to its ending. Isaac St. John was no 
exception. There never can be an cxccptiort; for this seems 
to be a law of nature. Kemcinber the club-foot of Byron, and 
what it did for him. This shrinking sensitiveness, far more 
than his health, had converted Mr. St. John into a hermit. It 
was terrible to him to go forth unto the gaze of his felloW-mcn, 
for—he carried his deformity with him. Now that he was 
advancing in years, growing onwards to be an old.man, the 
feeling was wearing off : the keen edge of the razor which h.id 
cut all ways was becoming .somewhat blunt; but it must ever 
remain with him in a greater or lesser degn'C. 

lie was not thinking of it now. It tvas when he was in tlfo» 
presence of others, or when making up his mind to go into 
their i)resence, that the defect was so painfully present to him. 
As he sat there, his brow knit with its lines, two things were 
troubling him: the one we.s a real, tangible care, JJie other 
was only a jjerplexity. 

Ilis own mother h.ad lived to bring him uj); and how she 
Isad cherished and loved her unfortunate son, the only heir to 
tl'.e broad Lands of the St. Johns, that son’s liearl ached even 
now to think of. At the .time she died, he wished he could 
die also; his ha]>pie.st thoughts now were .spent in her remem¬ 
brance ; his most com^aitif^ moments those when he lost him¬ 
self in the anticipaftbn of the meeting that awaited them 
hereafter. He was a growij-up man, getting old it almost 
seemed to his lonely heart/when the little half-brother was 
born, the only issue of hit father’s second marri.age. How 
l.s.iac .St, John took to this little baby, loved it, fondled it, 
.played with it, he might have been half ashamed to tell in 
words. The boy had been his; as his own ; since the death 
of their father, he had been his sole care; and now that boy, 
grown to manhood, xvas going the w'ay of the world and bring¬ 
ing trouble int» Kls home. No very great .and irremediable 
trouble yet: buf enough to pain and worry ihe sensitive heart 
that so loved him. 
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As if to compensate for the'malformation of the one brother, 
the other was gifted with almost surpassing beauty. The good 
looks of I’rcderick St. John had become a proverb in the gay 
world.' But these flivourcd sons of men are beset by tempta¬ 
tions in an unusual degree, and perhaps they m.ay not be much 
the better for the beauty in the long-run. Had Frederick St. 
John been less high-principled by nature; or been less carefully 
and prayerfully trained by his brother Isaac, things might have 
been a great dekl worse with him than they were. He had not 
parted with honour, but he had parted with money; a hand¬ 
some patrimony which he had succeeded to when he became 
of age, was mortgaged thick and threefold, and Mr. Frederick 
was deej) in debt and emljarr.assment. 

Mr. St. John glanced tow.'irds some letters lying on his table. 
The letters had brought the trouble to him. . It would seem as 
if Frederick’s affairs had in some way come to a .sudden crisi.s, 
for these letters, three of tliem, had all arrived in the course of 
the past week. They were ugly letters from ugly creditors 
■ a'.sking him to pay them ; .and until tlicir reception Mr. St. John 
had not possessed any knowledge of the st.ato of aflams. He 
had belicveil I'lederick to be in the h.abit of getting rid of a 
great deal more money than he had need to do; but he h.ad 
not glanced at debt, or embarrassment. It had so completely 
upset him—a little thing did that in his delicate health—that 
for a day and a night he was incapable of action; he could 
only nurse his pain. Then ho sent answers to the parties, 
saying that the matters should be e.Kamined into; and he wrote 
to Frederick, who was in London, to come to him without 
delay. He was waiting for him; the senses of his ears were 
opened now, listening for his footstttpa-; -he was growing anxious 
.and weary, for Frederick might have resytonded to the c.all on 
the past d.ay. i 

That was the trouble. The oi.her care mentioned, the per¬ 
plexity, reg.arded his little cousinhat Alnwick. He had jjro- 
mised George Carleton St. John (as you may remember) to 
take means of ascertaining whether Benja was well done by,, 
happy, and cared for by his step-mother; but now that it came 
to action, Isa,ac .St. John did not cpaitc see Jiow he was to set 
about it. Something he must do; for the. promise lay on his 
conscience: and he was, of all men, the mbsC conscientious. 
Mr. C.arleton St. John had died in May; it was now Sep¬ 
tember; and Isaac knew little or nothing of the alifixirs at 
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Alnwick. He had corresponded a little with Mrs. Carlcton 
St. John in the intervals of his own illness—for he had hecn 
seriously ill twice this sinnmcr; at the lime of the dealh, and 
for some time after it, and again in July—and he had addressed 
two letters to Benja, simple letters fit for a child, and de.sircd 
that that young gentleman would answer him by tleputy. Some¬ 
body had scrawled these answers, jrrobably the nurse, or guideil 
Benja’s fingers to*do it. “lie was very well, and Brave was 
very well, and he th.ankcd his gardian, Mr. Saint John, for 
writcing to him, and he hop|icd he was very well, and he sent 
his love.” This did not tell Mr. St. John much; and tlie in¬ 
voluntary thought crossed him that had Benja been her own 
child Mrs. St. John might herself have heljied him with the 
answers. 

He had therefore been making up his mind to go over to 
Alnwick, much as he disliked to show himself amidst elrangers. 
But for this news concerning Ihederiek whh h h.id so troubled 
him, and the espected arrival of his brotlier. he would have 
been already away ; but now he bail ))Ut it off lor a day i-r two.* 
'I’his was Tuesday; and he thought, if all went well, and 
Frederick came today, he should go on 'I'liursd.iy. It was 
not the loss of the money that brought care to Is.iac .St. John ; 
his coffers were deep; but the great fear that this yming man, 
dear to him as ever son could be to fath.er, might be falling 
into e\dl. 

He was aroused from thought by the entrance of his atten¬ 
dant, Mr. Brumni. The master of Castle Wafer looke ! uj; 
wistfully : he had thought it might be another entering. 

“ Will you have luncheon brought in here to-day, sir, or take 
it with IMrs. St. Johij, fltBTOidy^Vnne?” 

“Oh, I don’t know”—andjthe sweet voice bore its sound ol 
we.'triness. “I will take it lyth them to-day, 1 think, Biumm: 
they say I neglect them, j/it one o’clock ?” . 

“ Hard upon it, sir.” 

Mr. St. John rose. Ah, how changed from the delii .ale f.eed 
' man whose defects of form had been hidden I 'l i e hump was 
ail too conspicuous now'. 

Passing out of the room, he crossed the inner h.dl, so 1 eauts- 
fulwith its soft rctf>c-colourcd hue.s, its tesselakd ])avei;ient, and 
opened a door, on the other side, where luncheon was laid. 
Two ladies entered almost at the same moment. 'The one was 
a tail, fine, still elegant woman, not much older than Mr. fit. 
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John himself, though she stood to him in the relation of step¬ 
mother; the other was an orphan daughter of the highest 
branch of the St. John family, the Lady Anne: a nice-looking 
girl of two or three and twenty, with dark-brown eyes and a 
pointed chin. Castle Wafer belonged exclusively to Isaac St 
John; but his step-mother frequently resided at it. The utmost 
good-feeling and courtesy existed between them; and Frederick, 
her only son, and his half-brother, was the Imk that drew them 
together. Mrs.’St John never stayed there in the character of 
visitor: Isaac would not allow it: but as its undisputed mistress. 
At these times, however, he lived a good deal in his own rooms. 
She had been there about a month now, and had brought with 
her this young cousin. Lady Anne. It had been, a cherished 
project in the St. John family, that Lady Anne St. John should 
become the wife of Frederick. All wished it. The relatives on 
both sides wished it: they were several degrees removed from 
each other in relationship, she was an heiress, he would inherit 
Castle Wafer: altogether it was very suitable. But the parties 
•themselves—were they anxious for the tie? Ah, less was known 
about that. 

Mrs. St. John gave an c.\clamation of pleasure, for the sight 
of her step-son amidst them was somewhat rare. He shook 
hands witJi her, and then Anne St. John came merrily up to 
be kissed. She was very fond of Isaac, and he of her. Nearly 
the only friend he had had in life, as these men of rare minds 
count friendship, had been the e.arl, Anne’s father. 

“Mrs. St. John,” he said, as they were at table, Brumm alone 
being in the room in attendance on his master, for sometimes 
the merest trifle of exertion, even the lifting of a plate, the . 
fdling of a glass, was a trouble Jo will you believe that 

I am contemplating a journey ? " r 

“ A journey! You, Isaac ! ” e? claimed-Lady Anne. “ Is it 
a drive round the farm in your lorh carriage ? ” 

“ It is a longer journey than thaw It will take me five or six 
hours’ hard posting, with good roads and four good horses.” 

. “ Oh, Isaac! How can you continue to travel post when » 
you can take the railway ? ” 

“ I do not like the railway,” said Isaac, quietly. 

“Well, I hope you will find relays: I ti^ought all the old 
posting horses were dead and buried.” 

“ I have not found any difficulty yet, Anne. Brumm sends 
on to secure them.” 
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“ But wluye are you going, Isaac ? ’’ asked Mrs. St. John. 

“To Alnwick. I think I ought to go,” continued Isaac, 
speaking in his grave, earnest, thoughtful manner. “ Poor 
George left his partly in my charge, as you know; hut 
what with ill-health, and my propensity to shut myself up, 
which gets harder to break through every year, I have allowed 
too long a time to elapse without seeing him. It has h«run to 
lie upon my conscience: and whenever a thing does I 
can’t rest until I take steps to remedy it.” 

“1’he little boy is in his own home with his mother^ 
obseiwed Mrs. St. John. “ He is sure to be all right.” 

“ I do not fear that he is not I should be very much sur¬ 
prised to find that he is not But that probable fact does not 
remove from me the responsibility of ascertaining it. I think 
I shall go on Thursday, and return on h'riday.” 

“ H.OW' dull we shall be without you,” said Lady Anno. 

Mr. St. John smiled, and raised his soft dark eyes to hers. 
The fingers of one thin hand had been wandering amidst the 
crumbs of his bread, putting them into circles or s(iuares: h* 
habit of his when he talked .at table, though i)erhai>s an un¬ 
conscious one. He did not cat much, and had generally 
finished hmg before others. 

“I hope, Anne, you and Mrs. St John will have some one 
here by 'I’hursda)-, who will be a more effectual remedy for 
dulncss than 1 c<juld be at my best. Mrs. St John, 1 am ex¬ 
pecting rre<lerick.” 

“ Oh ! ” The mother’s heart leaped within her; the bright 
flush of expectancy rose t» her check; a fair and soft cheek 
still, for all her fifty years. “When?” 

“ I hope he will be '--iivf eVdi^'. I think he may even h.ave 
come by this morning’s traiiV I wish to sec him on a little 
matter of business, and havf/ written to him to come down. 
Arc you glad, Anne?” 

“ 1 am more glad than I dan tell you,” was the warm, eager 
answer. “ I wish he could be here always.” 

• Ah, Isaac St John, why th.at inward glow of satisfaction at 
the words ? Are you so little skilled in the signs of love as not 
to read them more correctly ? Don’t you know that if there 
were any love, of ^ic sort you have been hoja'ng, in that fair 
girl’s heart, sheTftjuld go b.y the rules of contrary, and protest 
that it was a matter of perfect indifference to her whether Mr. 
Frederick came or not? There is no blush on her cheek; 
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there is no faltering in her tone: wliy should you cleeeive 
yourself? 

The surmise was correct; Frederick St. John had come 
down by the morning’s express train. You may see him as he 
walks out of the station at Lexington; it is that tall, slender, 
aristocratic man, with dark hair, p.ale refined features, and eyes 
of the deepest blue. The people at the station touch their hats 
to him and smile a greeting, and he smiles and nods at them in 
return, kindly, genially, as if he really thapked them for their 
welcome. There was neither he.artlessness nor hypocrisy in 
Frederick St John: he was a true gentleman at heart 

“Would you like a fly, sir? I don’t see any carriage come 
down for you.” 

“No, thank you, Williams. I prefer walking such a day as 
thi.s. Is Mr. St John well, do you happen to know?” 

“ As well as usual, I think, sir,” was the man’s reply, who 
drove his own fly. “ He walked through the fields to church 
on Sunday. The ladies came in the basket-carriage.” 

, < “ What a fine harvest you have had ! ” 

“ beautiful, sir. Couldn’t be better. My little stock of 
com never was finer.” 

“ by the way, WilHams, I had a portmanteau somewhere in 
the train; the guard put it out, 1 sui)i>ose. You can bring it 
up if you like.” 

“ Th.ank you, sir.” 

Frederick St. John walked on. Striking into a path on the 
left, he continued liis way through the fields, and came in due 
course to the back of the Rectory. I'roin thence the way was 
through the cultivated grounds, the lovely gardens of Castle 
Wafer: the whole way being not f»«>aii,more than a mile and 
a half, by the highway it was'a/^ood diitd longer. 

Seated under a projecting roc^, a sketch-book and pencils 
lying beside her, was one of tlnAfairest girls ever seen. She 
was reading. Going out to skctai, that mellow day, she had 
yielded to idleness (as she often did), and was passing the 
time in reading, instead of working. She was the Dean of 
Westerbury’s niece, Sarah beauclerc: and the dean w.os wont 
to tell her thiit she should not take a book with her when she 
went out to sketch. It might come to the same thing, so far 
as working went, she would answer in her'^iadependence: if 
she did not read, she might only sit and dream. But the dean 
was not at the Rectory just now : only his wife, daughter, and 
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liVece. This young lady’s home had been with Uieni since the 
death of her mother, the Lady Sarah Bcauclcrc; her father 
was in India. 

The soft bloom mantled in Sarah Beauclerc’s cheeks* wlicn 
slie saw who had turned tlic corner and was upon her. His 
appearance took her by surprise : neither she nor :iny one else 
had known that he was coming. She put down her book and 
was about to rise: but he laid h.i.s liand upon her anti sat 
down on the bench bc.side her. He ke[)t her hand in his : he 
saw the blushes on her cheeks ; and that her eyes fell beneath 
the gaze of his own. 

But the liking between them was not destined to go on to 
love: though indeed on her iiart, and perhaps also on liis, the 
feeling had been very like love once. In her beh.aviour to 
liim she had been a finished cotjuette : //<’ set it down to 
caprice, to a want of real aft'cction for him ; in reality it grew 
out of her love. She believed that, come what would, lie was 
to marry Lady Anne St. John; she believed that he accepted 
the destiny, though he might not be unwilling to amuse himsciT* 
before he entered on it: and, one moment she had been gentle, 
tender, yielding, in obedience to her secret love ; the next she 
would be cold, repelling, the very essence of scorn. This had 
partially worked his cure; but in a meeting-like thg jiresenl, 
coming suddenly u]ion her in .all lur beauty, the old feelings 
would rise again in his heart. Ah ! how different might things 
have been in this life for one other woman, had S;\rah lleau- 
clerc only known the real stale of affairs between him and 
I-ady Anne! 

but she still ret.dned enough of the jiast feeling to be con¬ 
fused—confused in mannci’iA^mind. She put fiuestions as 
to his imexpec:ted appearance,pot hearing one syllable of the 
answers ; and Frederick St. detected the secret joy, and 
his \'oice grew more low and Wilder as he bent oyer her, and a 
smile, than which e.arth could possess nothing sweeter, sat on 
his lijis. Perhaps even now, had he remained at Castle Wafer 
i—but of what use speculating upon what might have been ? 

“ I think you are glad to see me, .Sarah."’ 

One flash of answering avowal, and then ib.c lovely con¬ 
sciousness on the face fad«d, the light of love died out of it; 
it grew hard, satifical, half, angry. 'I'hat slm should so have 
betrayed herself I' She raised her head, and looked out straight 
before her from the depths of her cold light blue eyes. 
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“ We are glad to see any one in this lonely Resort, whei'e 
the only gentleman of degree is Mr. St. John. Not but that 
I would rather see him than many others. Did you leave 
London this morning ? ” 

Frederick St. John dropped the hand and rose. 

“ I shall never understand you, Sarah. Yes, I left it this 
morning. Where’s Georgina? She mil be glad to welcome 
me, if you are not” 

“There’s one will be glad to welcome you at Castle Wafer,” 
she rejoined, laughing now, but the laugh so<Inded cold and 
cheerless. “ Lady Anne has been wishing for you for some 
time.” 

“ Yes, I think she has. I must go on now. I shall see you 
again, no doubt, by-and-by.” 

He hastened on his way, utterly unconscious that a pair of 
eyes, more lovely than those he had been gazing on, behind 
the grove of trees, had been unintentional witnesses to the 
interview. Georgina Beauclerc had been strolling about when 
'she saw his approach through the trees. She was the dean’s 
daughter—a lithe, active girl of middle height with a pleasing, 
piquant, rather saucy face, these wide-oj)en grey-blue eyes, 
light-brown hair, and a healthy blood mantling under the sun¬ 
burnt skin of the dimpled cheeks—a daring, wild, independent 
young lady, but one all truth and ingenuousness; and that is 
saying a very great deal in these days of most detestable arti- 
ficialty. Georgina had no end of faults, but Dr. Beauclerc 
knew her heart, and he would not have exchanged his daughter 
for any girl in the world. 

She, Georgina Beauclerc, hiid looked ori from between the 
trees, all her veins throbbing, .h'T^tilses be.iting. A stronger, 
a purer, a more enduring love ^cver made glad the heart of 
woman, than this one th.at fifed Georgina Beauclcrc’s for 
Frederick St. John, To hear h^ step was rapture ; to touch 
his hand was as a ray of that umorgiven fire “filched for us 
from heaven > ” to see him thus unexpectedly was as if the 
whole earth had become suddenly flooded with a brilliant,, 
rose-coloured light.. But, even as she watched that other 
meeting with her cousin, the sharp pain—often enough felt 
there before—seized her hc.art, the leaving l^t faded from her 
face, and her lips paled with anguish. Olrieen, discerning 
faculties, she had seen all along that it was not from Lady 
Anne danger was to be feared, but from Sarah herself. A 
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faint, low ci% as of a bird in pain, escaped her as she watched 
the meeting, and drank in its signs. 

Did anything in the w'orld ever run so crookedly as i/iis 
course of love ? Every one—uncles, aunts, guardians—wanted 
Frederick St. John to wed Lady Anne. Frederick did not 
want to marry her at all; did not intend to marry her; and 
she, on her part, hoped to marry some one else. But that was 
a secret not yet to be brcatlied to the world; Frederick alone 
sh.ired it; and if things came to a crisis he intended to take 
on himself the 'whole onus of declining the match, and so 
spare Anne. They understood each otlrer perfectly ; and that 
is more than can be s.aid for any other two actors in our story. 
Nothing so very crooked there, you will s.ay ; but look a little 
further. Georgina loved Frederick St. John with her whole 
he.art; and he never gave a thought to her. He must have 
known of her love; there had been things to rcvc.il it to 
him—trifles in the past; but he passed her by, and felt all too 
inclined to give his love to her cousin. .She, Sarah, could 
have m.adc him her heart’s resting-place, ah ! how willingly*!* 
but her head was filled ever with Lady Anne, and she met his 
incipient love with scorn. It was curing him, as I h.ave told 
you; but if the whole truth could have been laid bare, the 
lives of some of them would have been widely differtyit. 

Georgina was obliged to come forth from her hiding-place, 
for his path lay through the shrubbery, and he injist have seen 
her. Her colour went and came fitfully as she held out her 
hand; her bosom heaved beneath the thin summer dress, a 
flowing robe of muslin, adorned with blue ribbons. Her large 
straw iial was hanging from her arm ; and she began to talk 
freely and wildly—anythihg't^-tfl cover her agitation. Their 
intercourse was familiar as that of brother and sister, for they 
had been intimate from childl-pod. 

“ Well, Georgia! In the w.irs as usual, I sfc, amidst the 
brambles.” 

He pointed to her robe, and she caught it up; a long 
bramble was trailing to it. 

“It is your fault, sir. Hearing a strange voice, I c.ime 
through the thorns to see who fnight be the intruder. What a 
strange, flighty way you lihve got into ! Coming down by fits 
and starts, wheirno one expects you ! We heard you were olT 
to Finland, or some oihef of those ttgreeable spots. You’ll 
frighten Castle Wafer into fits.” 

. St. Maitio's Eve. 
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“Wrong, young lady. Castle Wafer sent for me." 

“ That’s one of your stories,” politely returned Georgina. “ I 
.was at Castle Wafer after breakfast this morning, and Mrs. St. 
John was regretting that you did not come down this autumn; 
some one else also, I think, though she did not say it.” 

He looked down at her as she spoke. There were times 
when he thought she divined- the truth as regarded himself and 
Lady Anne St. John. 

“ I wonder,” she coiitinued, “ that you have kept away so 
long.” 

“ How is the dean ? ” 

“ He is not here—only mamma. Tell me; what has brought 
you down ? ” 

“ I have told you. I was sent for.” 

«]jy-» 

“ Isaac. You are as curious as ever, Georgina. But now, 
can you tell me 7 C>//y I am sent for; for that is a puzzle to me. 
I fear-” 

-' He stopped suddenly. Miss Beauclerc raised her eyes to his 
face. Tliere was a shade of uneasiness in his tones, as if he 
were ill at ease. 

“I know nothing about it,” she answered, earnestly. “I 
did not even know you were sent for. I would tell you if I did 
know.” 

He nodded an acknowledgment, courteously enough, but 
very abstractedly, as if he thought little of Georgina or of any¬ 
thing she could tell him, and walked on alone, never once 
looking b.ack. She leaned her forehead against a tree, and 
gazed after him j her wild love shining forth from her yearning 
blue eyes ; her whole heart lonrbig to call after him ere he 
should be quite beyond view, eind the day’s sunshine have 
gone out in darkness: “ Oh, stay with me, my love! stay 
with me! ” 

He went on to the house, straight into the presence of Isaac, 
who was then in his own room, and learnt why he had been 
summoned. That his embarrassments would, of necessity, 
become known to his brother .some time, he had entertained 
no shadow of doubt; but he w.as one of those high-bred, 
honourable men who look upon debt" as little less than crime; 
and now that the moment had come, it brd&ght him terrible 
mortification. 

“ I have no excuse to offer,” he said. “ But do not think 
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worse of me tban you can help. Not one shilling of it has gone 
in dishonour.” 

That he spoke the truth Isaac knew, and his heart went out 
to him—him whom he had ever loved as a son. 

“ I will set you straight, only be more cautious in future,” he 
said, never speaking, in his generosity, one word of reproach. 
"And, Frederick, this had better be kept from your mother. It 
would pain her, and perhaps alarm Anne. Don’t you think it 
is time you married ? There’s nothing to wait for, I’m sure— 
I fancy at least—that Anne is ready. ” 

And Frederick St. John, bound by a ])romisc to Lady Anne, 
did not speak out openly, as he might have done, but evaded 
the question. 

On the following Thursday, in the long, low room at the 
Rectory, its windows opening to the lawn, sat Sarah Beauclerc, 
practising a piece of difficult music. She and her cousin were 
contrasts. The one, cold, calm, calculating, did things by rule j 
the other did all by imijulse, and could not be cold if she tried. 
Sarah was the least in the world artilicial; Georgina was too 
natural. 

Mrs. Beauclerc, thin and discontented-looking as of yore, the 
red tip of her nose growing redder year by year, sat at the 
French window of the room, talking to Georgina. Georgina, in 
a clear pink muslin dress, with open lace sleeves on her pretty 
wrists, stood just outside the window. She was jtartly listening 
to her mother,—as much as she ever did listen to Mrs. Beau- 
clerc’s grumblings,—partly humming to herself the ]hece tliat 
Sarah was playing, as her eyes wandered wistfully, far far out in 
the distance, seeking one wlnJi’hd not come. 

"What are you looking at?’‘ iVIrs. Beauclerc suddenly asked 
in sliarp tones. " You never pay attention to me, Georgina.” 

" I thought—I thought—” and thoiigh the answer was given 
with hesitation, she spoke the straightforward truth —“ 1 thought 
I stiw I'Vcderick St. John. Some one was there, but he lias 
^turned away again, whoever it was. What do you want to say, 
mamma ? ” 

“ Mrs. St. John and Anne partly promised to come in and 
dine with us, sa//s ceranotlie, this evening. I want you to go 
and ask them whether they, are really coming.” 

She stepped gaily over the threshold into the room, all he?* 
inertness gone. The short secluded walk through the private 
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grounds would be charming enough on that warm autumrt dayj 
but had it been one of stones and brambles, Georgina had 
deemed it Eden, with the prospect of /its presence at the end 
of it.' She halted for a moment to ask a question; to ask it 
indifferently, as if it were of no moment to her, and she tossed 
her handkerchief carelessly about as she spoke it.” 

“ Is Frederick to come with them ? ” 

“ Dear me, Georgina! Tr he to come! He can come if he 
likes.” 

Absorbed in her music, Sarah Beauclerc had heard nothing 
of this. Georgina came in again with her bonnet on. “ Sarah, 
_ I am going up to Castle AV'afer. Will you come ? ” 

The light of assent shone all too eagerly for a moment in 
Sarah’s eyes; but she recollected her resolution—to forgel —and 
declined. 

“Not this morning.” 

“Very well,” said Georgina, “Don’t say 1 didn’t ask you. 
You said so once before, if you remember, Sarah, and a great 
• 'passion you were in.” 

Sarah Ileauclerc’s liji curled. “ I don’t think I was ever in a 
passion in my life. It is only the uncontrolled, the ill-regulated, 
who so forget themselves.” 

“ I wQuld rather go into a good hearty passion and get it over, 
than be cold as an icicle. AVhat a passion I once put Fred St. 
John into! ’’.added Georgina, half losing herself in the remem¬ 
brance. “ He can be passionate, if you like! ” 

“ I don’t believe it” 

“Z>M-believe it, then,” equably returned Georgina, “ I have 
seen him in more rages than one. It’s not a thing to forget, I 
can tell you. He is swcet-teu)i>/;red in ordinary life j ay, very; 
but on rare occasions he can |ie roused. Ask Mrs. St John; 
ask Anne.” ’ 

She stepped out from the window, nodding to Mrs. Beauclerc, 
who was now at a distance bending over her favourite flower¬ 
bed, and pursued her walk. 

Suddenly a butterfly crossed her path j she was then getting 
near to Castle Wafer. It was one of those beautiful insects, its 
wings purple and gold; and Georgina, no better than a butter¬ 
fly herself and variable as one, began to give chase to it. In 
turning suddenly the comer of a hedge of variegated evergreens, 
She came upon a stranger. 

Springing back as one startled, her heart beat a shade quicker. 
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Not that there was anything particularly to startle her, except 
that he was unknown, and that he stood in a. stealthy attitude. 
He wore a rather remarkable hat, inasmuch as its crowp was 
higher than those of ordinary hats and went tapering oflT in 
sugar-loaf fashion; his clothes were shabby-genteel. Altogether 
he put Georgina in mind of the portrait of Mc])histophcles, as 
represented on the cover of one of her jiieccs of music. 

He had been bending forward, peering throiigh the trees at 
Castle AV'afer; the position he held commanded full view of 
the front of the house. But he apjicared cciually startled with 
Miss Bcauclcrc, at being interrupted, glided away, and was lost 
to view. 

“ What a strange-looking man 1 ” exclaimed Georgina. “ And 
what was he doing there? I’erhaps wanting to take a ]ihoto- 
graph of Castle Wafer 1 That tall hat must have been the one 
I saw from our house.” 

She emerged from the sheltered path, crossed the lawn, 
step))cd over the terrace, and into the drawing-room. 
fomilies were too intimate to stand on any sort of ceremony ‘ 
with each other, and as frequently entered e.ach other’s houses 
in this manner as by the more formal doorway. 'J’he room 
was empty, but almost immediately l'’rederick St. John c.amc 
into it • 

His eye fell upon her for a moment only, and she c.aught the 
half-wistful, half-eager glance that went roaming round in search 
of another. 

“ Arc you alone ? ” he asked, as he shook hands w’ith her. 
“Sarah is not with me,’’was the petulant answer. It was 
utterly impossible to Georgma Bcauclerc not to betray her 
moods: and none but herself knew how cruel was the pain 
ever rankling in her heart “ But I did not come to pay a 
visit to you,” she went on pointedly. “ Where’s Mr. St. John ? ” 

“ He has gone out, and will not be back until.to-morrow.” 
She had only asked the question in that listless fashion that 
requires no answer. The answer, however, aroused her surprise. 
•Isaac St John gone out until to-morrow ! 

“ He left this morning for Alnwick,” said Frederick. “ He 
has gone to see his little ward, Bcnja St John. A long 
journey, for he is posting.’ Did you want him, Georgina ? ” 
“No; I came.to see Mrs. St Johii. Mamma supposes she 
and Anne remember their engagement to tome in this after¬ 
noon and remain to dinner. Will you come also ? ” 
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“ Is it a dinner-party ? 

“A dinner-party here! Don’t expect that. You may find 
nothing but mutton,” she added, with a laugh. “ It’s ourselves 
only. Will you come ? ” 

“ I think not, Georgie. Perhaps, though: I’ll see between 
now and dinner-time.” 

He stepped out without further word or look. Ah, it needed 
not his coldness of manner to convince Georgina Beauclerc 
how utterly indifferent she was to him ! Lady Anne came in, 
and she began laughing and talking as though there were not 
such a thing as misplaced love in the world. In a few minutes 
Georgina left again, bearing Mrs. St. John’s message of accept¬ 
ance of the invitation. As she was walking leisurely along she 
caught sight of hrederick in the distance. He was standing still, 
app.arently examining something in his hand. Georgina’s quick 
thought wondered whether it was the beautiful butterfly of 
purple and gold. Suddenly, in this same moment, as she looked, 
she saw the strange man go rather swiftly up to him and touch 
him on the shoulder. 

She saw Frederick St. John wheel round; she saw him fling 
the man’s arm off with a haughty gesture. And after a few 
minutes’ parleying, during which the man showed him a paper 
—minutes of hesitation as it seemed, for Mr. St. John looked 
about him as a man uncertain of his course—they finally 
walked away together. Georgina went home wondering. 

Mrg. St. John and Lady Anne came in about four o’clock, 
bringing their work with them. Lady Anne was making a 
collection of ferns, and she began tloing something to a dried 
leaf with water and a sponge. Mrs. St John and Mrs. Beau- 
clcrc were each knitting a soft'^.rdollcn counterpane of divers 
colours, and began comparing progress. 

“ Where’s Frederick ? ” asked Mrs. Beauclerc. “ Is he not 
coming ? ” ■ 

“I don’t know where he is,” cried Mrs. SL John, in quick 
tones and looking up, as thwigli the question recalled some¬ 
thing to her recollection. “ We have seen nothing of him since' 
the morning, and just now I received a pencilled note from him, 
saying he might not be in until to-night, or perhaps not at all, 
if he found his business detained him very late.” 

“ Has he gone to Lexington ? ” 

“ We don’t know where he has gone. But it is very strange 
he should go out for any length of time, without mentioning it 
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to me. The note was not dated, and the servants said a strange 
boy brought it. So very thoughtless of Frederick, to go out 
in this flighty manner! .\nne was dreaming of him this 
afternoon.” 

“ Dreaming of him ! " ropc.itcd Afrs. Beauclerc. 

lady .-\nne laughed. “Mrs. St. John insisted at the time 
that I was dreaming,” she said. “ ^Ve drove out in the pony- 
carriage after luncheon, and on passing the Harley Mow, I 
could have declared that 1 saw Frederick at orte of the upjrer 
windows. But when we drew closer he had turned into a 
strange man in a tall hat. I suppose I must have been 
thinking of him, and so fancied it; or else the sun, which was 
full in my face, caused the mistake. Georgina, what is the 
matter ? ” 

It was time to a.sk. Georgina Beauclerc was standing as 
one transfi.ved. She was as clever a girl at jnifting two and 
two together as could well he found; and the whole niystery 
seemed to suddenly clear itself. Very rapidly she drew 
her conclusions^ Frederick St. John had been arrested fdr» 
debt, and the man was keeping him prisoner at the Barley 
Mow! 

A mist gathered before her sight: her heart sank within her. 
Georgina had long known that he was in some tyinpor.ary 
embarra-ssment; it came to her knowledge through an in¬ 
cautious word of his own ; and she had cherislicd the 
knowledge as a secret link between them. But she had not 
suspected this, and it came uj)on her with a crushing fear. 

She burst into l.aughter,/cw the question of Lady .Anne re¬ 
called her to herself, making some evasive e.xcuse. She would 
h.ave died rather than betr.ly'hiin. 

“ I know,” she said. “ He has gone over to Le.vington to 
.avoid dining with so many women. You could not expect him 
to st.iy for us, Mrs. St. John.” 

“Very true, my dear; the same thought had occurred to 
me,” was the satisfied answer. “ But I don't see why he .should 
• hint at not coming home to sleep.” 

“There may be a thousand things to detain him,” said 
Georgina, throwing back her pretty head, as if to cool the 
fever crimsoning her chdeks. “And who knows but he m.ay 
have gone on to Sir John Ingram’s? I made lam so mad one 
d.'iv last year, teasing him about that gawi.y Jane Ingram! 
Mamma nearly boxed my ears for it.” 
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Watching her opportunity, Georgina stole away, snatched 
her hat and a garden mantle from the peg in the hall, and went 
out Where was she going, this wild girl? Need you ask? 
In hef impulsive, free, careless fashion, she was hastening to 
the Barley Mow, to see Frederick St John. 

It sounds very bad, no doubt to the reader’s ears. The 
name of the “ Barley Mow ” itself would be enough to alarm 
modest people, without the gentleman. But in this quiet little 
spot, the Barley Mow was as sedate and respectable a house 
to enter as any private one; and Georgina had many a time 
gone into it with Dr. Beauclerc to sit ten minutes with one of 
its daughters, who had been an invalid for years. 

She went flying onwards, and gained the door in a few 
minutes. The landlord, a respectable, simple old yeoman, in 
a yellow waistcoat and top-boots, who was a farmer as well as 
an innkeeper, met her at the entrance. 

“ Mary ain’t quite so well, miss,” he began, more hastily than 
he was in the habit of speaking. “ She’s lying down. I’m 
.afeared I can’t ask you to go up this .afternoon.” 

“ I have not come to see her,” returned Georgina, ignoring 
ceremony. “ Is Mr. Frederick St. John here ?” 

The man seemed taken back. He might not admit it ; he 
could not conscientiously deny it; and he only stared by way 
of answer. 

“I know he is here,” said Georgina. “You need not 
hesitate,” 

“ Well, miss, he is here, and that’s the truth. But I mightn’t 
say it.” 

“I want to see him,” she continued,’ walking into the 
family parlour, then vacant. “ Ask him to come to me.” 

It appeared th.at he could not come without his attendant in 
the curious hat, for when Mr. St. John, who came down imme¬ 
diately, entered the room, that gentleman’s hat and head 
appeared over his shoulder. Very haughtily Mr. St. John 
w.aved him off, and closed the door to shut him out 

“ Georgina, what brings you here ? ” 

“ How did it happen ? ” she asked eagerly’. “ Are you really 
arrested?” 

“ Really and truly,” he said, speaking in. a tone of hauteur 
that perhaps veiled a feeling of bitter mortification. “ The 
marvel docs not lie in that, but in how you came to know 
of it” 
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• “ I guessed it,” said Georgina. 

“ Guesst’d '\\.! ” 

She quietly told him the whole from the beginning: her 
meeting with the man in the morning, the news MVs. St. 
John brought about the note, the fancied view of l.ady Anne. 

“ The truth seemed to come over me in a moment,” she 
concluded. “ 1 knew you were arrested; I was sure it was 
nothing else. And I ran all the way here to ask if I can do 
anything for you. I saw by the note that you dare not tell 
Mrs. St. John.” 

“ Dare is not quite the word, Georgina. If I can spare her 
I will do so, for I know it would grieve her cruelly. 'I’hc 
affair would not have been the trouble of a (luartcr-of-an-hour, 
but for Isaac’s being away. Things always do happen by 
contnarics.” 

“ You think he would—he would—w'hat could he have 
done ? ” she asked, her anxious face and its earnest eyes turned 
up to him. 

“ He would have paid the claim and set me free. As it is,» 
nothing can be done until he comes home to-morrow.” 

“ How much is the claim ? ” 

Frederick St John drew in his lips. “It is amidst the 
hundreds. Nay, how scared you look! It was a clever trick, 
their sending the fellow dowai here after me.” 

“ Who is he ?” asked Georgina, lowering her voire, with an 
instinctive conviction that the individual in (jucstion was rather 
near the outside of the door. 

“He’s nobody,” was tjie rejily. “But, ncverthless, he is 
master of me just now, by virtue of the law. He considers 
himself a model of consideration and benevolence, and will 
expect me to acknowledge it substantially: otherwise he would 
have taken me off pretty quickly.” 

“Where to?” 

“ To—it is an ugly word, Georgina—prison.” * 

“ Oh ! But you will stoj) that, won’t you ? ” 

“ Isaac will. The annoying part of the business is, that he 
should be away just this day of all days. It is rather singular, 
too, considering that he is at home from year’s end to year’s 
end. There’s no help for it, however, and here I must stop 
until he does return, hiding myself like a mouse, lest I should 
be seen, and the'news carried to my mother.’’ 

“ Can’t I help you?—can’t I do anything for you?” 
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“ Thank you always, Georgina. You are a good little girl, 
after all No, nothing.” 

She pouted her pretty lips. 

“ Except keep the secret And go home again as soon as 
possible. What would your mamma say if she knew you had 
come ? ” he asked. 

“ Scold me for a week. Will Mr. St John be home early 
to-morrow ? ” 

“ I wish I knew. Any time, I suppose, from midday up to 
night AVc must set some one to watch for him. He is post¬ 
ing, and therefore goes and comes the upper road, not passing 
here. I dare not send a note to Castle Wafer to await his 
arrival, for my mother, seeing ray handwriting, would inevit¬ 
ably open it; neither can I entrust the matter to any of the 
servants to inform their master: they might make a mystery of 
it, and so bring it in that way to the cars of my mother. Be¬ 
sides, to tell the truth, I don’t care that the servants should 
know of it. Brumm alone would be safe, and he is with his 
.master.” 

“Entrust it to me,” said Georgina, eagerly. “Let me 
manage it for you. 1 will take care to tell Mr. St. John the 
moment of his aiaival. If I can’t see him. I’ll tell Brumm.” 

Mr. St. John paused a minute. The proposal certainly 
solved a difficulty. 

“ But I don’t like you to do this, Georgina,” he said, follow¬ 
ing out his thoughts. 

“Iw'/7/ do it,” she answered, the colour mantling to her 
cheeks. “ You can’t prevent me now.” 

He smiled at her eagerness; he saw how' pleasant it was to 
her to serve him. She laid her hand on the door to depart. 

“ Be it so, Georgina. .1 shall'call you henceforth my friend 
in need.” 

She opened the door quickly. On the opposite side of the 
narrow passage, his back propped against the wall, a cautious 
sentinel, stood the m.an; Mr. St. John saw him, closed his 
lips on what he was about to say, and motioned her into the 
room again. 

“ You will not spe.ik of this misfortune, Georgina, at your 
own house ? Is it known there ? ” he continued, a sudden fear 
betraying itself in his voice. “ Does Sarah know of it ? ” 

“ And" if she did,” retorted Georgin.a, the old pain seizing 
upon her heart again, “ she does not know of it from nje." 
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Throwing |;ack the door, she went straight out of the liouse, 
running all the way home lest she should be missed, her brain 
busy with the one thought. 

“ Sarah, Sarah! It is all he cares for in life ! ” 


CHAPTER XII. 

THE FAIK AT ALNWICK. 

In the long, straggling street, which chiefly comprised the 
village of Alnwick, there was a break in the houses on the left- 
hand side. This was filled up by the common, or waste land ; 
it belonged to the lord of the manor, and no one might build 
upon it. It was a wide, untidy piece of ground, branching off 
into far-away corners and dells, which did very well'for liar- 
bouring trampers and gipsies. Once a year, for three days in 
September, this common was delivered over to all the bustld • 
and confusion of a fair. Shows and booths, containing (if 
you could believe them) the wonders of the world, living and 
de.ad; caravans; drinking-tents; stalls for fruit, ginger¬ 
bread, and penny trumpets; and here shoals of pleasure- 
seekers reigned in triumjih during those three d.ays. Sober 
shopkeepers, driven half wild with opposition drums and 
horns, talked a great deal about “ getting the nuisance done 
away with; ’’ but the populace generally believed that no man 
living could put the threat, into execution, except the lord of 
the manor; and //e could only do it by refusing the use of the 
ground. However that nfa;^ have been, the ground had not 
been refused yet, and the populace was triumphant. 

It was a bright September day, and the fair was in full glory; 
as far as was consistent with the comparative /piiet and re- 
s]iectability of the first day. Things on that day were ordered 
M'ith a due regard to decorum: the music was kept within 
• bounds, the bawling showmen were subdued and ])ers:iiasivc, 
the l.adies’ dresses and dancing were gentility itself. J’or on 
this first day the better families around would send their 
children to the fair (some* had been known to go to it them¬ 
selves), and ladits'-maids and butlers congreg.atcd there in great 
force. Tlic second and third days were ,^iven over to what 
these domestics called the riff-raff. 
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The fair was in its full radiance on this fine September day. 
Drums were beating, fifes were playing, pantaloons were 
shouting, ladies were dancing, and rival showmen in scarlet 
and gold tunics were shouting out their seductive attractions, 
when two respectable-looking maid-servants, each in charge of 
a little boy, might have been observed in the street, about to 
enter the enchanted region!?. The children were attired in black 
velvet, trimmed with crape, and their straw hats had black 
ribbon round them. The younger, a lovely child with a bright 
complexion and a mass of fair curls, looked nearly three years 
old; the other was nearly five; not a pretty child, but his 
countenance one of noble intelligence. An insignificant little 
fellow enough in years and stature, this elder one; no one to 
look at: and yet a great many people touched their hats to 
him, child though he was, and that very fair was being held 
upon his own land; for he was lord of the manor, and inheritor 
of Alnwick. 

Benja and George had been wild to set off to it. Indeed, 
for a week beforehand, from the raising of the first plank for 
the booths, it could hardly be said that either servants or 
children for miles round were in their sedate senses. Prance, 
however, was an exception. Prance seemed to have no affinity 
with fair§; and she had drawn in her thin lips in withering 
contempt at Honour’s open longing for it.- There was no 
more cordiality between the two servants than there used to be, 
and a sharp quarrel would occur now and again, in w'hich 
Honour, as far as words went, had the best of it. Honour was 
free-spoken ; there was no denying it Tliis fair had caused a 
desperate quarrel that same morning. Honour said everything 
she could to enhance its glories £o the children; Prance con¬ 
tradicted every word, and protested it was not a fit place to 
take them t6. 

Mrs. Carleton St John favoured Honour in the matter, told 
Prance she would not deprive the children of the shows for 
anything, and finally ordered her to be quiet. George took his 
nurse’s part, and said Honour was a “ nasty beast” Benja. 
retaliated that Prance was, and George struck him. Mrs. 
Carleton St John for once reproved George, and kissed and 
soothed Benja It was a curious thing,'not noticed at the 
time, but recalled by Honour in the future,* that this little 
graciousness on the part of her mistress, this displayed affection 
for Benja, should have occurred on the day afterwards charac- 
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terized by the unexpected visit of Mr. Isaac St. John. “ As if it 
had been on purpose ! ” Honour was wont to repeat to herself 
with a groan. However, all this partisanship for herself and 
Benja only put her into a good humour at the time; she could 
not see the future; and when they started, after an early 
dinner. Honour was in a state of great delight, satisfied with 
everything and every one. 

Excepting, perhaps, with Prance. Prance showed no signs 
whatever of her discomfiture, but followed to the fair with 
George, impassive and silent as ever. As they were entering 
the bustle, and the little legs already began to dance to the 
drums, and the charmed eyes caught the first glimpse of the 
spangles and all the other enchantments, a dusty travelling 
carriage-and-four came bowling down the street, and stopped 
at the Bell Inn, w'hich was situated opposite to the common. 
Such travelling equipages had become sufficiently rare to be 
almost a curiosity in the county, and both the maids turned to 
stare, utterly unsuspicious that it contained one who, .as gu.ar- 
dian, had all power over the heir of Alnwick. • 

The first show they entered (on the principle of keeping the* 
best to the last) was a very sober sort of affair, and purporting 
to be “ An Emporium of Foreign Curiosities.” 'J’he admission 
was threepence, the trum|)et was loud, and the showman was 
magnificent both in person and persuasion. • 

“I shall go into this,” said Honour. “I should think 
needn’t be afraid of what you’d see inside,” ‘she added to 
Prance in tones, it must be confessed, of aggravation. “ There’s 
no dancing here.” 

Prance’s only answer was to draw down the corners of her 
thin lips and walk off witl> George to a leviathan booth whose 
company were executing a complicated quadrille before it. 
Honour paid her threepence, disputed with the money-taker 
about admitting Benja for three-halfpence, that functionary 
protesting that there was no half-irrice for gentlemen’s children, 
and went into the show’. 

, Like many other shows, its interior did not re.alize the out¬ 
ward promise. There was a crocodile in stone, and a few 
more dead wonders, which Honour turned ui) her nose at, 
s.aying something about* demanding back her money: but 
Benja’s attentiem had become riveted by the pretty model of a 
church rising from the ’midst of green moss. It was white, 
and its coloured windows were ingeniously shown up by means 
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of a light placed within it. It really'was a pretty and con¬ 
spicuous article in the dark booth, and Benja "could not be 
moved from it. How little did Honour think that that sight 
w’as t.o exercise so terrible an influence on the unconscious 
child ! 

“ Come along,” she said, rather impatiently. “ I could make 
you as good a one any day, Benja.” 

“ How could you make it ? ” promptly asked Benja. 

“ With w’hite paper and thin strips of wood for the frame. 
Master Benja, then! we shall have Prance going home and 
telling your mamma that we lost her on purpose. She’s as 
deceitful as yonder crocodile.” 

“ Couldn’t you buy it for me. Honour ? ” returned Benja, 
not stirring a peg. 

“ Of course I couldn’t,” answered Honour. “ What a little 
simpleton you must be, to ask it! The things here are not for 
sale ; the folks get their living by showing them. And a fine 
set of worthless rubbish it is ! Once for all, are you coming. 
Master St. John?” 

“ Will you promise to make me one ? ” persisted Benja. 

“ Yes, I will. There ! ” 

“ When ? ” 

“ As soon as I can get the things together. Now come. 

Benja'reluctantly nioved away ; but his head and eyes were 
turned for the last glance, up to the moment when Honour 
pulled him through' the low green-baize opening. 

Meanwhile Mrs. Carleton St. John was sitting alone. She 
was of remarkably quiet habits by inclination, a great stay-at- 
home, rarely seeking society or ainusemeht abroad; and the 
still recent death of her husband- tended to keep the Hall 
pretty free from idle visitors. One sole passion seemed to 
absorb her whole life, to the exclusion of every other ; it filled 
every crevice of her heart, it reguLated her movements, it buried 
even her natural grief for her husband—and this was love for 
her child. 'I'he tvord love most inadequately expresses the 
feeling; it was a passion, threatening to consume every healthy 
impulse. She was quite aware of it: indeed, her conscience 
did not allow her to be otherwise. 

One thought was ever present to her; it may be said that it 
had never left her mind since the day her husband died : that 
Benja was chief of Alnwick Hall, with alb its wealth and 
dignity; that she, Charlotte St. John, so arrogant by nature. 
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was, there only on sufli?rance, a home accorded to her as his 
personal guarQian ; and that George was as nohody. They 
were as a sharp thorn, these reflections, ever jtiercing her. 
They ate into lier ill-regulated heart and rankled there. ‘And 
they went on to another thouglu, an unwholesome thought, 
which would have been a wicked thought but that it was not 
there of her own wilt: a thought that carried danger in its 
train. In the first waking of early morning, in the fevereil 
dreams of midnight solitude, in the glare anti bustle of noon¬ 
day, it was ever tlirusting itself forward—if IJenja were to die, 
her child would be the inheritor. 

Was she aware of its danger ? No. And yet she w.as fond 
of tracing it back to its original source—the .acciilent to lienj.a. 
AV'hen the boy was taken out of the water, drowned as was 
supposed, and as some one tailed out, the wild beating of 
Mrs. St. John’s bosom —not with sorrow —called into life the 
thought that had certainly never e.visted there before, or else 
had Iain dormant 

Her increasing dislike of llenja should h.ave acted as :i» 
warning to her. It was generated by the false view she took 
of the existing state of things : that Jlcnja was a .‘-■ort of ogre, 
whose sole mission on earth was to stand in the light of her 
child and deprive him of wh.at might h.ave been his birthright. 
She strove against this dislike—it might be better to call it 
hatred, for it had grown into that—and she had to exercise a 
constant check upon herself in her behaviour towards liim. 
None but she knew what it cost her to treat lienja with a 
semblance of love, or to make no vcr\' apparent difi'uvnce 
between the children. She’did strive against it—let us do her 
justice !—not from any suspiaion of danger, Init from her own 
sense of equity. That very morning, in t.aking Itcnja's part 
and kissing him, she had acted from an impulse (T good 
jirinciple, an endeavour to do right. But no sooner were the 
children out of her sight, than the old bad fediiip got the 
better of her, and she sat indulging all sorts of foolish dreams 
and visions of what she woultl do were Alnwick George’s 
‘instead of Benja’s. ^\'ill you believe that she had falltai into 
the habit of repeating their Christian names to herself, with the 
prospective title before tham ? “ Sir Benjamin St. John,” “ Sir 
George St. John.; ” and she thought the one (you need not ask 
which of the two) sounded a thousand times more charming 
than the other. 
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Though very conscious of all this,' she yet detected, no 
danger in it. The night of her husband’s death, she made a 
resolve to do her duty by her little step-son ; and when the 
codicil to the will was read, giving Mr. St John of Castle 
IVafer the power to remove him from her, she resented it 
bitterly as a mark .of want of confidence in her shown by 
her husband. No woman could have been more willing in 
intention to do right by a step-son than Charlotte St John. If 
only her strength of will did not fail her, she might succeed. 
One result of the desire to carry out her resolve, was retainingl* 
Honour in her service. She very much di.shked the girl, for 
her strong attachment to Benja in contradistinction to George, 
and her always taking his part against that rather capricious 
younger gentleman; but she would not discharge her. To this 
desire to do her duty, rather than because her husband in 
dying had expressed a wish that Honour should be retained 
about Benja, the girl owed the fact that she was still in her 
place. Honour alone of the servants, save and except per- 
rhaps Prance, had detected all along the second Mrs. St. John’s 
dislike to her little charge. She was aware, as surely as though 
she had seen it recorded, that her mistress regarded George as 
he who ought to be the heir, Benja as a usurper j and it 
arbused within her a feeling of indignation, which sometimes, 
peeped •out in her manner. Not sufficiently so for Mrs. St. 
John openly to find fault with; and she only thought the girl 
quick in temper. And now I think I have said as much as I 
can say about the state of mind of Mrs. Carleton St. John. 
She deliberately intended to do right: but passion and pre¬ 
judice are strong; unusually strong were they in her; and her 
mind was undisciplined and ill-regulated. 

As she sat there to-day, the approach of a vehicle in the 
avenue attracted her attention. She soon saw that it was a fly 
from the Bell Inn, and all her motherly fears were at once up 
in arms, lest' any accident had happened to Georgy, and he 
was being brought home, or she fetched to him. But it 
seemed to contain only one gentleman; and he a stranger; a^ 
delicate-looking man, who sat low in the fl)'. 

Not for a long time had she been so surprised as when the 
card was brought to her, and she found tliat her visitor was 
Mr. St John of Castle Wafer. Had he come to remove Benja? 
The thought awoke a momentary affection for the child in W 
heart, and called up a resentful flush to her cheeks. But 
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resentment faded awaj’ as Isaac came in, and held out liis 
hand to her Jh his open courtesy. She saw she had nothing 
underhand to fe.ar from him. 

What was jicrliaps more agrce.ahle to her, as it is to alh vain 
women—and Charlotte St. Jolin was one of them—was the 
look of honest admiration that shone out of Isaac’s face and 
manner. She presented a ])icture deej)ly interesting—in her 
young widowhood, in her beauty, in her manner so quiet and 
subdued. She burst into tears as they talked of her husband, 
of Benja; and she told Mr. St. John that if he removed Henja 
from her it would break her heart. 

It was only a figure of speech. And it is very probable that 
the fact of two thousand a-ycar of her income being in peril, 
may have swayed her to earnestness more than any other 
feeling. Mr. St. John took it all for loving earnestness, and 
assured her he thought no cause would ever he likely to arise 
for his removing Benja. In jjoint of fact, Isaac .St. Jbhn was 
most warmly impressed in her favour; it was almost as if she 
had fascinated him. • 

‘’AVill you answer me a question?’’ asked Mrs. St. John. 
“I cannot get it solved by any one else. Why did my husband 
leave this power in your hands? I)id he doubt me?” 

“ I do not know why he lett it,” was the answer of Mr. .St. 
John ; “unless he thought that you might he too kirftl to the 
ijoy—might indulge him to his <letrinicnt. I remember, too, 
his saying that you were not very strong, and the charge of the 
two children might be a ta.v upon you.” 

She did not answer. She began to speak of more general 
things, .and Isaac St. Johir &at talking with her for sonic time. 
She expressed her regret th.at'Bcnja should hai)pcn to he at the 
fair, and laughed when Mr. St. John spoke of the noise that 
had assailed his cars from the drums. .She jiresscd him to 
take up his quarters at the Hall until the morrow, but this he 
declined; he was only an invalid at best, he said. He had 
engaged rooms at the Bell for himself and his servant, and he 
invited Benja to come and breakfa.st with him on the following 
fnorning. -Mrs. St. John readily assented to the invitation. 

*• You will allow his nurse to attend him,” he said to her, as 
he rose to leave. “ I should like to see an<J converse with the 
attendant of my little ward, and offer her a gratuity as an earnest 
of my favour.” 

As readily as the other request wa.s this acceded to, and 

St. M.-.rttii'f Kvj. 
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Mr. St. John departed, taking final leave of his cousin’s widow-— 
for he intended to leave Alnwick soon after ‘breakfast 'the' 
following morning. 

The fly had conveyed him almost through the park on his 
return to the Bell, when he saw two women-servants, in charge 
of two children. Rightly guessing who they were, he stopped 
the fly, opened the door, and talked to them from his seat. 

A noble boy, his ward, with an open, intelligent countenance; 
a pretty little joy-boy the other, tvith his bright face, his fair 
curls, and his indulged petulance peeping out even then. 
The children were at home with him at onee, showing him the 
fairings they carried—one a child’s kaleidoscope, the other 
a drum. Benja told him some unintelligible story of a “ church ” 
Honour was going to make for him; Georgy sounded the 
rataplan on his drum. He inquired of Honour whether she 
was the nurse mentioned to him by her late master, who had 
been with the child from his birth. Upon her saying she was, 
he told her she was to be at the Bell with Master St. John the 
jiext morning at nine o’clock; he handed a sovereign to Prance; 
he won the boys’ hearts by a promise of a whole cargo of 
fairings to be sent up that evening; and then he drove on. 
Not one of them had noticed his hump; but they thought what 
a little low gentleman he was in stature. 

Benja had taken home a fairing for his mamma—a blue-and- 
white smelling-bottle, flat as a half-crown, with a narrow neck 
in which was-a little cork as stopper. It had cost threcj ence, 
and he kissed her as he gave it to her. George’s fairing to his 
mamma had been a Banbury cake, but he had un^'jrtunately 
eaten it on his way home. Whether the contras, rooched her, 
or that with Mr. St John in the vicinity she did not choose to 
be otherwise than loving, certain it was tliat she kissed Benja 
heartily in return, praised his present as she put it into her 
waistband, and told Georgy he was a selfish little i d.low. 
How gratified Honour was, and how, in manner, she crowed 
over Prance, Prance would not condescend to observe. Mrs. 
St. John was all graciousness, bade Honour make Master Benja 
very nice indeed for the follow'ing morning, and said the pony- 
carriage should take them down. 

■The appointment was kept. Benja was treated to jam and 
other good things as he sat at breakfast with Mr. St. John— 
Brumm and Honour waiting on them. Afterwards, when the 
doth was removed, Mr. Brumm had orders to take Master St, 
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Jofen to the fair and show him the elephant, or anything else 
Mr. Brumiii iTiight deem expedient; and Honour was requested 
to take a seat while Mr. St. John talked to her. 

He really saw no means of ascertaining whether Benja was 
well done by at the Hall, excepting this—the putting a direct 
question to the nurse. After what he had seen of the Hall’s 
mistress the previous day, he would as soon suspect himself of 
being ill treated, as any child over whom she had control 
Still it was as well to make sure upon the peint.* 

Honour answered his questions as straightforwardly as she 
could. But, it should be remarked, that in her present mood 
of graciousness towards her mistress (or it should perhaps 
rather be said of that lady’s graciousness to her), she spoke 
more favourably of Mrs. St John tlian she would have done at 
aliiiosf any previous time. She was not indulgent to Master 
Benja; but on the other h.md she was not generally unkind to 
him, was the substance of her answer. 

This rather surprised Mr. St. John. “ I should have thought 
her in danger of being too kind,” he said. 

Honour shook her head. “ Mrs. St. John is too kind by a 
great deal to her own child, sir; she indulges him dreadfully j 
but there’s no fear that she will ever do that by Master Benja.” 

“1 sujqiose you do not mean to s.ay that Mrs. St. John is 
unkind to him?” returned Mr. St. John,rather at a loss how to 
frame his words with a due regard to what was due to the 
dignity of that lady, when speaking of her to her Servant 
“ Well, no, sir, I can’t say that she is unkind. .Siie treats the 
two very much alike, only that she is always kissing and clasping 
the little one, and has him so much more with her. She boxed, 
Master I’enja’s ears the othe»d.ay and made him cry. For no 
fault, cither, that 1 could find out” 

Mr. .St John smiled. “A little wholesome correction is 
good for boys, you know.” 

“ I’m not saying that it isn’t, sir. Altogethet, things have 
;.one on much more comfortably since ray master’s death 
train I used to fancy they would. There’s not niucli to com- 
•rlain of.” 

“ On the whole, then, you cannot see cause for any inter¬ 
ference on my part? ’Vou see no reason wliy Master St. John 
should not remain at the Hall under his step-mother’s charge? " 
“No, sir, 1 cannot'say that I do. And of course I am 
.always with him, and can take care of him there as well as 
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I could anywhere else. 1 shall never lei: harm come nigh him 
from any one.” 

It was conclusive, and Mr. St John intimated that the con* 
ferente was over. 

“ You see, I speak to you as the confidential attendant of the 
child,” he said. “ You were named to me by your late master 
as one in whom every confidence might be placed. Do me 
the favour to regard wW I have said as between ourselves, in 
the interest of this little orphan. And always remember, that 
in case of any emergency arising, where any—any counsel, or 
advice, or interference on my part should be desirable, a letter 
will find me at Castle Wafer. I shall come over from time to 
time—^not often, for my health does not permit it; and I shall 
hope to have a letter frequently from the little boy.” 

He pressed a very handsome present into her hand 'as-he 
concluded, saying it was in recompense of her trouble and 
attention to the child. Honour’s eyes filled with tears as she 
took It; it needed not money to enhance her jealous love for 
®enja. 

And the boy came back with Mr. Brumm in a state of 
ecstatic delight, for he had seen the elephant and everything 
else. He was despatched to the Hall with Honour, bearing 
compliments to its mistress, and a cargo of good things for 
himself 'and Georgy. And Mr. St. John set off on his home¬ 
ward journey to Castle Wafer. 


CHAPTER XIIL 

n f 


ONLY AS BROTHER AND SISTER. 

The September afternoon was passing into the twilight of 
evening ere the master of Castle Wafer drew near his home. 
Miss Ckorgina Beauclerc was almost at her wits’ end. Deter¬ 
mined to carry out her promise of informing him of the mishap 
that had befallen his brother, she yet saw no means , of doing 
it without its coming to the observance of Mrs. St John, but 
by speaking to him in the moment that intervened between his 
stepping from his carriage and entering the house. For this 
purpose had she been hovering about dmost ever since mid¬ 
day, keeping out of range of the windows, and ready to walk 

11 ■ 
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quietly forward as an^'ordinary visitor, as soon as the carriage 
came in sight But the carriage did not come ; and Georgina, 
conscious that the Rectory dinner-hour was approaching, knew 
,not really what to do. * 

Just as she was ready to take some desperate step, had she 
only known what, she heard the sound of wheels, and the 
dusty carriage with its four horses drew quickly up. Georgina 
was not less quick. But ere she had well gained the entrance, 
ere the carriage door was opened, w'ho should come out of the 
house, but Mrs. St. John, her hands raised, her voice lifted in 
consternation. 

It W.1S a very unusual proceeding, and Georgina halted: she 
would not approach Isaac then. Devoutly wishing Mrs. St 
John over in Asia, Georgina listened, and caught sufficient of 
what passed to hear that Castle Wafer was in alarm about 
Frederick. He had not been seen or heard of since the pre¬ 
ceding day. It turned out afterwards that he had written a 
second note to Mrs. St John, w'hich the messenger, sent with 
. it, had never delivered. Georgina could not approach j and, 
while she looked, Mr.rSt John and his step-mother disappeared 
within doors together. 

■ Excitement was rendering Georgina ill. Have you realized 
what a/t arresf such as this must be to a young lady, shielded 
from the ways of the world ? a threatened prison fot one all 
too dear? As she stood there, crouching behind the dwarf 
shrubs on the lawn, not very conspicuous in the ‘evening light, 
Mr. Brumra came to the carriage, opened the door to take 
something from the seat, and she darted up to him. 

“ Brumm,” she said, emotion lending a catching sound to 
her voice, “I want to see Mf. St. John. I must see him, and 
without delay. If I go round by the other door and get into 
his sitting-room, will you contrive to send him to me ? 1 dare 
say he is in the drawing-room with Mrs. St. John.” 

For a minute or two Brumm only stared. Hd looked upon 
the dean’s daughter, if the truth must be told, as a rather 
flighty damsel; and he did not believe she could want anything 
"with Mr. St John. That is to say, nothing of importance 

“My master is excessively fatigued. Miss Beauclerc," he 
said at length. “ I fear he will not be able to see any one 
to-ni^t” 

“Don’t be an idiot, Brumm,” peremptorily retorted the 
young lady. “ I tell you I must see him: the matter is almost 
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ione of life or death. You get him to n*e in some way; but 
•take care you do it without arousing suspicion in Mre. St. 
John.” 

She stole round the house as she spoke, on her way to Mr. 
Bt John’s own sitting-room—the pleasant room you have 
sometimes seen him in. Brumm, in doubt still, yet seeing no 
remedy but to obey, collected the things from the carriage, 
handed them to a footman, and then went to the drawing-room. 

His master was not seated, but standing. By this Bruthln 
knew that he did not intend to remain in the room. Mrs. St. 
John was telling him of what she called Fred’s mysterious 
conduct, and showed him the note received on the previous 
day. She spoke complainingly, and avowed her belief that 
her roving son had taken French leave to go back to London. 

At any rate, there was nothing Mr. St John could do in the 
matter; and in point of fact his fatigue was such he could not 
in any case have done much. Excessive bodily fatigue takes 
from the power of the mind; and he did not seem to attach 
' tnuch importance to what Mri St. John was saying. He went' 
out of the room, carrying the note with him j and there he was 
arrested by Brumm. 

“ Will you be so kind, sir, as step into your sitting-roOm for 
an instant?” 

“ I ani going upstairs, Brumm. I have not felt so tired for 
years.” 

“ But—beg your pardon, sir,” resumed Brumm, speaking 
in the covert tone he had before used, and Which a little sur¬ 
prised his master—“you—you are w'anted there. If you will 
step this way, sir, I will explain.” _ 

Mr. St. John quitted the proximity of the drawing-room, 
which was evidently what Brumm wished. . “ Miss Beauclerc 
was waiting to speak to him,” he whispered as he crossed the 
halL “ She sgid she wanted a word with him in private.” 

“ Miss Beauclerc 1 ” Wondering very much, not perhaps at 
her wishing to speak to him, there was nothing extraordinary 
in that, but at the air of secrecy that Brumm seemed to invest- 
the affair with, Mr. St. John went to his sitting-room. Georgina 
was pacing it sortiewhat like a cjiged bird, hardly able to 
suppress her impatience. 

“ I have been waiting outside for you since twelve o’clock 1 ” 
she exclaimed, ignoring all ceremonious greeting. “ I thought 
you would never come! ” 
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.“Do you want me?” asked Mr. St. John. 

“ Do I want you ! I never wanted any one so much in my 
life. Has Mrs. St. John been telling you that Frederick has 
disappeared ? . * 

“ Yes. She thinks .he has gone to London.” 

“ What nonsense ! ” ejaculated Georgina, pushing back her 
bonnet from her flaming cheeks. “ As if he would go off to 
London in that manner 1 I have come to tell you about him, 
Mr. St Joha He had no one to trust, and so. he trusted me. 
He could not send a letter to .await you, lest Mrs. St John 
should open it He is at the Barley Mow all this timcj a 
prisoner.” 

“A what!" exclaimed Mr. St John. 

“ He was arrested yesterday morning. I saw it done, but 
1 did not understand it then. It’s a horrible man in a gre.at 
hijgh hat, and he has got him at the Barley Mow, until you 
release him.” 

Isaac St John sank into a seat, in his pain—his consterna¬ 
tion. Living always completely out of the world, never havidj^ 
been brought into contact with its rubs and crosses, a thing of 
this nature was.calcul.ated to shock him in scarcely a less degree 
than it had shocked the young girl before him, who stood there 
looking at him with her large grey-blue eyes. 

“ Arrested I ” he murmured. “ Frederick I ” 

“ You will go and release him, won’t you ? ” said Georgina, 
anxiously. “ It is a great deal of money; he told me it was 
some hundreds ; but you will pay it for him ? ’’ * 

“Yes, I will pay it,” .replied Mr. St. John, speaking as 
one lost in thought. “ How came he to tell j>ou about it, 
Georgina?” ** 

“ Oh, I went and saw him there. I guessed what had 
happened; there^s no time to tell you how; and I went. I 
promised to keep his counsel. He is in a fever lest Mrs. St. 
John should get to know it.” 

“AmjL-you will keep iL my dear!” cried Mr. St John, 
seizibjf^r hand and speaking in imploring accents. “ It is a 
cruel disgrace for a St John.” 

“ Trust me; trust me ever,” was the girl’s earliest answer, ai 
she said a word of farewfill and stole away. 

Little more "than ipi hour later, Frederick St John was 
sitting in that Same room with his brother—a free man. He 
^yas disclosing to him the tvMe of his embarrassments; which 
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he had not done previously. Not disclosing them altogether 
willingly, but of necessity; for Mr. St John’s*questionings 
were searching. The more Frederick told, the more amazed 
grew Isaac St John; it may be said the more utterly astounded 
and angry. He had never himself been exposed to the temp¬ 
tations that beset a young man of position on entering the 
world, and he judged them in by no means a tolerant spirit 

“Frederick, I could not have believed that any human 
being, gifted with reasoning faculties, had been guilty of such 
extravagance!" 

“The money seems to have melted, /had no idea it was 
diminishing so fast” 

“ It has been recklessness, not simple extravagance.” 

Frederick St John was seated at the table opposite his 
brewer, one elbow leaning on it, the hand of the other playing 
with the seal attached to his watch-chain. The attitude, the 
voic^ the bearing altogether, seemed to display a carelessness; 
and It vexed Mr. St Johm 

^ k “ How has the money gone ? Is it of any use my asking ? ” 

“ It would be of no use if I could tell you,” was the reply. 
“ I declare, on my honour, that I do not know. As I say, the 
money seems to have melted. I was extravagant; I acknow¬ 
ledge that; I spent it thoughtlessly, heedlessly; and when 
once the downward path in money-spending is entered upon, a 
man finds himself going along with a run, and can’t pull up.” 

“J3an’t?” rfeproachingly echoed Mr. St John. 

“ Well, Isaac, it is more difficult than you could imagine. I 
have found it so. And the worst is, you glide on so easily that 
you don’t see its danger;, otherwise'one might sit down half¬ 
way and count the cost I wish' you would not look so 
grieved.” 

“ It is not the wilful waste of money that is grieving me,” 
'returned Isaac; “ it is the—the thought that you should have 
suffered yourself to fall into these evil ways.” 

Frederick St John raised his earnest dark-blue eyes to his 
broffier. “Believe me, Isaac, a man can get out of money 
without running into absolute evil. I can with truth say that 
it has been my case. A very great portion of mine has gone 
in what you and my mother have been wont to call my hobby: 
buying pictures and running about after them. Wherever there 
was a gallery of paintings to be seen, I went atfter it, though it 
might be at the opposite end of Europe. I bought largely, 
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thoughtlessly ; never considering how I was to pay. I assisted 
a great man}^ straggling artists, both English and foreign, and 
set them on their legs. I always travelled—and you know how 
very much I have travelled—as if I were a wealthy man^ and 
that is costly. But of evil, in your acceptation of the word, 
those vices that constitute it, I have not been guilty. Of 
extravagance, even, I have not been so guilty as you may 
think.” 

Mr. St. John lifted his eyebrows. “Not guilty of extrava¬ 
gance?” 

“ Isaac, I said not so guilty as you may deem me; not so 
guilty as appears on the surface. I fell into that dangerous 
practice of drawing bills. When I bought pictures and could 
not pay for them, I would give a bill for the amount When 
the bill was due, if I could not meet it, I borrowed money upon 
another, and so patched up the deficiency in that way. It is ' 
that that has ruined me. If I owed a hundred pounds I had 
to pay two for it, sometimes three. Let a man once enter 
upon this system, and he won’t be long above water.” 

“ Did you never think of the ending? " 

“ Yes, often. But I could not pull up. There it is 1 Fairly 
enter on the downhill path, and there’s no getting back again. 

I can redeem myself in time, Isaac. If I choose to give up all 
sources of expense, and live upon a shilling a day, as tkc saying 
runs, things will right themselves.” 

“ How long do you think you would be doing h? ” 

“ Four or five years, I suppose.” t i. u . 

“ Just so. The best years of your life. I should not like to 

see it, Frederick.” 

“It might do me good.".* _ r r. 

“It would scarcely be a position for the heir of Castle 

Wafer.” , , ■ 

“ le n if believe me, I have never presumed upon that idea, 
have never acted upon it. There have not been wanting 
insidious advisers urging me to forestall possibm right to Us 
revenues, but I never listened to them. Though I squandered 
•mv own property, I have not trenched on yours. 

“Quite W” said Mr. St. John. “If anything in the 
world could make me wish to deprive you of that heirshipjjit 
would be the finding thatyouhad presumed upon it for unjustb 
fiable purposes. Though you are as much the heir-apparent 
to Castle Wafer, Frederick, as though you were my son,. 
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instead of younger brother, and I have assured you' of this 
before, it is well that the world should remember that the 
doubt exists.” 

“I*wish to remember it also, Isaac, It would be simple 
folly on my part not to do so. So long as you live, your inten¬ 
tions may change.” 

“ Well now, listen to me. This matter has shocked me very 
greatly, but I see that it might have been worse; and if it has 
purchased for you that experience without which I conclude 
you worldly young men cannot settle down, I shall not think 
the cost too dear. You must begin again upon a fresh footing. 
A totally different one. I will help you upon two conditions.” 

“ What are they? ” 

“ The first is, that you give me your word of honour never 
to put your name to another bill.” 

“ I will give it with all my heart. It is only these embarrass¬ 
ments that have caused me to draw bills, and I had already 
made a firm resolution never to touch another, if once clear. 

. I hate bills," 

“ Very well then, so far. The other condition is, that you 
marry,” 

For a minute Frederick St. John was silent. The avowal 
seemed to cause him no surprise. He did not look up, only 
paused ifa thought. It may be that he had anticipated it. 

“ I fear I must demur to that, Isaac.” 

“Hear me' farther. It has always been my intention to 
resign to you,Castle Wafer on your marriage. If I have made 
the abode beautiful, Frederick, I have only done it for you. I 
shall go to that little place of mine in the'North, and when 
I come to Castle Wafer, it wilFbe as your guest. Do not 
interrupt me. No right to deprive me of it ? Nonsense 1 I 
dare say I should be here six months in the year. Let me go 
on. Your own property I will free at once from its encum¬ 
brances ; and ‘ I should make over a liberal income to you 
besides; one fitting for the occupant of Castle Wafer. The 
settlements on your wife also shall be liberal. Is there any-, 
thing more that you would desire ? ” 

“I do not desire half this,” was the warm reply. “You 
have ever been too generous to‘me, Isaac. But”—and 
Frederick St. John laughed gaily—“before I-can say that t 
will marry, it is necessary to fix upon a wife.”' 

“That, I hope, has been done long ago,”Frederick.” 
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“ Not by nje,” he answered, speaking very quietly. “ It has 
jot of course escaped my observation that you and my rrlother 
nave had your wishes turned towards Anne: but—I—I—have 
not encouraged this.” 

“ It has been the universal wish of the St John family that 
you and Anne should marry.” 

“ I dare say it has. But the fact is, Isaac, I and Anne do 
not care for each other. As well perhaps avow it, now it has 
come to a point Hitherto I have only evaded" the question.” 

“ Could you wish for a better wife than Anne ? ” 

“ I could not find a better in real worth. But we marry for 
love, not for worth : at least, worth goes for little when there is 
no love. My inclinations do not lie towards Anne.” 

Mr. St John’s face looked deathly pale as he leaned forward. 
The fatigue of the day was making itself acutely felt: and at 
these times crosses tell upon the heart 

“Do you know that her father wished it?” he said in low 
tones. “ He mentioned it to me more than once when he was 
dying—how glad he should be if he thought you would m.ariy, 
Anne. You were but a boy then; but you were a favourite 
with the earl.” 

“ Fathers’ wishes go for little in such matters,” Was the 
unwelcome reply. 

“ Let me ask you a question, Frederick. Have ydu formed 
any other attachment ? ” 

“No. At least”—and he laughed again—“*I am not sure 
but I had a fancy of the sort once. I believe it has passed.” 

“ Is there anything betvieen you and Georgina Beauclerc ? ” 
asked Isaac. Any love ? ” 

“ Not on— ” my side, h'a^ all but escaped him in his impul¬ 
siveness. But he was in time to alter the phrase. “ Not any¬ 
thing.” 

“ Then it is not she who is keeping you from Anne ? ” 

“ Neither she nor any one else. I decline Anne of my own 
free will. But indeed, Isaac, one great and essential objection 
is, that I do not care to marry at present.” 

“ Why don’t you ? ” 

I am unable to give you any particular reason, except that 
I don’t And I really do not know who would have me.” 

“Anne woulU have you.” 

A peculiar smile hovered for a moment on his lips. It Was 
followed by words that bitterly offended Mr. St. John. 
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“ I shall not ask her.” ‘ ^ . 

Bit by bit the dissension grew. One word le*!! to another, 
and a grievous quarrel ensued. It was the first that had ever 
taken place between the brothers. Hasty words were spoken 
on both sides: things that leave a sting upon the mind: and 
when, an hour later, Frederick dashed out of the room, it was 
because he could not control his passion within it. 

Lady Anne was the first he encountered. The sounds had 
penetrated outside, and she was in a paroxysm of alarm and 
uneasiness. “Oh, Frederick, what has been the matter? Is 
it anything about me?’’ 

, Even then he was generous. Putting the cause upon him¬ 
self, rather than on her, and disclosing what at a calmer 
moment he would not have done. “ I was arrested, Anne, and 
Isaac and I have been quarrelling over it. Where’s my mother ? ” 

“ Waiting dinner all this time. We thought you were never 
coming. They are coming in for the evening from the Rectory, 
and will be here before we have dined.” 
f He was turning away in search of his mother, when Lady 
' Anne caught him by the arm, speaking in a whisper: 

“ Nothing came out about Captain Saville ? ” 

“ Not a word. Be easy. Have I not told you you might 
trust me?” 

Seeking the presence of his mother, he startled her by saying 
he was at once going up to Lqndon, by a night train. In vain 
Mrs. St. John'strove to combat his resolution, to ascertain par* 
ticulars of the stormy interview just passed. Even as she was 
pressing for it, he kissed her, and was gone; asking Brumm to 
see that his things were sent after him. 

Swinging away from the door in’ his independence, he com¬ 
menced his walk to the station at Lexington, with a step firm 
and fleet, as became an angry man. For a very short way his 
road lay through the covered walk, and here, as he was going 
along in hii haste, he encountered Mrs. Beauclerc, her niece 
and daughter. 

“ Were you coming to escort us ?” asked Georgina, her words 
ready as usual. 

“ I am hastening to Lexington,” he said. “ I am going back 
to London by the first traiii that passes.” * 

“What for?”^ 

He made no reply. He turned to Mrs. Beauclerc, asking .if 
he could do anything for her in town. - 



ONLY AS BROTHER AND SISTER. 141 

“.Nothing, ^thank you,” she answered, “unless you should 
see the dean. He was to be in London about this time, I 
believe. If you do see him, tell him that the sooner he joins 
us the better it may be for Miss Georgina, /can do nothing 
with her; she’s placing herself beyond my control. Would 
you believe that she was out some hours to-day, never coming 
in until dark, and she will not tell me what was keeping her or 
who she was with! ” 

Frederick St. John hardly heard the complaint. He turned 
to Sarah, who had walked on, as if impatient at the encounter. 

“ Will you not say God speed to me ? I may not be here 
again for a long, long time.” 

She did not put out her hand. She simply wished him good 
evening. Just this same freezing conduct had she observed to 
him in the one or two interviews that had taken place since 
his arrival Who knows but it was the turning-point in their 
destiny? But for this repellent manner, made unnecessarily 
so, and which had told so disagreeably on him, he might in 
this contest with his brother have said: “ Not Anne my wife ? , 
change her for another, and I will not say you nay.” That it 
would have been listened to by Isaac St. John, there was little 
doubt. 

“I never saw mamma in such a passion,” whispered the 
giddy girl to him when the others went on. “I Ited kept 
dinner waiting, you see, and noting exasperates her like that. 
Then she wanted to know where I had been; ‘'Out with the 
gipsies,’ I answ’ered. I couldn’t tell the truth, you know. Sihe 
was so mad!” 

“ And where had you been ? ” 

“ Where had I been I That’s good! In this very grove; 
here; watching for the carriage of Mr. St. John. I came into 
it at half-past twelve, and never got out of it until between six 
and seven! ” 

“You are a good and true girl,‘Georgina, th'ou|h you are 
random,” he said, taking her hand and speakii|g in a softer tone 
than she generally heard from him. “ How shall I repay you 
*for what you have done for me ? ” 

“ Oh, it’s not much,” she said, her large grey eyes raised to 
his, discernible in the deaf night. JHe might have thought he 
saw a moisture 4n thent> but for her light tone, her careless 
laugh. “ It’s not tnuch, I say. Tell me w hy you arc going to 
London?” 
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^‘Because I have'had a dispute with Isaac. Fare you 
Georgina; tahe care of yourself, child. Thank "you ever for 
what you have done for me.” 

The eyes had tears in them now, unmistakably; and her 
hand rested in his with a lingering pressure. Mr. St John 
stooped in his heedlessness and left a kiss upon her lips. 

“ There’s no harm in it that I know of, Georgina. We have 
ever been as brother and sister,” 

Her cheeks crimsoned, her pulses beating, her whole frame 
thrilling with a rapture hitherto unknown, she stood motionless 
as he disappeared round the turning of the walk. But ere she 
had realized the emotion to her own soul, it gave place to sober 
fact, untinged with sentiment. The delusive mist cleared away 
from her eyes, and she saw things as they ivere, not as they 
might have been. 

“ As brother and sister!” she murmured in her pain. “ Only 
as brother and sister! ” 


CHAPTER XIV. 

ST. martin’s eve. 

It was the loth of November, St Martin’s Eve, the birthdayipf 
the young chief of Alnwick, and of his little brother George; 
the first birthday, as you will remember, since the death of k|r. 
Carleton St John,, and of the boy’s inheritance. Benja was 
five, George three, that day. 

The day was one of ovation for«Benja. With early morning 
a serenade of music had been heard underneath the windows, 
proceeding from some of the tenantry; the servants came in 
with their respectful congratulations; and sundry visitors drove, 
up after breakfast to pay the same. A present had arrived for 
Benja in the morning from General Carleton—a handsome gold 
watch, which must have cost twenty or thirty guineas. The 
General had never married, and knew far less about children 
than he did about Hottentots, so no doubt thought a gold watch 
was a suitable present for young gentleman of five. BenQa 
was highly pleased with the costly toy, and pf course wished to 
appropriate it forthwith^ so Honour attached some bla^ 
watered-ribbon to it, which she put round, his neck, and let 
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hirn display the watdr and key from his belt. It was a key 
and seal in dne; Master Benja’s crest and initials were en¬ 
graved on it, and it was attached to the watch by a short gold 
chain. • 

Matters were not progressing favourably between Prance and 
Honour. And if you think, my readers, that the squabbles of 
two maid-servants are, or ought to be, too insignificant to be 
thus frequently alluded to, I can only say that the fact bears 
so much upon the tragic event soon to be rolated, that the 
allusion could not be avoided. About a fortnight before this, 
Honour had had a day’s holiday to go and see some relatives; 
she had wished to take Benja with her, but Mrs. St. John 
would not allow it, and he was left under the charge of Prance. 
In the course of the afternoon, Mrs. St. John drove over to 
Alnwick Cottage, taking George. They remained there to 
dinner, and during this absence of hers Prance and yenja came 
to an issue. When Honour returned to the Hall—and she 
reached it before Mrs. St. John did—she found that Benja had 
not only been whipped with more severity than was seemly, bu* 
that he had been locked up alone in an isolated room, where 
his cries could not be heard. She found him exhausted with 
weeping, marks raised on his back—altogether in a sad state. 
Whether, as Prance affirmed. Master Benja had been unbear¬ 
ably insolent to her; whether, .as Honour said and believed, 
she must maliciously have taken the opportunity to pay off old 
scores of dislike to him, was not satisfactorily settifed. Probably 
the real fact might lie between the two. But you may judge 
what sort of an explosion came from Honour. Prance shut 
herself up in her chamber* and would vouchsafe no answer to 
it; the servants took part with Honour, for Prance had never 
yet found favour with them. Mrs. St. John returned home in 
the midst of the commotion. Honour carried Benja and the 
complaint to her; but she seemed to treat it with indifference, 
and did not reprove Prance, as far as the household could 
learni Honour had been in a state of indignation from that 
day to this, and her animosity to Prance was bitter. “ She’d 
‘kill the boy if she could,” was a remark of hers that went 
openly through the house. 

■Mrs. St. John sat in her drawinj-room, waiting for the boys. 
She had promised to dine with them that day at two, and cut 
the birthday-pudding, foregoing her usual late dinner. Being a 
^ rather strict disciplinarian as to the children taking thehr meals 
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regularly, she preferred to change her own hour ,/or once, oot 
theirs. The boys were being attired, and she sat waiting for 
them, her outward demeanour calm as usual, her jnind a very 
chaos of rebellious tumult. 

The marks of honour showp to Benja that day had not been 
extended to George. They were paid to the boy as the heir, 
not simply as Benja St Johm People had kissed Georgy, and 
ydshed him many happy returns, but there it ended. There 
had been no court paid to him, no music, no set congratula¬ 
tions had been rendered to the chief of Alnwick, And 
Mrs, St, John was resenting this; ah, how bitterly! It was the 
first time the wide contrast between the position of the boys 
had been brought palpably before her, and but for the very 
greatest control, she had burst into a frenzy. 

“ I can’t bear it; I can’t bear it,” she exclaimed to herself, 
clasping her hands in pain. “ Why should my boy be displaced 
for that other—despised—passed over as nothing! My dar¬ 
ling ! my life I my all I If he had only been born first; if he 
, had only been born first!” 

She unclasped her hands, and bent her head down on them, 
striving to subdue her emotion j striving, indeed, to put away 
the unhealthy train of thought None knew better than herself 
how utterly futile it was to indulge it, how much happier it 
would be for her if she could drive it away , to some far-off 
Lethe, whence it would never rise again. There is not the 
least doubt that this poor young woman, who had been born 
into the world with unwholesome passions, and had not had 
them checked in childhood, was really trying to do a good 
part by her step-son; and she believed she was doing it. She 
relied entirely on her own strength; she had not learnt yet 
where to look for any other. The daily struggle was getting 
rather formidable. It was directed to two points ; on the one 
hand, she strove partially to hide her most passionate love for 
hM own child j on the other, she tried to overcome her jealous 
dislike of Benja. But there were times, as to-day, when this 
jealousy raged within her, seeming to scorch her breast to 
madness. 

The children came in, radiant with good humour and happi¬ 
ness: Benja with his face* of intelligence, Georgy with his 
shower of fair curls and pretty ways. Mrs. St.'John lifted her 
pale face and kissed them both : she was striving, in her own 
feeble way, against her evil spirit The/ wore new black 
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velvet birthday-dresses*, with narrow crimped cambric frills 
round the neck, and on the left sleeve of each dress was a knot 
of crape, badge of their mourning. From Benja’s belt was 
conspicuously displayed the new watch j and Benja did not 
tire of rattling the chain. Even that little trifle, the present of 
the watch, was made a subject of resentment by Mrs. St. 
John. Benja had two watches now. In the last days of his 
father’s illness he had taken his watch oflf and given it to Benja. 
“When he shall be twelve years old, Charlotte,Jet him take it 
into use,” he said to his wife. Yes; Benja had two watches; 
Georgy none. 

Georgy began, in his noisy fashion, to climb on his mother’s 
knee, and Mrs. St. John threw back the white crape lappets of 
her cap as she clasped the boy to her. Georgy, however, did 
not favour clasping as a rule, and he struggled out of it now. 

“What’s that?” cried he, snatching at a note that lay on the 
table at his mother’s elbow. 

“ That’s a note from grandmamma, Georgy j she cannot 
come to us to-day.” • ^ 

“Oh, I am so sorry,” cried Benja, who was exceedingly fond* 
of Mrs. Darling, always kind and good-humoured to the 
children. “ Why can’t she come, mamma ? ” 

“ She’s not well,'” answered Mrs. St. John, languidly, but in a 
tone that seemed to indicate she did not care much about the 
matter, one way or the other. Mrs. Darling had been invited 
to spend the birthday with them ; but in the noth just received 
from her by Mrs. St. John, she intimated that she was very un¬ 
well indeed. A rare excuse for Mrs. Darling to put forwaid, 
who was always in the possession of rude health. 

“ Mamma, me want a watch.” 

“ You shall have one, my son.” 

“ When ? ” continued Georgy. 

“ As soon as I can get out to buy you one.” 

“One that goes, Ijke Benja’s?” demanded Master Georgy. 

“ It shall be the best gold watch that I can buy for money,” 
answered Mrs. St. John, allowing the passionate emotion that 
the subject called up to become momentarily apparent. 

An opportune interruption intervened: the butler came in 
and announced dinner.* Mrs.. St. John, feeling a relief, she 
could not tell •from what, went quickly to the dining-room, 
Georgy held in her hand, Benja following. 

It was a sumptuous repast. The housekeeper had put forth 
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ST. MARTIN’S EVE. 


146 

her strength to do honour to the birthdays ; but, had you asljed 
her wAji she had so exerted herself, she might ha^e said it was 
the heir she had thought of, more than the little one. Inviting as 
the entertainment was, however, there was one of the three who 
did little justice to it, and that was Mrs. St. John. She could 
not eat: but, as if the fire of her restless spirit had imparted. 
itself to her body, she drank frequently, as one parched with 
thirst. Sherry and champagne were the wines used with 
dinner. She was kind and attentive to the hoys, helping both 
to whatever dishes they chose, and to as much as they chose. 
Prance, who was in attendance upon Master George, seeing 
that his birthday-dress did not come to grief, forgot her good 
manners by telling him that he “ ate enough for a little pig; ” 
of which Mrs. St John took no manner of notice, but con¬ 
tinued to heap his plate according to his fancy. Honour was 
not present. Master Benja being considered old enough now 
to be waited on by the men-servants. 

Dinner came to an end, the servants and Prance withdrew, 
^and the children were left to take dessert with their mamma. 
'"Mrs. St John was drinking port wine then and cracking 
walnuts, of which fruit she was very fond. By-and-by, when 
the boys grew tired of sitting, they slid off their chairs, and 
began to look out for some amusement Had Mrs. St John 
been wise, she would have rung the nursery-bell then, and sent 
them to the nursery, where they might play at leisure; but 
she was absorbed with her walnuts and port wine, and did 
nothing of the sort After capering about for a short time, 
George went up to Benja. 

“ Let me have the watch on now,” he began. 

“No,” said Benja, “you’ll break it” 

“ Me shan’t break it,” lisped Georgy. 

“ I’m afraid,” returned Benja, rather undecidedly. “ Honpur 
said you would.” • 

Mamma, Benja won’t let me have his watch! ” 

“Don’t ask him, my darling,”' said Mrs. St John, her 
mother’s heart more resentful at the refusal than Georgy’s was^' 
for the conversation had penetrated to her senses. “ I will 
buy you a better one than that" 

“ But me want that now,” retorted resolutely.Master George, 
who had a will of his own. “ Me won’t break it, Benja.” 

Benja possessed one of the kindest hearts beating. He 
looked at his watch, thinking he should not like it to be 
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brqken, and then he tooked at Georgy, who stood turning up 
his pretty facS, eagerly protesting he would take care of it In 
another moment, Benja had hung the watch round the younger 
one’s neck. • 

Gratification enough for the time. Georgy paraded up and 
down the room, the watch hanging before him on his velvet 
tunic, as if the walls were alive with eyes, and he was chal¬ 
lenging their admiration. Presently he stood still, took off the 
watch, and began to open it. 

“ Don’t do that,” interposed Benja, who had been watching 
all the time. " You’ll spoil it Give it back to me.” 

“ No,” said Master George, very positively. 

“ Give it back to me, I tell you, Georgy.” 

“Give him back his watch, Georgy, my dearest,” inter¬ 
rupted Mrs. St John. “ Ix‘t him keep it to himself if he is so 
selfish.” 

Benja, child though he was, felt a sense of injustice. But 
the reproach told, and he made no further remonstrance. There 
was ever a certain timidity in his heart when in the presence eff, 
Mrs. St John. So George thought he could go as far as he 
pleased with imjrunity, and his next movement was to take firm 
hold of the short gold chain and swing the watch round and 
round after the manner of a rattle. 

“ Oh, mamma, mamma! ” cried Benja, in an agony^ running 
up to Mrs. St John and laying his hands upon her knee, to 
attract her attention, “ do not let him spoil tap watch. See 
what he is doing with it! ” 

Mrs. St John’s usual self-control deserted her. That self- 
control, I mean, which enabled her to treat Benja and George 
with equal justice. Wiethet^the morning’s doings, the ovations 
-to Benja, were really exciting her more than she could bear, or 
whether—but let that pass for the present. However it might 
be, she tacitly refused to interfere, and pushed Benja from her 
with a gesture of dislike. The boy, finding he could get no 
redress where it ought to have been afforded, ran back to 
Georgy and seized him just as he was flying to his mother for 
’ protectioa The haughty, spoiled child, finding he might no 
longer retain possession of the watch, dashed it into a far corner, 
and they heard its glass crash on the floor, beyond the turkey 
carpet . 

Benja w.is by nature a sweet-tempered child: he had also 
)een kept under by Mrs. St John; but this was more than he 
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could bear. He burst into a loud fit Of weepin|, and stnidt 
out at Georgy with all his might and main. Georgy roafed, 
screamed, kicked, and tried to bite. 

As n tigress flies to protect its young, up rose Mrs. St. John, 
her voice loud, her eyes wearing that strangely wild look at 
times observable there. A passion, mad and fierce as that you 
once saw her in, in the presence of her husband, overpowered 
her now. As she had hurled Benja to the ground that ever-to- 
be-remembered day, so she would have hurled him this; but 
the boy was older and stronger now, and he struggled against 
it Better that he had yielded! It might in a degree have 
appeased the mad woman who was upon him: and his strength 
was as nothing compared with hers. His little head was struck 
against the table, his costly new birthday-dress was torn. 
He screamed with pain, Georgy screamed with terror, and 
Honour, who happened to be near the door at the time, came 
rushing in. 

“ Good Heavens! ” she exclaimed, “ what is it ? What has 
„l'.edone?” 

“Me took his watch,” sobbed little Georgy, in a fit of 
remorseful generosity. “ Me not want mamma to hit him like 
that." 

“How can you for shame treat him in such a manner, 
ma’am ? ’’ cried Honour, indignantly, as her own passion rose; 
and she spoke to her mistress as she had never dared to speak 
before. ‘ “ Po6r orphan child! Nobody to protect him! How 
can you reconcile it to the memory of my dead master ? ” 

Mrs. Carleton St. John stood glaring at.the girl, her hand 
pointed imperiously, her voice low now with command. It 
was as if some soothing oil had teen throivn on the wounds 
of passion. 

“ To-morrow morning you quit my service. Honour Tritton ? 
I never tolerate insolence, and I find that you have been ho-e 
too long. Take that boy out of my sight.” 

Somehow in the fray, they had all hemmed themselves into a 
comer, and the broken glass was cracking under Mrs. St John’s 
feet Honour picked up the watch with a jerk which bespoke 
the temper she was in, clasped the sobbing boy tenderly in her 
arms, and went upstairs with him, ipecting Prance at the dining¬ 
room door, as she was gliding in. 

“ It’s a burning shame! ” broke forth Honour, sitting down 
by the nursery fire and dashing the coals about with the poker, 
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wbile'she held Benja to her with the other hand—“it’s a burn¬ 
ing shame tliat he should be so treated! If she does turn me 
away, I’ll go every step of the way to Castle Wafer and tell all 
I know to your guardian, Benja. If I don’t do it, may Heaven 
never prosper me! ” ‘ 

Poor little ill-treated child! He lay there in her lap, smarting 
with the pain, his trembling heart beating. 

“ Let the worst cOme to the worst, my precious lamb, it can 
only be for a few years,” began Honour again. “ I know it said 
in ray master’s will that you were to be sent early to Eton.” 

“ Whaf s Eton ? ” sobbed Benja. 

“ Something very good,” rejoined Honour, who had no definite 
ideas on the subject herself. “ And when you are of age, my 
darling, all Alnwick will be yours, and she and Master Georgy 
must turn out of it.” 

“ Where will they go ? ” asked Benja. 

“ I don’t know where, and it don’t matter where,” continued 
the woman in her injudicious partisanship. “ You will be master 
at Alnwick, and nobody can live here then unless you choose fb. 
let them.” 

“ Who is master now ? ” questioned Benja. 

“ You are, my pretty boy, and have been ever since your papa 
died; only she lives in it and gives orders because you are not 
old enough. Master’s wits must have gone a wool-gathering,” 
added the exasperated Honour in soliloquy, “ when he left her 
with any power over the child at all” 

Honour was right in the main. 

Benja remained on her lap, his sobs gradually subsiding. He 
lay thinking of many things, such as occur to children, his ideas 
running from one topic to abother. Presently he spoke, 

“ Honour, when is my church to be finished ?” 

“Suppose I finish it this afternoon,” cried Honour, starting 
up. “ There’s scarcely anything left of it to do, and if I am 
turned away it may never get done at all.” 

Opening a closet-door, she took from it what seemed to be 
the model of a very pretty country church, with its spire, begun 
’ in pursuance of her promise to Benja after the visit to the 
“ Emporium of Foreign Curiosities.” IJke many another thing 
entered upon in haste, this coveted treasure had not yet been 
fcompleted. The fact was, Honour found more trouble over it 
than she had anticipated, and Benja, in the protracted waiting, 
forgot his eagerness. All that was left to be done now was the 
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pasting on of the coloured windows. 'They were cut out-of 
thin ro^e paper; the walls of the structure being of thicker 
paper and white, and the framework of thin wood. 

Honour collected her materials, and soon accomplished her 
task, though she had not been sparing of her windows. Benja 
forgot his troubles in watching her. She had taken off his 
velvet dress, with many a lamentation over the rent, and put oh 
him a brown-holland tunic, handsomely trimmed with black silk 
braid. Over that she tied a white pinafore, lest he should make 
too free acquaintance with the paste. 

At dusk all was completed, and this faipous church lighted up 
by means of the bit of candle inside. Benja clapped his hands 
with delight. It was a novel, ingenious, picturesque sight, 
especially to a child. The fire had burned low and there was 
no other light in the room, so that the church was shown off to 
perfection, and was a really striking and conspicuous object. 
Suddenly the flame inside began to whiffle. 

“ It’s the draught from that door,” observed Honour. “ Shut 
if, Benja; shut it gently.” 

She spoke of the door which opened into Mrs. St. John’s 
dressing-room. It is possible that you may remember there 
was formerly no door there; but Mrs. St. John had caused one 
to be made at the birth of George, that she might pass into" the 
nursery at will, without going into the corridor. Now that 
George was beyond babyhood, this door was generally kept 
bolted, the bolt being on Mrs. St. John’s side, not any on that 
of the nursery.^ but it was sometimes, as now, left open. 

Honour turned her head to the door as she spoke, and saw 
the little boy place his hands upon the panel to push it to, 
after the manner of children, and it^closed gently. Benja came 
to the table again to feast his eyes. The flame was steady now. 

“ There ought to be moss all. round here,” observed Honour, 
pointing to the board on which the church rested. “ But it’s 
too late to put it on to-night: and, for the matter of that,- 
I have no moss. If I stop, we will ask the gardener to get 
some.” 

Benja did not care for the moss. To his admiring eyes 
nothing could improve its present aspect He gazed at it on 
the drawers, he danced before it on flie table*, he carried it to 
and fro in the room, obeying Honour’s injunctions to keep it 
upright and steady. In this manner some titpe passed, and they 
allowed the fire to go out. 
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Bother t^e the fire f ” ejaculated Honour. “ And I have 
neither wood nor matches up here.” 

She had her hand upon the bell, when it suddenly occurred 
to her that she would go down for the things herself. Nb one 
living liked a gossip better than she, and the scene in the 
dining-room w.os burning her tongue. Placing the church on 
the table, and strictly charging Benja not to touch it while she 
was away, Honour went out by the ordinary door, and 
descended the back-stairs. To this door, and I would have 
you note the difference, the fastening was inside. It was not 
a bolt, but a common button, placed high up beyond reach of 
tlie children. 

Never had Honour relished a gossip more than the one she 
now entered on with the servants. Every little detail of the 
dining-room affray, so far as she had beea a witness to it, was 
related by her to the servants, who did not spare their com¬ 
ments or their sympathy. Honour was quite unable to tear 
herself away, until by the striking of the clock she found she 
must have been there nearly half-an-hour. Hardly believing;, 
her ears, she caught up a bundle of faggots and a box of 
matches, popped them into her apron, together with a pair of 
snuffers and an e.xtinguisher, and ran up the stairs. Turning 
the handle of the door to enter hastily, she was surprised to 
find that she could not open it. • 

“ Master Benja, why have you fastened the. door ? ” she 
called out “ Come and undo it” 

There was no reply. 

“ He must have got upon a ch.iir and turned the button,” 
soliloquized Honour. But at that moment she became con¬ 
scious of a smell of burning,*as of wool. Letting the things she 
carried fall with a crash, she flew along the passage and turned 
into her mistress’s dressing-room, that she might obtain entrance 
that way. That door was also fastened, but on the outer side. 
It was no unusual occurrence—in fact, it was usually kept 
bolted, as was just now observed, and Honour at the moment 
thought nothing of it. Slipping back the bolt, she went in. 

Oh I what did Honour see! Where was the young heir of 
Alnwick? A dark mass smouldering on the floor at the for 
end of the room, the cafpet smouldering, no trace whatever 
remaining of the pretty and dangerous toy she had made, no 
trace of him, saw that shapeless heap from which the spirit 
had flown! 
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With awful cries, with wild shrieks of terrified s^larm, Honour 
flew through the dressing-room, and down the grand staircase, 
her cries arousing the household, arousing Mrs. St John. 


CHAPTER XV. 

CONFLICTING STATEMENTS. 

How the night subsequently went on, few at the Hall could 
telL For some time it was one scene of horror and confusion. 
One of the grooms, unbidden, saddled a horse and went 
galloping for Mr, Pym; and in an almost' incredibly short 
space of time, the surgeon was there. But what could he do ? 
That one precious little spirit had gone, never to be recalled 
by leech of this world. Another, however, wanted the atten¬ 
tions of Mr. Pym,—^and that was little George. The child, 
aroused by the cries of Honour from a sleep he had fallen into 
in the dining-room, had escaped upstairs into the nursery. A 
rush of terror overtook him, baby though he was, at what he 
saw there, and at being told it was Benja, and he fell into a 
succession of fits of sickness and shivering. 

It must be assumed—it was so assumed in the house-^that 
this burning was the result of accident; the result, it may also 
be said, of Honour Tritton’s carelessness. She had gone down 
secure in the belief that the boy wpuld obey, her mandate and 
not touch the church. Oh, how could she have been so 
foolish ! To look at a new toy arid not touch it, to gaze at its 
attractions from a distance and not examine them, is philosophy 
beyond a child. Perhaps the little boy—for he was an obedient 
boy naturally—tried for some minutes to exercise his patience j 
but no doubt could be entertained that he at length took the 
church in his hands again. In how short a time the accident 
occurred, and'how it occurred, was as yet unknown—it may be 
said, it was hidden in mystery. 

The position of those in the house during this time appeared . 
to be as follows. The servants wer6 all downstairs, with the 
exception of Prance; and Honour, as you have heard, was 
with them. Mrs. St. John and George were shut up in the. 
dining-room, the latter asleep, the former, as she said, nearly if 
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not-quite aslegp also. ’\\Tiere Prance was at the time did not 
as yet appear, neither had any question been raised in regard 
to it. 

But in the midst of the dreadful horror which had taken 
possession of the unhappy Honour, two points thrust them¬ 
selves prominently forward in her brain. The one was, How 
did the child get fastened in the room ? the odier was, that she 
had seen Prance hiding in a recess of the passage as she ran 
along it This was not so much a remembrance as a conrUtion; 
and it seemed to Honour as if she had not noticed, or had very 
superficially noticed, Prance’s being there at the time, but the 
fact had flashed into her mind afterwards. On the opposite 
side of the passage, about midway between the nursery-door 
and the dressing-room door, the recess was situated—a small 
arched recess. Poor Mr. Carleton St John in his life-time 
had wondered laughingly whether the architect had put it there 
for ornament or for use. 

The first i)erson Mr. Pym sought on his arrival, after he had 
taken a hopeless look at that sight in the nursery, where thfi , 
floor was now half-inundated by the water employed to put the 
fire out, was Mrs. St. John. She w.as in the dining-room, and 
he found her almost unnaturally calm and collected; some 
people are so in these moments of calamity. The only sign of 
emotion was her death-like pallor. She gave him the*account 
of what had occurred, so far, she observed, as she knew it; 
candidly confessing to the fracas that had taken place in the 
room after dinner. Benja had set upon George unmercifully, 
and in return she had collected Benja: boxed his ears, and, 
she really believed, had shaken him. It was very rare indeed 
that she was so hasty wifli either of the children; and she 
would give the whole world not to have touched him, now 
that he was gone. After Honour took him away to the nursery, 
she had remained in the dining-room, not quitting it until dis¬ 
turbed by the shrieks of Honour. Prance canie in once or 
twice to ask if she should take George, but she did not let him 
, go. The boy went to sleep in his papa’s large chair, and she 
sat down by him and took his legs upon her lap. She was nearly 
asleep herself when the cries began, and she had felt startled 
almost to death. The wh&le fault, she feared, lay with Honour. 
The woman luAl confessed the facts in the first moment of 
tcripr: she had left Benja alone wnth some dangerous paper 
toy lighted up with a candle, while she went downstairs and 
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stayed gossiping with the servants. Tlie poor litjle fellow must 
have set himself on hre. 

" But did no one hear his cries ? ” asked Mr. Pym, who had 
not previously interrupted the narrative. 

Mrs. St John supposed not All she knew was, that they 
had not penetrated to the dining-room. The surgeon listened. 
He knew the walls on that side the house were massive* and 
if the child was shut up in the nursery—as it appeared he had 
been—it was hardly likely that he would be heard, unless any 
one had happened to be upstairs. The dining-room was in the 
other wing of the house, its doors were double j and the kitchens 
were beyond the dining-room. 

“The odd thing to me is, that he did not run out of the 
room,” cried Mr. Pym. “ A strong lad of five years old would 
hardly stop in a room to be burnt, for the want of escaping out 
of it The first thing most of us attempt in a similar calamity 
is to run from the room : often a fatal step. But he does not 
seem to have attempted it.” 

^ Mrs. St. John shook her head. She did not know' any of 
the details; they must of course be left to supposition. Honour 
deserved hanging for having left the child alone with a lighted 
toy. 

It was at this juncture that Mr. Pym’s attention was called 
to George. The child was very sick; had been sick at intervals 
since the fright. After attending to him; Mr. Pym went in 
search of Honour. He found her alone, in a lamentable state 
of distress, in the bedroom that had been hers and the un¬ 
happy child’s. 

And now it must be mentioned that Honour had been 
arriving at a sudden and very dreadful doubt As the mists 
cleared aw.iy from her brain and she Was able to reflect more 
calmly upon the probabilities of the accident, she began to 
think whether it had not been wilfully caused. And the doubt 
was assuming the aspect of certainty in her mind, when Mr. 
Pym came in. 

For some minutes she could not speak; she could only cry. 
and sob, and cotxr her face with her apron in very shame and 
remorse. Mr. Pym did not reproach her in. her distress: he 
rather set himself, when she had gkhered calmness, to learn 
what he could of the particulars. Honour freely confessed all. 
She told of the affair in the dining-room, ^ving a diffa’ent 
colouring to it from that her mistress had done, and causing 
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Mr. .Pym’s grqy eyebrows to scowl themselves into ugliness. 
She told how she had afterwards finished the church for him, 
describing what it was, and where the idea had been taken 
from. She said she had left it with him lighted, ”had gone 
down for wood, and stayed talking the best part of half-an-hour. 
Not a thing did she conceal; not a point that could tell against 
herself did she gloss over. 

“ He was always an obedient boy,” she wailed, “ and I did 
not think he would touch it when I bade him not. And I 
never thought I had been down so long, till I heard the clock 
strike 1 ” 

“ It is strange you did not hear his cries! ” 

“ The kitchens are too far off.” 

“ And it is very strange that the boy did not run out of the 
room : unless smoke overpowered him from 4 he first. I cannot 
make out why he did not. It is a bad plan in general, hut m 
this instance it might have saved his life by bringing help 
to him.” 

Honour made no immediate remark. She had been sitting* 
in a low chair, swaying her body backwards and forwards in 
her distress. Suddenly she looked up at the surgeon and spoke 
in a low tone. 

“ I want to know who fastened the doors.” 

“\Vhat do you mean?” asked Mr. Pym, after a pause of 
surprise. 

“ I don’t think he was burnt by accident, sir,” .sh*e continued, 
glancing at the walls as if afraid of being overheard, and speak¬ 
ing in the faintest possible ujiisper. “ I think it was done on 
purpose.” 

“ Good Heavens, womfft! ” exclaimed the astonished 
surgeon, really wondering whether the trouble was turning her 
brain. 

“ There are things connected with it that I can’t understand,” 
she continued. “ They did not strike me particularly at the 
moment, but they do now that I can think of them. He 
^ouliUit get out of the room; he was fastened in.” 

That she was not suffering from mental aberration at present, 
was apparent enough to the surgeon; the girl was as sane as he 
was. Honour thought he ^ras never going to leave off staring 
at her. ... 

“ When 1 left hihi upstairs, I left both doors open; that is, 
unfastened,” she went on. “Wlien I got back again, both 



ST. MARTIN’S EVE. 


IS6 

were festened; the one on the inside, the other on the out. 
1 want to know who did it.” 

It might have been a fancy of Honour’s, but she thought 
the •doctor changed countenance. “ Are you sure of this ?” he 
asked. 

“ As sure as I am that I am living and my darling child is 
dead.” 

Mr. Pym’s eyebrows contracted themselves yet more. 
“ Just describe to me consecutively what occurred, will you ? ” 
he said. “ How did you know that the doors were fastened?” 

“ Because I couldn’t get in,” said Honour, thinking it rather 
a simple question. “ When I got back with my little bundle 
of faggots, I found the door was buttoned inside. I thought 
the child had got upon the chair and done it; but, short as the 
moment was that I had for thought, it struck me as being 
strange, for I had never known him to do such a thing before. 
As I called to him to unfasten it, I fancied there was a smell 
of burning, and I ran round through my mistress’s dressing- 
Toom and turned the handle of the door to open it, and found 
that door was also fastened, bolted on the outside. The smell 
was very strong then, and in my frenzy I forgot the strange¬ 
ness of the circumstance, for the door is in general kept 
bolted-” 

“ Then why should you. be surprised at finding it bolted 
then ? ” interrupted Mr. Pym. 

“ Because' it was not bolted when I went down,” returned 
Honour. “ It was open while I was finishing the church, and 
I told the child to shut it, as the draught .caused the flame 
inside the paper walls to whiffle about. He pushed the door 
to with his dear little hands, and i watched him. That’s how 
I know it was unfastened then, sir.” 

“ In your flurry afterwards, when you attempted to enter,.you 
perhaps only fancied it was fastened,” suggested Mr. Pym. ; 

“No, sir. When I tried to open it and could not, I found 
the bolt was pushed into the grove to its full extent. The 
end came beyond the grove, and I pushed it back with my 
fingers.” 

Mr. Pym rose impulsively, as if he would look at the door 
for himself; but halted suddenly ana sat down again. 

“ That could not have been done without hands,” proceeded 
Honour. “ And why was it done ? ” 

The surgeon made no attempt to answer the question. He 
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seemed very greatly put out, as if the revelation had alarmed 
or unnerved him, scarcely noticing Honour. 

“ Mrs. St. John says she heard nothing,” he presently 
observed to himself, as one in abstraction. “ Honour,* he 
continued in straightforward tones to the girl, “ I think you 
must be mistaken. There appears to have been no one up¬ 
stairs who would have bolted it. Mrs. St. John tells me she 
did not quit the dining-room : the servants say they never came 
up at all during the afternoon.” 

One of them was up,” rejoined Honour in the same low 
voice, and the same roving gaze round the walls, “ .and that 
was Prance. I saw her myself; I can’t be mistaken. Does 
she say she was not upstairs, sir ? ” 

“ She has said nothing to me one way or the other,” replied 
Mr. Pym. “I heard it said generally that the servants had 
not been upstairs.” 

“ Prance was; and if she says she was not, she tells a lie. 
She was hidden in the recess outside, opjjosite tlie doors.” 

“ Hidden in the recess. When ? ” • 

“ After I dropped the things from my apron, and was running 
round to the dressing-room, I s.aw Prance standing inside the 
recess; she was squeezing herself against the wall, sir, as if 
afraid I should see her.” 

“ Did you speak to her ? ” 

“ No, sir; and you may feel surprised at what I.am going to 
say, but it’s the truth. 1 was so flunied at the time, what with 
finding the first door fastened and with the smell of burning, 
that I did not seem then to be conscious of seeing her. I 
suppose iny eyes took in the impression without conveying it 
to -ray mind. But afterwarSs it all came into my mind, .and 
I remembered it, and how she was standing. It was just as if 
she had fastened the doors, and then put herself there to listen 
to the child’s dying cries.” 

“ Hush,” authoritatively reproved Mr. fym. “ You are not 
yourself, girl, or you would not say it.” 

, “I don’t think I am,” candidly acknowledged Honour, 
bursting into tears. “ My brain feels as if it were on the turn 
to madness. Prance has been cross and hard and cruel to the 
child always, and I’m naturally excited against her.” 

“ But she woflld not Shut the doors upon him if he were 
burning,” retorted the surgeon, some anger in his tone. “ You 
should be careful what you say.” 
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“ I wish I could be put out of my nlisery! ” sobbed Honour. 
“I wish they’d hang me for my carelessness in leaving him 
alone with a lighted toy 1 I did do that; and I hope I shall 
be punished for it I shall never know another happy moment 
Thus far the fault is mine. But I did not fasten the doors 
upon him, so that he could not escape for his life: and I am 
perfectly certain that in any fright, or calamity, or danger, the 
child’s first impulse would have been to fly down the back¬ 
stairs to me.” 

She threw her apron over her head, sobbing and crying, and 
swaying her body backwards and forwards on the chair as 
before, in the intensity of her emotion. The surgeon sat still 
a few moments, endeavouring to recall his scattered senses, and 
then rose and touched her shoulder to command attention. 
She let fall her apron. 

“ This thing that you affirm must be investigated, look you. 
Honour. For—for—for the sake of all, it must be sifted to the 
bottom. No one in their right minds,” he emphatically added, 

would shut the doors upon a burning child; and that appears 
to be the theory you have adopted, so far as I can gather it. 
Have you stated these facts to your mistress?” 

“ I have not seen her since,” answered Honour. “ Except 
at the first moment, when I ran down in my terror.” 

“ And she came out of the dining-room then ? ” 

“ She did, sir. The little child—he is the heir now—;ran 
out after her’.” 

“ Honour,” said the surgeon, gravely and earnestly, “ I do 
not fancy the bent of your thought just now- is a wholesome 
one. You had better put it from you. I want you to come 
with me and tell your mistress about the doors being fastened.” 

He went out of the room, Honour following. In the pas¬ 
sage outside, suspiciously near to the door, was Prance. She 
made a feint of being in a hurry, and was whisking down the 
back-stairs. 

“Here,'Prance, I want you,” said the surgeon. “I was 
about to ask you to come to me.” 

Th® woman turned at once, quite readily, as it appeared, and 
quite unruffled. She stood calm, cool, quiet^ before Mr. Pym, 
in her neat black ^own and silk aprbn, the black ribbon strings 
of her close cap tied underneath her chin. Not a shade of 
change was observable on her impassive face, not the faintest 
hue of emotion lighted her pale, sharp features. 
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“ This is a very dreadful thing, Prance," he began. 

"It is, indeed, sir," she answered in her measured tones, 
which, if they had not any demonstrative feeling in them, had 
certainly no ineverence. • 

“ How did the doors get fastened on the unfortunate boy ? " 

Prance paused for about the hundredth part of a minute. 

“ I was not aw’are they were fastened, sir.” And the answer 
appeared to be really genuine. 

“ Honour says they were. Upon returning from the kitchen, 
and attempting to enter by this door"—jjointing to the one 
still closed on the miserable scene—“ she found she could not 
enter. The inside button had been turned during her absence 
below. Did you go into the nursery yourself and fasten it? 
No one else, I believe, is in the habit of frequenting the nursery 
but you and Honour.” 

> “ I did not go, sir. I did not go into the nursery at all 
during the afternoon. Master George was downstairs with his 
mamma, and I had nothing to take me into it. If the button 
was turned in the manner described, I should think Master* 
Benja must have got upon a chair and done it himself.” 

Still the same impassive face ; and still, it must be acknow¬ 
ledged, the same air of truth. 

“ That may be," remarked Mr. Pynn. “ The same thought 
had occurred to me. But there’s another point not sa easily 
got over. Honour says that the other door was also fastened; 
the one leading into the dressing-room—was bolted on the 
outside.” 

“ I’m sure I don’t know, sir," replied Prance; and this time 
there was a shade of uncertainty, of hesitation, in her voice ; 
not, how’ever, very perceptible to ordinary ears. “ That door 
generally is kept bolted,” she added more freely, raising her 
eyes to the doctor’s. “ My mistress took to keep it so, because 
Master George was always running in while she was dressing.” 

“But-” 

“ Be quiet. Honour,” said Mr. Pym, cutting short the in¬ 
terruption. “You are in the habit of attending on your 
mistress, I believe, Prance, and therefore are sometimes in her 
dressing-room,” he continued. “Do you remember whether 
that door was open to-day?^ 

“ No, sir, I don’t,” said .Prance, after a minute’s considera¬ 
tion. “ 1 dressed my mistress this morning for the early dinner, 
and put the room straight afterwards, but 1 do not remember 
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whetlier the door was open or shut. • I should think it was 
shut.” 

“ It was wide open this afternoon,” burst forth Honour, un¬ 
able to keep quiet any longer, and believing Prance could 
remember if she chose. “ The poor dear child shut it with his 
own hands while I was finishing his church.” 

“ Is it possible?” responded Prance, her perfect coolness of 
demeanour, her propriety of tone, presenting a contrast to 
the excitement of the miserable Honour. “I cannot re¬ 
member how it was when I was dressing my mistress, and I 
had nothing to do in the room after that” 

“ And did riot go into it? ” pursued the surgeon. 

“ And did not go into it ? ” repeated Prance. 

“ Then you know nothing at all as to how the doors could 
have got fastened?” proceeded Mr. Pym. 

“ No, sir, I do not. I could take an oath, if need be, that I 
did not know the doors were bolted until you spoke to me 
now,” added the woman, the least possible sound of emotion, 
«■ arising as it seemed from earnestness, at length perceptible in 
her tones. “ I assure you, sir, I had no idea of it until this 
moment. I—I should scarcely think it could have been so.” 

There was an ominous glare in Honour’s eye at the ex¬ 
pressed doubt. Mr. Pym did not want a passage-at-arms 
between the two then, and raised his hand to command silence. 

“Did you hear the child’s cries. Prance?” he asked. “It 
is incredible to suppose that he did not cry; and yet no one 
seems to have heard him.” 

“ You mean when he was on fire, sir ? ” 

“ Of course I mean when he was on fire.” • 

“ I never heard them, sir. A child could not burn to death 
without making cries, and desperate cries, but I did not hear 
them,” she continued, more in soliloquy than to the surgeon. 
“ It is an unfortunate thing that no one was within earshot” 

Honour looked keenly at her from her swollen eyes. Mr. 
Pym spoke carelessly. 

“ By the way, you were in the recess. Prance, Just about the 
time. Did you neither see nor hear anything then ? ” 

• “ In the recess, sir ? ” rejoined Prance, turning her impassive 
face full on Mr. Pym in apparendy the utmost astonishment 
But not her eyes. “ I was in no recess, sir.”. 

“Yes you were. In that recess; there," pointing to it 
“ Honour passed you when you w'ere in it", 



CONFLICTING STATEMENTS. 


t6t 

“It is quite a mistake, sir. What should I do in the recess? 
If Honour sa^s she saw me there, her sight must have deceived 
her.” 

“ How do you account for your time at the period of the 
occurrence?" inquired Mr. Pj>m. “What part of the house 
were you in ? ” 

“ I suppose I must have been in the dining-room, sir,” she 
answered readily. “ I was in there until just before the alarm 
was given, and then I had come up to my bedroom.” 

“ I.et’s see. That is the room on the other side Mrs. St. 
John’s bedroom ? ” 

“ Yes, sir ; formerly my master’s dressing-room. After his 
death, Mrs. St. John placed me and Master George in it. She 
felt lonely with no one sleeping near her.” 

“ And that’s where you were when you heard the alarm ? ” 

“ I was in there with the door shut when I heard Honour 
come screaming along the passage, running towards the grand 
staircase. 1 had not been in my room above a couple of 
minfltes at tlie most. I had come straight up from the dining* 
room.” 

“ And you did not go into the recess ? ” 

“ Certainly not, sir What object could I have in doing so ? 
I’d rather keep out of the place.” 

Mr. Pym looked at Honour. His expression said plainly 
that he thought she must have been mistaken. 

“ What had you done with yourself all the affernoon ? ” he 
demanded of Prance. 

“ I was about in one jdare or another,” she answered. “ Part 
of the time I was in the onion-room. I went there for a 
handful of a particular hcrt> I wanted, and stayed to pick 
the leaves from the stalks. And I was twice in the dining- 
parlour with my mistress, and stayed there pretty long each 
time.” 

“ Talking to her ? ” 

“ No, sir, scarcely a word passed. My mistress rarely does 
talk much, to me or to any of us, and she seemed a good deal 
•put out with the scene there was after dinner with Master 
Benjx Master George was put out, too, in his little way, and 
I stayed in the room soothing him. My mistress gave me a 
glass of wine then, and bade me drink the children’s health. 
I went in later a second time, and stayed longer than the first, 
but I was waiting for Master George to aw^e that I might 
St. Morn’s Ev«. 11 
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brinK him up to the nursery, for it was' getting jthe childrehV 
tea-time.” 

“ But you did not bring him ? ” 

“No, sir, he did not awake, and I got tired of waiting. I 
came straight upstairs, and went into my room, and I had not 
been there two minutes when Honour’s cries broke out I had 
not had time to strike a match and light any candle, and when 
I ran out of the room to see what was the matter, I had the 
match-box in my hand.” 

This seemed to be as comprehensive an account as Prance 
could ^ve; and Mr. Pym himself saw no reason to doubt her. 
Honour did. She had done nothing but doubt the woman 
ever since she came to the house. Honour believed her to be 
two-faced, thoroughly sly and artful; “ a very cat in deceit.” 
But in a calmer moment even Honour might not have brought 
herself to think that she would deliberately set fire to an 
innocent child, or close the doors on him that he might bum 
to death. 

Again Mr. Pym went into the presence of Mrs. St. John, 
the two servants with him. She looked more ghastly than 
before, and she was sitting with Georgy on her lap, the child 
sick and trembling still. Mr. Pym mentioned to her what 
Honour said about the doors being fastened, asking if she 
could remember whether the one leading from her dressing- 
room was open in the morning She answered at once—^and 
she spoke with the calmest and coldest self-possession, which 
seemed as a very contrast to her ghastly face—that she could 
not say with any certainty whether the dressing-room door was 
open that day or not. She remembered quite well that she 
had unbolted it that same morniilg; while she was getting up, 
upon hearing the-children’s voices in the nursery. She had 
gone in to kiss them and wish them happiness on their birth¬ 
day. Whether she had rebolted the door afterwards or not, 
she could not say. She generally rebolted it when she had 
been that way into the nursery, but it was possible she had 
not done so this morning. “ I wish you would not ask these 
questions,” she concluded, momentarily raising her eyes to 
Mr. Pym, for she had spoken with her face bfnt down, almost 
hidden. 

■ “ But I must ask them,” said the surgeon. • 

' “ It frightens George so,” she added. See how he is 
shivering.” 
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.And in tAAk diild was shivering j shivering and trem¬ 
bling as in an Mbe. . Almost as his mother spoke, he 
raised hhnself with and was violently sick; and all Mr. 
Pym’s attention had to bi Iphten to him. 


CtLVPTER XVI. 

INVLSIIGATION. 

The inquest was held the day following the death. A some¬ 
what hurried arrangement; but in these small local places the 
convenience of the coroner has to be studied. It happened 
that the county coroner was coming to Alnwick that day to 
hold an inquest on a poor old man who had been accidentally 
killed; and the Alnwick parish officials, represented chiefly by 
the beadle, decided that the second inquest should take place 
as soon as the first was over. 

It did so. The first w'as held at the workhouse, and was* 
over and done with in half an-hour; the second was held at a 
])ublic-house nearer the Hall: the Carleton Arms. The 
same jury sworn for the other inquest, attended for this one; 
and the witnesses were hurriedly collected without any formal 
process of summons-serving. ' • 

It was universally believed that the ill-fated little child had 
taken the lighted church, in defiance of the nurse’s injunc¬ 
tion and had then fastened the door to prevent her .sur¬ 
prising him in his disobedience. Honour’s conviction alone 
protested against this; in silence, not openly; she was weary 
of arguing against the streaiii. That he had taken the church 
in his hands, she feared was too prob.able, but not that he had 
fastened the door to conceal his disobedience. A moie open, 
Imnourable nature than his, child never posse.ssed: he was 
always the first to tell candidly of a fault; and she thought he 
would rather have thrown wide the door that Honour might 
see him at his disobedience, than close it against her. This, 

* however, was not the popular view of the case: f/iat was, that 
the child had taken the dangerous toy in his hand, had slipi)ed 
the button, not to be caught, and then by some means set 
himself on fire y the remdte distance at which all the inmates 
of the Hall happened to be, just then, preventing them from 
hearing his cries. 
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The festening of the dressing-room door, which was spoken 
of by Honour, who was the principal witness, gave rise to 
some discussion Nothing could be clearer or more positive 
than her sworn testimony that the dressing-room door was not 
fastened when she went downstairs, and that it was fastened 
^en she came up—bolted on the outer side. The puzzle 
was, who had fastened it? No person whatever had been in 
the rooms, so far as could be learned. Witnesses were ex¬ 
amined on this point, but nothing was elicited that could throw 
any light on the affair. It was Honour’s word against facts— 
facts so far as they seemed to be known. The housemaid, 
whose duty it was to attend to Mrs. St. John’s rooms, proved 

• that she had not been into them since the.morning. From 
the time of putting them to rights after breakfast, she was not 
in the habit of again entering them until about seven o’clock 
in the evening, after Mrs. St. John had dressed for dinner; 
neither did she on this unfortunate day. The other servants 
said they had not been upstairs at all: some wine had been 

.given to them, and they were making themselves comfortable 
below. Honour was with them, talking, but not Prance. 
Prance was not downstairs, so far as the servants knew, after 
.she left the housekeeper’s room at the conclusion of dinner. 
Prance herself was called as a witness, and accounted for her 
time. Had gone into the dining-room whilst her mistress was 
at dessert with Master George, she said. Honour having then 
taken Master St. John upstairs. Had stayed there some little 
time. Her mistress had given her a glass of wine. She 
(witness) said that she had already taken a glass downstairs, 
but her mistress answered that ^le could no' doubt 
another. She did so, drinking to^ihe two young gentlemen’s 
health. After that, went upstairs to her room; stayed there 
some time, doing a bit of work for herself, and putting up 
Master George’s morning things, which she had not had time 
to see to after dressing him to dine with his mamma. Tfes, 
she said in answer to a question from the coroner, this room 

* was very near the dressing-room; Mrs. St. John’s Ibedroom 
only dividing them; but could swear most positively that she • 
did not go into the dressing-room. She entered no room 
whatever except this, her own. 

A juryman interrupted with a question. Where was deceased 
at this time? 

With Honour in the nursery, the witness answered. It was 
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then that the paper toy, spoken to, was being finished and 
lighted up—as the Hall had learnt subsequently. Afterwards, 
witness continued, pursuing her evidence, she had gone down¬ 
stairs into the onion-room, as it was called, a place* where 
herbs were kept; had stayed there some time, getting an herb 
she wanted, and plucking its leaves from the stalks. Then— 

Another juryman interrupted, a worthy grocer and oilman, 
with whom the Hall dealt What might witness have wanted 
with the herb ? 

The witness replied, with exemplary patience and the 
impressive manner that ahrays characterized her, that she 
occasionally took a decoction of this herb medicinally. The 
cook was in the habit of preparing it for her, but when it was 
left entirely to that functionary, as much stalk as leaf was put 
in, and the decoction suflered in consequence; therefore she 
liked to pluck it herself. 

Very good, the juryman answered. She could go on with 
her evidence. 

■ After preparing the proper quantity of herb, had taken it^o 
the scullery and laid it on wh.at was called the cook’s shelf. 
Did not see any of the servants except the under-housemaid, 
who was lighting up the lower passages, but heard their voices 
in conversation. Could not tell whether the under-housemaid 
saw her; thought not. Went then into the dining-room, to 
ask if she should not take Master George, as it .was getting the 
hour for the nursery tea. Did not toke Ma.ster George. He 
,was asleep in the large chair. Waited some time, hoping he 
'would wake; but he did not. At last got tired of waiting, 
and left the dining-room. Master George still asleep, with his 
feet on his maxima’s lapT Went straight upstairs then, and 
was about to get a light in her ovm room, when she heard 
abrming cries from Honour. Could only see the outline of 
her form as she flew along the corridor to the grand staircase. 
The upper part of the house had not been light^ up, only the 
lower. Mid a very faint reflection came upstairs. "The cries 
were aiMuning, full of terror. V'itness was frightened, and it 
was not a little thing that frightened her. Ran down after 
Honour, and saw Mrs. St John come out of the dining-room, 
frightened also at the cries. For the next few minutes could 
not give a precise account of what happened. ITie chief thing 
she remembered was running back with others to the nursery. 
Poor little Master George also went He stole up unnotic^ 



|66 ST, MARTIN’S EVE, 

in the confusion, and saw what was left oT his brother burning, 
or, rather, smouldering. That was all she knew, 

Mrs, St, John was not called as a witness. Having been 
shut lip—as was understood—the whole of the time in the 
dining-room with little George, her evidence could not be of 
importance, and the jury had respect to her feelings and did 
not call her. It was announced to the jury that she freely 
acknowledged having gone fron^ her dressing-room into the 
nursery in the morning, and that it was very possible she had 
omitted to fasten the door afterwards. That, however, was of 
no consequence: the door had been left open as Honour had 
proved: by whom did not matter, 

, All the evidence was taken, and a discussion ensued in 
regard to the point not cleared up, the fastening of this door. 
Half the jury, including Mr. Pym, inclined to the view that 
it had not been bolted at all, only shut; but that Honour’s 
state of haste and agitation had prevented her getting the door 
open at the first moment, and caused her to fancy that it was 
fastened. The other half of the jury including the coroner, 
thought that when the unfortunate little child had pushed-to the 
door in obedience to Honour, the bolt had shot into the 
groove with the movement: and this appeared the more 
reasonable solution. In vain Honour protested that neither 
was correct: that the door was bolted, and that it could not 
have bolted itself when the child closed it; he shut if very 
gently, and she must have heard the movement had there been 
any. She might as well have talked to the wind: and to her 
excessive surprise Mr. Pym approached her with a-stern whisper 
and a warning look. 

“I wouldn’t say any more about tliis. Honour.” 

Will it be believed that Mrs. Darling only heard of this 
calamity when the jury were sitting? Living some distance 
on the other side of Alnwick,ynews did not at all times penetrate 
quickly to her house. At any rate, this had not done so: re¬ 
versing for once the popular saying that ill news travels fast. 
Mrs. St John had omitted to send to her—perhaps it was 
excusable in the dreadful confusion—and it was a positive fact 
that the inquest was being held before the tidings were carried 
to Mrs. Darling. 

She might not have heard it even then, but that she happened ‘ 
to send a servant into the village to execute a commission, and 
the maid brought back the news. As is usual in such cases, 
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sha ran open;motithed'with it to her mistress. Mrs. Darlings 
who had been feeling verj’ poorly ever since the previous day, 
and was saying to herself that if no better on the following one 
she should send for Mr. Pym, was lying on the sofa, when the 
door abruptly opened, and the servant burst in with the news, 
her very haste rendering her incoherent. Mrs. Darling started 
from the sofa in terror, only half comprehending. 

“ JVAa^ do you say has hiippened. Cole ? ’’ 

“One of the little boys is killed,” spoke -up the servant 
eagerly. “ Oh, ma’am, it’s true! He was killed last night, and 
they are already holding the inquest on him. It was the heir. 
Master Benja.” 

Almost as one turned to stone, stood Mrs. Darling. If ever . 
woman looked in awful fear, it was she. She could not speak 
at first ■: she only gazed at the maid-servant, her lips apart, her 
eyes wild. 

“ Killed ! Master Benja! ” she gasped. 

“ He was burnt to death,” cried the woman, with sobs of 
emotion. “ I don’t know the rights of it, though the place ft . 
full of nothing else; some said one thing and some another. 
Any way, the fault was Honour’s. She left him alone with a 
lighted candle, and he set himself on fire. There is a tale that 
somebody fastened the doors upon him to let him burn; but 
you know, ma’am, it can’t be trup. Not a bit of business is 
doing at Alnwick, and most of the shops have a shutter or two 
up. The inquest is on now, at the Carleton Arms.” 

With a prolonged shudder, Mrs. Darling seemed to come to 
herself. “ How is it that I.was not sent for?” she asked: and 
though the servant took the question to herself, and answered 
that she did not know, it wjS evident that it w'as not put to her. 

All her indisposition forgotten, her tx)dily pain no longer 
felt in the greater mental pain, Mrs. Darling put on her cloiik 
and bonnet and went out. The jpaid remonstrated that she 
was not fit to walk f wished her to at least wait until a fly could 
1)6 sent for: she was as one who heard not Striking into the 
field-path, by which means she avoided the gossiping village 
—and she was in no mood for it then, Mrs. Darling emerged 
from the fields almost close to Alnwick Hall, just below the 
Carleton Arms. Had there been any way to avoid passing the 
inn, Mrs. Darling had surely chosen it: but there was none 
As she came within view of it, and saw the idlers congregated 
around it in small groups, a sick feeling pf dread took pos-. 
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session of her, and she shuddered as she had dope in her own 
drawing-room. Dread of what ? Perhaps Mrs. Darling could 
not precisely have defined what: but she did think it would be 
a mercy had the earth opened and let her through to the 
opposite side of the globe, away from all trouble and care. 

Not a word did she speak to any one, not a question ask. 
She drew her veil over her face, pulled her cloak more closely 
around her, and was hastening on, looking neither to the right 
nor to the left, when she nearly ran against Mr. Pym the 
surgeon, who had just strolled outside from the heat and bustle 
of the crowded inquest-room. 

“Is it you, Mrs. Darling?” 

“ What is all this ? ” was the rejoinder of Mrs. Darling, throw¬ 
ing back her veil for a moment, and then seeming to recollect 
herself, and putting it down again. “ Is Benja really dead?” 

“ Really dead 1 ’’ echoed Mr. Pym. “ He has been dead 
since yesterday evening. Had you not heard of it?” 

I “ I never heard a word until half-an-hour ago. What was it ? 
How was it done ? ” 

“ Honour left him alone in the nursery with some paper toy 
that had a candle in it. When she got back he was burnt to 
death.” 

Mr. Pym was speaking strangely, in a cold, hard sort of 
manner-; and, instead of looking at Mrs. Darling, his eyes were 
directed straight over her head. 

“ Then it was an accident,” said Mrs. Darling, after a pause. 

“ That will no doubt be the verdict of the jury.” 

The two stood in silence. Mr. Pym with his far-away gaze, 
Mrs. Darling stealing surreptitious glances at him through her 
veil. Presently she spoke, scarcely above a whisper. 

“ What tale is it that people have got hold of, about the child 
being locked in the room ? ’’ 

“ Ah,” said Mr. Pym, “ that’s Honour’s tale. She says that 
when she left the boy, to go downstairs, the nursery doors were 
unbolted j. that when she returned, both were fastened. Ifer 
theory is, implied if not avowed, that the doors had been de¬ 
liberately closed upon the burning child.” ' 

». Mrs. Darling turned her face away. She was as little given 
as any one to* betraying signs of emotion, but the eyes, for all 
they were not looking at her, saw that the face was turning 
livid. 

“ It can't be true,” she whispered. 
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“As I tell Honour.* Are you going to the Hall? Most of 
its inmates aft here, at the inquest.” 

“ Charlotte is not here! ” exclaimed Mrs. Darling, turning to 
him in what looked like alann. 

“ No. The jury dispense with her evidence.” 

“ Is-r-is—little Benja here ? ” 

Mr. Pym shook his head. “ The coroner and jury went up 
to look at the remains, and adjourned here. It is a dreadful 
thing; very dreadful.” 

At the emphasized word, a sound, that was as much like a 
groan as anything, escaped Mrs. D.arling’s lips. The surgeon 
turned towards the inn door, she continued her way. Striking 
into the avenue amongst the fine old park trees, she threw hack 
her veil where no eye was on her, gasping as it seemed for air, 
in the twilight of the coming night. 

A servant answered her summons, and she walke'd straight 
through the hall to a small sitting-room, where the man said he 
believed his mistress was. She went in gently, not to disturb 
her: but Mrs. St John was standing still in the midst of the 
room in an attitude of breathless expectation; of what looked * 
like terrified expectation; and unless the d.irkncss of the 
evening deceived her, Mrs. Darling had never seen her face so 
intensely pale, or with that Iwggard look upon it. 

“ Charlotte! ” 

■“ Is it you, mamma ? I thought you were ill.” 

“ I was ill; ill for me, who never ail anything." But this— 
this-What’s that ? ” 

Mrs. Darling sprang aside. A heap of something covered 
over on the sofa had startle’d her. Surely her nerves were un¬ 
strung to-night! • 

“ It’s Georgy,” answered Mrs. St. John. “ He has been ill 
since yesterday. Hush ! don’t wake him.” 

She took off her cloak and untied her bonnet, and sat down 
by the fire near her daughter. Mrs. St. John did not speak. 

“Charlotte, I have been dreadfully shocked. You should 
not have allowed me to hear of this by accident. How did it 
•happen ? ” 

‘ You must ask Honour that.” 

‘Was no one with him? Could no one hear his cries?” 

‘ It seems not.” 

“Will you not give me the details, Charlotte?” 

“ I only know them from hearsay.” 
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“ But you—^were—in the house at the time ? ” 

“ I was in the dining-room.” 

Mrs. St John was evidently not inclined to be communica- 
tive» She sat looking at the fire, and Mrs. Darling stole sur¬ 
reptitious glances at her face, as she had recently done at Mr. 
Pym’s; not that the face was very discernible in the increasing 
gloom of the November evening. 

“ Do give me the particulars, Charlotte!” 

“ I can’t, I tell you, mammx I only know them myself from 
hearsay. I was shut up in the dining-room with Georgy, and 
knew nothing until startled by Honour’s cries.” 

“You were shut up in the dining-room!” 

“ Just as you found me shut up in this room now. Georgy . 
was asleep, and I had his feet on my lap. I wish you wouldn’t 
<isk me about it. It is not a pleasant thing to talk of. I am 
sorry now for having beaten him.” 

“ You beat him ?—Benja ? ” 

“ He was naughty after dinner. He had a new watch, and 
tvould not lend it to Georgy, and they got quarrelling. He 
beat Georgy, and I beat him. I am sorry for it now.” 

“ But it was not then that he tvas burnt! ” exclaimed Mrs. 
Darling, scarcely understanding. 

“No. Honour took him away, and I stayed in the dining¬ 
room with Georgy.” 

“ Did the accident happen immediately ? ” 

“Not for h long while. Two hours, perhaps, I don’t know 
how long exactly. I had been to sleep. It was daylight when 
he went away, and it was dark when we heard the screams.” 

“ And you, my poor child, had never moved from the dining¬ 
room ! ” ' 

“ Don’t I say so, mamma! ” came the answer, a shade of 
peevishness at being questioned in the otherwise impassive tone. 

“ I had kept Georgy with me.” 

Mrs. Darling drew a long sigh: it seemed like a relief from 
some nightmare. “How came Honour to leave him with a 
lighted candle ? ” she exclaimed in anger. 

“Mamma, I 7 visA you would not ask me these things! I' 
don’t care to talk of them.” 

For some minutes there was silence, but Mrs. Darling ryas 
an impulsive woman, and it was almost impossible for her to 
think of any fresh point without breaking put with a question. 
She did so now j suddenly, abruptly. 
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“ Is it true tljat the ddbrs were fastened ? ” 

“ Who told you they were ? ” exclaimed Mrs. St John. 

“ Mr. Pym, I saw him as I came up here.” 

“ Mr. Pym told you the doors were fastened ? ” repeated Mrs. 
St John, fixing her strange eyes upon her mother. 

“Yes. At least- What he said was, that Honour asserts 

they were fastened.” 

“ Ay, thafs true. But no one believes her. Mr. Pym docs 
not believe her; he told her she must be careful what she said. 
Prance tliinlcs Honour was so flurried at the time, that her 
recollection is not clear." 

Again there was a pause. Mrs. St. John sat as before, gazing 
at the fire, her haggard face—yes, it certainly was unnaturally 
haggard—^bent on her hand. Mrs. Darling seemed buried in 
perplexity, and her fingers unconsciously smoothed down her 
bonnet-strings. Georgy stirred in his sleep, and they both 
looked at the sofa; but he did not awake, and both were 
silent for a moment. 

“Is the inquest over, do you know?” asked Mrs. St. John. ' 

“ It was not when I came past Charlotte, have you written 
to Castle Wafer ? ” 

“I have not written to any one. Surely there’s time 
enough 1 ’’ 

' “ My dear, I did not mean to anger you. I- What’s 

this ? They must be coming back from the inquest! ” 

The noise of many steps outside had called forth the inter¬ 
ruption. Mrs. St John rose from her scat and stood in the 
middle of the room, facing the door; waiting defiantly, as it 
seemed, to confront any who might enter. It was just the 
same position, the same look“that had surprised Mrs. Darling 
when she arrived. The butler came in. 

“The verdict is ‘Accident.al Death,’” he said. _ “Appended 
to which was a severe censure on Honour Tritto’n for leaving 
the child alone with so dangerous a toy. And ma’am,” he 
emphatically added to his mistress, “ she deserves it: and she 
seems to think so.” 

* The mistress of Alnwick sat down again. Mrs. Darling 
caught up her cloak and went out of the room, her curiosity on 
the rack for the sad details withheld by- her daughter. 

Honour di.l seem^ to think she deserved the censure, as the 
butler had observed. Fully, fully had her repentant heart 
echoed the condemnation of the jury. \ never-dying remorse 
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had taken up its abode within her. ' Mrs. Darling came ujron 
her on the staircase. The girl’s face looked flushed, her eyes 
glistening; and there was a wildness in their expression fhat 
spoke of incipient fever, had any been at leisure to note the 
signs, or been capable of understanding them. . 

“Oh Honour! what an awful thing this is I” breathed Mrs. 
Darling. 

“It’s mbre than awfui,’’ answered Honour.- “I suppose I 
shall get over it sometime, if I live: I don’t know. Perhaps 
God will be pleased to take me.” 

She spoke almost with the unnatural calmness of her mistress;, 
That alone would have told of something mentally wrong, ^ 
becoming so. , < 

“Honour—indeed I don’t wish to reproach you, for I’m, sure 
your pain must be too great to need it; but I must speak— Aotc> 
could you leave the child alone with that lighted candle?” 

“ Will you see him ?—what’s left of him ? ” was the rejoinder. 
And without waiting for reply. Honour went into the nursery. 
Something was resting there on trestles with a sheet thrown 
over it. Whether it was a coffin, whether it was not, Mrs. 
Darling did not stay to inquire. She arrested Honour’s hhnd, 

“ No,” she said. “ I don’t know that I could bear the sight.” 

Honour dropped the corner of the sheet again. “Well,” 
she said, “he is there; my darling treasure that was dearer to 
me than anything in life. They were beating him black and 
blue in the dining-room, and I brought him out, and I finished 
the paper toy to soothe and comfort his poor little sobbing 
heart, and I did leave him alone with it, the candle lighted 
inside it. If I ever forget my fc>lly, or cease to mourn for it in 
repentance, I hope God will forget me. But, I am not the 
sole author of his death; Mrs. Darling, I am not. Those who 
came and fastened the doors upon him, and so let him burn, 
are more guilty of it than me.” 

“ Hush, Honour! You were mistaken. The doors could 
not have been so fastened.” 

Honour laid her hand upon the sheet again, touching what 
was beneath it, 

“ Mrs, Darling, don’t yM be deceived. Some do hot believe 
what I say, and some are wishing to hush the matter up. I 
swear that it was as I assert: I swear it by fMs, all that’s left 
of him. They say Benja must have buttoned the one door 
himself; let it go so: I don’t think he did, but let it go so: 
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but hfi could not have bolted the other on the outside. They 
are hushing the matter up; and 1 must do the same: 1 am 
only one against many.” 

“Who is hushing it up?” asked Mrs. Darling, from between 
her white lips. 

“ Mr. Pym, for one. I say nothing about others, I am only 
one amongst them. From this time I shall drop the matter, 
and speak of it no more; but I should like you to- remember 
what I say, and to believe me. It is the truth. Heaven knows 
it is. The doors were fastened upon him, .and he was left there 

f in a living tomb—to burn to death. When the facts come 
ligjit, as they will sometime, if there’s justice in the world, 
we shall leajcn the truth. At present I don’t pretend to under¬ 
stand it.” 

M^ Darling felt frightened at the girl’s words, at her reso¬ 
lute fanner (her impassiveness had now changed to passion), 
at her hectic cheeks and wild eyes—all the symptoms of threat¬ 
ening fever or insanity. She quitted the room, retaining a last 
glimpse of Honour’s throwing herself beside the trestles in a 
burst of anguish, and sought Prance. Scarcely able to speak 
from an agitation which she vainly endeavoured to suppress, 
Mrs. Darling commanded Prance to furnish her with the par¬ 
ticulars, to the minutest detail. 

Prance obeyed without the slightest hesitation, her account 
differing in no wise from the one she had just given to the 
coroner and jury. Mrs. Darling questioned her as tej the alleged 
fastening of the doors: Prance maintained that the one door, 
at any rate, had been fastened in Honour’s fancy only. Jt was 
possible, nay probable, that ’the poor little boy had himself 
fastened the one; but as.to*the other, nothing but Honour’s 
haste (as she. Prance, believed) had prevented her opening it. 
“ The fact is,” concluded Prance, “ Honour was half paralyzed 
with fear at the time, through smelling the burning; and she 
has been as one mad ever since.” 

“ And your mistress was shut up, I hear, in the dining-room 
all the time with little George.” 

• “ Oh yes,” said Prance, “ and the servants were shut up down¬ 
stairs. Nobody could have gone near the rootn. If that door 
was fastened, why, the bolt must have slipped as well as the 
latch when the child closed' it,” added Prance. “ The coroner 
and jury thought so!” 

Mrs. Darling sighed in very perplexity. She could not g€il 
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over Honour’s positive and solemn assertion; but it seemed 
equally impossible to believe any one had been near the door 
to bolt it This last suggestion, that the bolt had slipped, aas 
a welcome one, and Mrs. Darling would have given half her 
remaining lifetime to have been able fully to believe in it 

There went forth another announcement in the local papers, 
Mrs. Darling wording it 

“ Died, on St Martin’s Eve, at Alnwick Hall, on his fifth 
birthday, Benjamin Carleton St John, eldest son and heir of 
the late George Carleton St John, Esquire.” 


CHATTER XVII. 
honour’s ravings. 

,It needed not many days for Honour Tritton to be in a fever, 
accompanied by delirium, the symptoms of which had been 
plainly showing themselves. Mr. Pym pronounced it a malady 
of the brain, brought on by grief, horror, and remorse. It would 
prolong her stay at the Hall, for she could not be removed; 
otherwise Mrs. St John had given her notice to quit it as soon 
as the funeral was over. Mrs. St John had taken a shuddering 
dislike to her. The word is used advisedly. Once or twiccj 
when she met Honour in the corridors, she was seized w’ith a 
fit of shuddering that affected her whole frame. Freely she 
avowed that she could not bear the sight of the girl j but for 
her, she said, Benja would be still living. But when the girl 
W4S taken ill they could not turn her out; and Honour lay in 
bed, in the room that had been hers and Benja’s. The pretty 
rosewood cot, shorn for ever of its occupant, was yet in the 
comer. At first she was not dangerously ill; hot and feverish, 
and a liltle excited at times; but not in danger. It was the 
day Before the funeral that she took to her bed. 

Mrs. St. John seemed more affected by the death than wa, 
apparent to ordinary observers. Not a shade of emotion had 
been seen on her impassive face not a tear, so far as any one 
could trace, had been shed. But that she was grievousb 
affected by it, those about her saw plainly; A species of nei 
vousness—if the word may be applied to one so outward! 
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calmr—seemed to have taken possession of her. She was ever 
brooding on tRe dreadful event; she was afraid to go about 
the house alone after dark; not all the cordage of a seveniy- 
gun ship would have dragged her into the dressing-room, for it 
was next to the nursery where Benja was lying. She chiefly 
sat nursing George, who w'M ill’still—remaining for an hour or 
two intensely calm and quiet, then starting up and pacing the 
room violently, as if unable to bear her own reflections—her 
grief for Benja. “ My dear, be still, be calm,". Mrs. Darling 
remonstrated one afternoon as she paced the room with wild 
steps. “ All the sorrow in the world cannot bring him back: 

' in a little time, if you can only realize it, you will gather comfort 
from the fact that he is better off.” “ Mamma, I would 
Honour Tritton if I could! ” was the only answer. 

What Mrs. St. John would have done without herjnother at 
this time, it was impossible to tell; though perhaps, had 
necessity imposed it on her, she might have been aroused to 
exert herself. Mrs. Darling, forgetting her own ailments, and 
she was feeling really ill, took everything upon herself, and Z/ad • 
to do it It was she who wrote letters to apprise friends of the 
calamity; it was she who made arrangements for the funeral: 
Charlotte would take neither act nor part in it Mrs. Darling 
did what she could to amuse her daug^er, and divert her mind 
from the fatal night She talked to her of family intercuts, she 
read letters to her from her daughter Margaret, who was in 
Berkshire; she enlarged upon the letters from her' son Frank. 
There had been some trouble or escapade, or something un¬ 
pleasant with Rose, during his visit to Belport in the autumn, 
she said, but she could not get to the bottom of it, and per¬ 
haps never should: she expected it all arose from Rose’s 
rebellion at being kei)t at school. These, and’similar topics, 
did Mrs. Darling pursue; but her daughter was as one who 
heard not. It might, in fact, be questioned whether she did 
hear; and if she answered it was only mechanically. 

The day of the funeral arrived, and friends and relatives 
came from far and near to follow to his last resting-place the 
ill-fated little heir of Alnwick. As it had been in the days when 
George St. John died, so it was again. Mr. St. John of Castle 
Wafer was too ill to attend, but Frederick St. John came 
down from London in his place. Captain Darling also came. 
Neither of them stayed beyond the day, and they agreed to 
travel back to town together. Indeed, none of the guests were 
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asked to remain : the Hall was not in a mood for welcoming 
visitors just now. 

Mrs. Darling took the opportunity of asking her son what the 
hinted escapade of Rose’s might have been; but he only laughed. 
it off, and did not explain. He had corrected her for it, he said, 
and he didn’t think she would attempt a' second. 

So the child was laid in the vault with his father and his 
poor young mother, whose life he had cost; and the train of 
mourners and, attendants returned to the Hall, and then dis¬ 
persed, none of them. Captain Darling excepted, having seen 
Alnwick’s mistress. Something had been said about little 
Georgy—now the heir—agoing to the funeral; but it was 
decided that he was too young. And besides, he was not 
well. 

There was estrangement still between Isaac St John and his 
brother; but the aspect of affairs had changed, and Isaac, on 
his part, would have been all t« willing to be reconciled. 
Lady Anne St John was on the pcnnt of marriage with Captain 
oSaville, who had unexpectedly come into a large inheritance. 
Anne confessed all to Isaac. How there had been a secret 
understanding between her and Captain Saville, and Frederick 
was keeping league with them, and to screen Anne, taking on him¬ 
self the blame of refusing to marry her. Isaac St John would 
then l^^ve been reconciled to his brother. He did not make 
any decisive move towards it, but he allowed his wishes to 
become known to Frederick through Mrs. St John. Mr. 
Frederick, however, had a spice of obstinacy in his compo- 9 
sition, and chose to hold on his own way. He had recently 
come into some money through ah aunt, and this he was apply¬ 
ing to liquidating his own debts, living meanwhile quietly 
in London, and spending all his time at his favourite art— 
painting. 

The day of the funeral came to an end. Everything had 
p^sed off quietly, without undue bustle and agitation, which 
might perhaps have been expected under the circurristances of 
the case. Little George had burst into wailing sobs when the 
mourning carriages came back to the Hall, saying he wanted 
Benja. They told him Benja was gone to heaven to be happy 
for ever, and to play upon a golden harp. But the child stiU 
cried bitterly. Captain Darling carried him out on the slopes, 
and in due time brought him back soothed; having entered 
upon some magnificent promises touching a live pony, when 
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the. young gentleman'should have grown as tall as Benja 
was. 

On the following morning Mrs. St. John was to leave the 
Hall for a time. It was her own proposition, but 'Mrs. 
Darling seconded it. At first she was only going to the 
cottage, her mother’s residence; later she would take Georgy 
to some watering-place, and return to the Hall for 
Christmas. 

You cannot keep gossiping tongues still. Since the inquest, 
a great deal of discussion had taken place as to the disputed 
question of the dressing-room door. In the Hall, and out of 
it for miles, it formed the theme of conversation, and specula¬ 
tion was rife as to the real truth. Once establish the fact of 
the door’s having been previously bolted, and there was an end 
to all mystery. Honour’s unwavering assertion that it was 
bolted when she arrived, m^e weight gradually and silently; 
the almost as indisputable ract that no one had been near to 
bolt it received full credence; and the solution gradually 
arrived at was, that when the little boy had closed the door? , 
the bolt had slipped. It appeared to be the only feasible 
explanation. The more it was talked of and dwelt upon, the 
more certain did it appear, and by the day of the funeral it was 
received as an undoubted fact. Mr. Pym so received it ; Mrs. 
Darling spoke of it as a discovery, not a .supjmsitiona Even 
Honour, weak, ill, and miserable, was brought to acknowledge 
that such might have been the case. 

“ What a mercy that it’s cleared up! ” cried Mrs. Darling to 
her daughter. “ It was so very unpleasant to have any mystery 
connected with it: the event was unhappy enough in itself, 
without that. We can so fai dismiss the unpleasantness from 
our minds now, Charlotte.” •• 

Mrs. Darling intended to return to the cottage with her 
daughter. She was busy in her room after breakfast on the 
morning of departure, putting together the few things which 
had been sent over for her use from home, when one of the 
housemaids happened to mention that Honour was worse, and 
‘‘saying queer things.” 

“What queer things?” asked Mrs. Darling, in the midst of 
folding a crape collar. 

“ Oh, ma’am, about the accident; about the bolting of the 
door, that there has^ been so much talk over-- ” 

“ The door bolted itself when Honour caused it to be closed; 

St. Martin's Eve. 
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it has been conclusively decided so,” sharply in^rrupted Mrs. 
Darling. 

“ I know it has, ma’am,” replied the maid. “ But Honour 
is off her head, and- does not know what she is saying. She 
has been raving about her mistress, fancying she’s at the bed¬ 
side, and asking her whether sAa did not bolt the doors on 
Master -Benja when he was burning, or whether she set him on 
fire ? It’s dreadful to hear her, poor thing.” 

If ever a sudden change w&s seen in a woman, you might 
have seen it then in Mrs. Darling. Her ruddy, good-humoured 
countenance assumed the hue it had worn when shunning Mr. 
Pym’s look that night before the Carleton Arms—though for 
the matter of that, he had equally shunned hers. 

“ I’ll go to her,” she said, presently. “ Poor creature, she 
must be quite mad! I’ll go and see what can be done for her. 
Perhaps a strait-waistcoat will be necessary.” 

Accordingly Mrs. Darling made her way along the corridor. 
Crouching against the nursery-door, as she turned the corner, 
'was what at first looked like a huge black balloon. It proved 
to be the petticoats of her daughter, who appeared to be listen¬ 
ing to something in the nursery. 

“ Charlotte! ” 

Mrs. St John lifted her scared face: a white face, not so 
much «f terror as of some great anguish, with wild eyes gazing 
from it Sqftly rising, she spoke in a whisper. % 

“I can hear his cries— /as. I heard them last night, all 
m’ght long.” 

Mrs. Darling’s heart leaped, gs the saying runs, into her 
mouth. Was sAe going mad—was every one going mad ? 

“ Listen 1 There it is again ! ”*■ 

“ Charlotte, my dear child, you cannot be well this morning, 
s These troubles have unhinged you. When you-” 

Mrs. Darling suddenly stopped, and began to feel a little 
“ unhinged ” herself. There certainly was a sound within the 
room; a repetition of faint whining or moaning. 

“ I knew they could never take him out of it! ” whis¬ 
pered Mrs. St John. “ Hark! But his cries were loudef 
then.” 

Mrs. Darling looked at her. Could she be sdccumbing to 
superstitious fears ? Mrs. Darling hardly thought it possible, 
being herself so very practical a woman, m’contradistinction to 
an imaginative one. She no more believed in ghosts than she 
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did in the spirits recently become fashionable: and she opened 
the nursery-door very gingerly and peeped in. 

It Was the dog Brave. Poor Brave must have found his way 
into the room on the previous day, on the removal of the doflin, 
and had been shut in ever since. Not barking, not making any 
noise to attract attention, simply sitting there under the trestles, 
whining and crying. There had been some trouble with Brave 
since the death: he would find his way into the corridor, and 
there howl and moan. 

“See, Charlotte!” said Mrs. Darling, in reassuring tones. 
“ Poor dumb creature! ” 

Deeming it well that her daughter should see, as the most 
effectual antidote to any such fears as those alluded to above, 
she gently took her arm to pull her forward. Chjylotte drew 
back in sudden fear. 

“ I catit look 1 ” she gasped. “ You dare not force me 1 Is he 
walking about with the lighted church ? ” 

“ Oh, Charlotte, do, do just glance in 1 You are not your; 
self, I see ”—and poor Mrs. Darling looked as terrified as her, 
as she was looking at the door. “ It is only poor Brave j he 
must have been shut in here.” 

She threw the door open, w'ent in, and drove out the dog. 
Mrs. St. John stood against the wall as it passed her, carefully 
avoiding all sight of the chamber. Her mood chariged to 
anger when she saw Brave. 

“ I gave orders that he should not be allowed to enter the 
house—that he should be l^ept chained up in the stables—sent 
away—sold—anything. ’ How dare they disobey me ! ” 

Mrs. Darling put her daughter’s arm within her own and led 
her to her own chamber. “ I will see that the dog does not 
annoy you again, Charlotte. Lie on the sofa and keep your¬ 
self quiet: we shall be ready to go in half-an-hour.” 

Closing the door on Charlotte, she proceeded to Honour’s 
chamber at the end of the passage. The girl was in bed, lying 
in all the restlessness of delirium. Her head was turning from 
side to side, her face was flushed, her speech rambled. Mrs. 
4 }arling involuntarily asked herself whether the whinings of the 
dog through the night in the adjoining chamber, which must 
have penetrated to Honour’s cars, had contributed to this 
increase of the malady. 

No less than three tnaid-servants were posted round the bed, 
staring, listening, whispering. The sound of Mrs. Darling's 
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entrance seemed to attract the attentibn of the^ patient, who 
looked momentarily towards her; but the ommously-bright 
eyes evidently saw nothing: they turned to the opposite wall, 
gazing, as it were, beyond it. The words that escaped from 
her lips—^not consecutively as they are about to be written, but 
by fits and snatches—startled Mrs. Darling as few things had 
ever startled her in all her life before. They were equivalent 
to accusing her mistress of the murder of her step-son. 

“ He was the heir, you see, sir,” she said, addressing some 
imaginary personage; “ he was keeping her own flesh and bipod 
out of the inheritance. I saw all along that it was mbre than 
she could bear. Don’t you remember the scene that day when 
you came home from London, and we took the two children to 
meet you in the park? You took up Benja and carried him in, 
but the little one cried and we left him. Don’t you remember 
it, sir?—she struck Benja to the ground and bruised him'. You 
said it was an accident, but I knew better. Oh, sir, why did 
you leave him under her charge ? Wasn’t it as well to make 
your will one way as the other.? ” 

She was evidently in the past, and he whom she was address¬ 
ing in imagination, was her dead master. 

“ It was so easy to accomplish! ” went on Honour, her head 
turning faster than ever, but her eyes fixed as before. “ It was 
only the running up the stairs from the dining-room, where she 
was shut in, and setting fire to him, and bolting the doors on 
his screams,’and running back again. Oh, why did you leave 
him to her ? Didn’t you remember that he was keeping out 
Georgy ? She says she never leff the dining-room, but don’t 
you believe her. She did, and I can speak to it.” ' 

Mrs. Darlmg, who had been slowly gathering her presence 
of mind, and could not do it all at once, turned her ashy coun¬ 
tenance on the gaping servants. Perhaps she hardly knew 
what to say, or how to treat the ravings. 

“It is a very bad case of brain fever,” she said, striving to 
speak with unconcern. “ Her mind is quite gone, poor thing,” 
—as mdeed it was. “ I had a governess once who suffered 
under an attack of the same. She persisted that I had killed 
my youngest daughter. Miss Rose Darlmg, and all the time the 
child was alive and well at her elbow. The two cases seem 
precisely similar. Go down, wijl you? I think the room 
ought to be kept quiet: and send one of the men instantly to 
hasten Mr. Pym,” ' 
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They filed out of the room in obedience, and Mrs. Darling 
ftt down to remain, thinking, poor woman, that her lines were 
hard just now. She sat there until the doctor entered. ^ 

“Ah, ha,” said he, “so the brain’s touched in earnest. I 
thought it would be so.” 

“ She is quite deranged, Mr. Pym; she has been saying the 
strangest things.” 

“ ^Vhat things ? ” 

Mrs. Darling turned the question off “All sorts of non¬ 
sense,” she said, coughing. “ Mr. Pym, I think I shall stop 
here and nurse her myself. She is too ill to be left to 
servants.” 

“ And let Mrs. St John go alone ? ” 

“ I think I must Prance will be w’ith her^and she will have 
her child. Perhaps in a few hours Honour may be better.” 

Mr!, Pym had drawn nearer to the bed. Honour was 
wandering again; was repeating again the same “nonsense,” 
as Mrs. Darling had called it. Alas 1 she must go on repeating 
it until some turn to the malady came. The excited brain had' 
its task to perform, and could only go over it, over it, over it, 
until better moments should dawn. The surgeon listened and 
heard as much as Mrs. Darling had heard. 

“ Yes,” said he, “ it may be as w'ell that you should nurse 
her. Servants are such gossips.” * 

“ Three of them were in, listening, just now'. Mr. Pym, how 
is it that these false notions take possession of an invalid’s 
brain ? ” asked Mrs. Darling. 

Mr. Pym paused before he replied. “ How is it that dreams 
take possession of it?” he,returned. “The girl has had an 
awful shock, and the brain is suffering. The imagination is 
apt to be erratic at these times, indulging in absurd and 
fentastic fancies.” 

“ Very absurd and fantastic in this case 1 ” pronounced Mrs. 
Darling. “Well, I shall stay with her. It must be either 
myself or Prance.” 

“ Prance won’t do,” said the surgeon. “ She and Honour 
Tiate each other like poison.” 

The plan was carried out Mrs. St John, her child, and Prance 
departed for the cottage; Mrs. Darling remained at the Hall 
in. attendance on {lonour; and Mr. Pym did hardly anything 
but dodge in and out of it all day, walking to and from Alnwick 
at the pace of a steam-engine. Honour was dangerously ill 
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In the dusk of evening, when the house was quie^ and Mrs. 
Darling sat by the bedside, her brain almost as busy as the one 
she was there to guard, the thought arose to her that she would 
put it rest (as far as it could be put to rest) a question that 
troubled her. In closing the nursery-door quietly—as it had 
been represented the unfortunate child did close it—would the 
bolt slip into its groove ? Was it possible that it could do so ? 
Mrs. Darling had pondered the doubt that day .more than she 
would have cared to tell. Rising from her chair, she was about 
to cross the room when some one came in. 

“Who’s that?” sharply called out Mrs. Darling, somewhat 
startled. 

It was only one of the under-maids, bringing in some beef- 
tea in a cup. “ How quietly you must have come up ! ” 
exclaimed Mrs. Darling. 

“ I have list shoes on, ma’am,” replied the girl. 

She put down the cup and advanced on tiptoe to take a 
glance at. Honour. The fever still continued, the brain was 
still at work; but just now the head was quiet 

“ She seems a trifle better! ” cried the girl. 

“ I fear not in mind,” answered Mrs. Darling. “ Her last 
fancy seems to be that set fire to the child, and then ran 
away and left him.” 

“ Poor creature 1 Well, so in a manner she did, ma’am, for 
it was through her want of caution that it happened.” 

The girl gazed a few minutes and went down. Mrs. Darling 
—by the way, was that last assertion of hers a true one or a 
flight of fancy?—listened to the receding .footsteps. She 
thought she heard them come back again, those or others, but 
silence supervened, and she concluded she was mistaken. 

Now or never! She did want to try that door, and the 
opportunity seemed favourable : for she would not for the whole 
world, no, nor for ten worlds, suffer it to be known that any 
doubt could enter her mind, or any one’s mind, upon the 
point Quitting Honour’s room, she stepped to the nursery- 
door, and there—paused. 

What feeling came over Mrs. Darling at the moment she' 
could never afterwards tell. Had she been of a superstitious 
nature it might have been accounted forj but she was not 
Some feeling or impulse, however, did causg her to walk away 
from the door without entering, and go on to the dressing-room, 
intending to see if she could try the experiment from that side. 
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As.she quitted it she tould have declared she heard a chair 
move within,’only that she knew she must be mistaken. 

She went with soft tread across the dressing-room caipet in 
the twilight of the evening. The door stood half open; to her 
surprise; for since the fatal night it had been kept rigidly shut 
She was about to pull it to, when it was closed from the other 
side, pretty smartly. In her consternation she opened it at 
once, and—stood face to face with Surgeon Pym. He had 
been trying the experiment on his own score. • 

Their eyes met; and it was curious to note the difference in 
the demeanour of the two as they stood gazing at each other. 
Mrs. Darling,'agitated, nervous, almost terrified; the surgeon, 
collected, keen, perfectly self-possessed. She tried to frame an 
e.xcuse. 

“ I was going to look into the nursery, to see whether the 
servants have set it to rights to-day. I fancy they have not.” 

'‘And I,” said the surgeon, “was seeing whether the bolt 
'would slip if a person merely shut the door. I find it won’t.” 

Honour Tritton’s ravings, the effect of a diseased brain,* 
ceased with her recovery; and there remained with her no 
recollection whatever of having uttered them, for Mr. Pym 
tested her on the point. With her restoration to reason, Mrs. 
Darling was less confined, and she divided her tinie,betwecn 
the Hall and the Cottage, but did not yet finally quit the 
former. Mrs. Darling resolved to speak to her, and the 
opportunity came. One evening when she was alone in 
the drawing-room. Honour^ knocked at the door and came in. 
The girl looked the wreck of her former self; thin, pale, 
shadowy, her black gown Seemed much too large for her, and. 
the dark circles under her eyes were excessively conspicuous 
on her naturally light skin. 

“Could I speak to you for a few minutes, ma’am?” she 
asked. 

“ Yes,” said Mrs. Darling, a feeling of nervousness arising 
within her at the request. “ You had better sit down. Honour; 

: you are weak still.” 

Honour obeyed. She had come to speak of her own 
departure; to thank Mrs. Darling for her care of her, and to 
say that the sooner she was away now, the better. She thought 
of going on the following day, or the day after, if Mrs. Darling 
would allow it. 
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Mrs, Darling heaved a sigh of relief, perhaps she could 
hardly tell why or wherefore. “I did.not think you were 
strong enough to go any^vhere yet But as you please. Are 
you aware, Honour, what cruel things you said of your 
mistress ? ” she resumed, in low tones. 

Honour looked up in genuine surprise, “/said cruel things, 
ma’am ! What did I say ? ” 

“I hardly like to tell you what you said,” replied Mrs. 
Darling. “You accused her over and over again of having 
set .fire to the child and left him to burn to death. Were you 
to say such words in your right senses, you might be in danger 
of transportation for speaking them.” 

Honour burst into tears. She had no recollection whatever 
of her fault, and humbly begged pardon for it 

“Of course we do not look upon you as responsible for 
what you said,” continued Mrs. Darling; “the ravings^of a 
diseased mind go for nothing. But they are not the less un¬ 
pleasant to hear, and your mistress feels enough grief from 
tRis matter without its being unnecessarily added to. You, of 
'all persons, should be careful not to add to her sorrow. It 
tras only this very day, when we were speaking of Benja, that 
she fervently exclaimed, if her whole fortune could bring him 
back to life, it should be given. There are. moments”—Mrs. 
Darling dropped her voice as though she were speaking to her¬ 
self, rather than to Honour—“ when I have fancied she would 
sacrifice even'George’s life, could that bring his brother back 
again. Believe me, she regrets him as much as you can do.” 

Subdued, weak, humble, Honour could only give vent to 
excuses and penitent tears. She had never really suspected 
her mistress, she said, and, indeed, she had never suspected 
any one of her own good will; it was her wicked thoughts that 
would rise up in spite of her. Not her mistress, however; if 
she had indulged these thoughts, it was of Prance. It was 
desperately wicked, she knew, but the boy’s death seemed to 
take her reason from her. She hoped Prance would not come 
to hear of.it; and for herself, she would never, never .harbour 
such fancies again. 

So Honour left Alnwick Hall She had to go first of all to 
Castle Wafer, Mr. St.John having sent for hef. The fact was, 
the occurrence had made a most startling and unhappy impres¬ 
sion on the master of Castle Wafer. Thfe account he had 
received of it was a very partial one, and he naturally wished 
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for eorrect detiils. Wlien the summons came, Honour had 
fluiig up her hands in a sort of terror. How should she dare 
to meet Mr. Isaac St. John, and proclaim to him personally 
her wicked carelessness? Mrs. Darling also had seemed 
much put out: but there was no help for it, and she cautioned 
Honour. 

“ Take care,” she gravely said, “ that not a hint of those 
wicked and^foolish suspicions is dropped to Mr. St. John.” 

In anything but an enviable frame of mind, did Honour enter 
bn the interview with Mr. St. John at Castle Wafer. He sat 
on the sofa in his own sitting-room, his back propped up with 
soft pillows, and Honour, whom he invited to a seat, sat in her 
new mourning, and wept before him. The first timidity over, 
she confessed the whole; made, as it were, a .clean breast of 
it, and told how her own thoughtlessness, in leaving the child 
alone with the lighted toy, had been the cause of the calamity. 
Mr. St. John was painfully interested in the little coincidence 
she mentioned—that the first idea of the toy, the lighted 
' church, had been gathered at the fair that was being held the* 
very day he came to Alnwick. It was at this point that 
Honour burst irito tears, which she was quite unable to control. 

However Mr. St. John might have been disposed to condemn 
the carelessness, he could only .feel compassion for the sufferer. 
She should never know another truly happy moment, she 
sobbed, should never cease to reproach herself as long as life 
should last She gave herself the whole blame; ^e said not 
a word of the old doubts; and when Mr. St. John questioned 
her as to the fastening ofVhe doors, she declared that she 
could not tell herself how, they had become fastened, but 
mentioned the conclusion come to by the household and the 
coroner. 77/^'decided that the little boy had himself fastened 
the one; and for the other, some thought it had never been 
fastened at all; only she, Honour, had fancied it in her flurry; 
others thought it must have bolted itself when the little boy 
shut it, and she could only suppose that it did so bolt. She 
spoke of.the great sorrow of her mistress, as, testified to by 
Mrs. Darling, and told how she had left the Hall because she 
could not yet bear the sight of it: and not a whisper did she 
breathe of the unseemly scene which had occurred on that 
memorable afternoon. In short, it seemed that Honour was 
striving to make amends for the harsh and unjustifiable words 
she had used of her mistress in her delirium. 
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Mr. St John inquired whether she’ was going back ta the 
Hall. “ Never, never 1 ” she answered; she should take 
service as far away from it as possible, where folks would not 
point at her as having caused the death of an innocent child. 
Not as a nurse—who would be likely to trust her in that 
capacity now ?—but as a house or laundry maid. A moment’s 
deliberation with himself, and then Mr. St John offered her a 
service in his own household. One of the housemaids was 
about to leave to be married; if Honour would like the situa¬ 
tion the housekeeper should engage her. 

Again burst forth the tears. Not suppressed sobs this time, 
but soft tears of gratitude. For there was a tone of compassion 
in Mr. St John’s voice that found its way to the heart of the 
unhappy woman; had addressed such to her since that 
miserable day, the Eve of St Martin; and she could hive been 
his slave in dl reverence for life. Thankfully did she accept 
the offered situation ; and it was decided with the housekeeper 
afterwards that she should enter upon it in a month's time, 
‘when.both health and spirits might be somewhat renewed. 

Before the first week of that month had elapsed, Mr. St 
John made an effort, and went over to Alnwick. In his 
courteous sympathy he deemed that a visit was due to Mrs. 
Carleton St John; the more especially that he had not been 
able to make it dt the time, or to attend the funeral. There 
were also certain little matters of business to be mentioned to 
her, now that George was the heir, to whom he was also 
guardian; but without any of the additional power vested in 
him, as it had been in regard to Benja. 

He went this time by rail. Brumm said so much of the 
additional length of the journey by road in his master’s present 
weak state, that Mr. St John yielded for once, and a compart¬ 
ment was engaged, where he would be alone, with Brumm to 
attend upon him. On arriving at Alnwick, they found Mrs. 
Carleton St. John was still at her mother’s cottage; and to the 
cottage Isaac went. 

Had he arrived only a day later, he would not have seen her 
whom he came to see. Mrs. Carleton St John was on thfi 
wing; She was starting for Scarborough that very evening, as 
Mrs. Darling sharply expressed it, as if the travelling by night 
did not meet her approbation; but she had allowed Chariotte 
to have her own way as a child, she whispered to Mr. St John, 
and Charlotte chose to have it still 



HONOUR’S RAVINGS. 187 

What stTucl^ Mr. St John more than anything else in this 
visit, was the exceeding stillneis that seemed to pervade Mrs. 
Carleton St John. She sat in utter quietness, her hands 
"clasped on her knee, her black dress falling around her slender 
form in soft folds, the white crape lappets of her cap thrown 
behind. The expression of her bent face was still, almost to 
apathy j her mannerj and voice were subdued. So young and 
pretty did she look in her grief, that Mr. St John’s heart went 
out to her in compassion. He saw a slight shiver pass through 
her frame when she first spoke of Benja: she for him, 

she murmured; and she told the tale of how she had struck 
him that fatal afternoon—oh, if she could only recall that! it 
weighed so heavily upon her. Oh, if she could—if she could— 
and Mr. St John saw the fervour with which the wish was 
aspirated, the drawn lines about the pretty but haggard‘mouth, 
the hands lifted for once and clasped to pain—if she could 
only recall him back to life I 

She wanted change, she said; she was going to Scarborough. 
George did not seem to grow strong again, and she thought it* 
might do him good; he was fractious and ailing, and per¬ 
petually crying for Benja. Mamma was angry at her travelling 
by night, but no one but herself knew how long and tedious 
her nights were; she seemed to be always seeing Benja. When 
she went to sleep she dreamt he was alive again, and to> awake 
up from that to the reality was more cruel than all. 

Isaac St. John, as he sat and listened to the plaintive voice, 
pitied her beyond everything. There had not been wanting 
people, even within his small sphere of daily life, to comment 
on the gratification it must b^ to Mrs. Carleton St. John (ap.art 
from the loss of the child and its peculiar horror) to see her 
own son the inheritor. Isaac St John resentfully wished they 
could see her and hear her now. He acquiesced in the expe¬ 
diency of change, both for herself and the child, and warmly 
urged her to exchange Scarborough for Castle Wafer. His 
step-mother, Mrs. St John, was there, and they would make 
her so much more comfortable than she could be at any 
watering-place. But he urged in vain. She thanked him for 
his kindness, saying she would prefer to go to Scarborough 
now, but would keep his invitation for a future opportunity. 

To the business matters she declined to listen. If it was at 
all necessary that he should discuss them, let it be with her 
mamma j or perhaps with Mr. Drake the lawyer. Mr. Drake 



I88 ST. MARTIN'S EVE. 

knew all about everything, she supposed; and ^e would attend 
on Mr. St John if requested. 

So, after a two hours’ sojourn at the cottage, Isaac St John 
quitted it, and the following day he returned to Castle Wafer. 
He had not mentioned that Honour was about to enter on 
service at Castle Wafer. Upon Honour’s name occurring in 
conversation in connection with the accident on St. Martin’s 
Eve, Mrs. Carleton St John had shown symptoms of excite¬ 
ment : she wished Honour had died, she said, before she had 
wrought such ill: and Isaac, perhaps feeling rather ashamed 
to confess that his household was going to shelter her, let the 
subject drop. 

Mrs. St John and the child started for Scarborough, Prance 
and three or four other servants in attendance uj)on her. Not 
Mrs. Darling. The younger lady had civilly but firmly declined 
her mother’s companionship. She would rather be alone, she 
said, and Mrs, Darling yielded—as she had done all through 
Charlotte’s life. 

• But it appeared that Scarborough did not please her. She 
had been in it little more than a week, when Mrs. Darling 
heard that she had gone to some place, in Westmoreland. 
From thence, after another short sojourn, she made her way to 
Dover. It was getting close to Christmas then, and Mrs. 
Darling, feeling an uneasiness she could not well define, 
hastened to her, under the pretext of accompanying her home. 
She found Charlotte anything but benefited by her travellings, 
if looks might be trusted, for she was more thin, more wan, 
more haggard than before; and Qeorge was. ill still. 

Whether George St. John had eaten too much at that 
memorable birthday dinner, or whether the shock and horror 
of seeing Benja, as he had seen him, was telling upon his 
system, certain it was the child had declined from that night 
Mr. Pym had treated him for indigestion, and he seemed a little 
better for a few days, but the improvement did not continue. 
Never again was he the> merry boy he had been: fractious, 
irritable,and mourning incessantly for Benja; his spirits failed, 
his appetite would not return. He had not derived benefit 
from the change of scene any more tlian his mother, and that, 
Mrs. Darling on her arrival saw. 

“What can be the matter with him?” was the first question 
Mrs. St John addressed to her mother, and the anxiety visible 
in the wild eyes alarmed Mrs. Darling. 
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" Charlotte, calm yourself, my dear; indeed there is no cause 
for uneasiness. I think you have moved him about too much; 
children want repose at times as well as we do. The quiet of 
the Hall and Mr. Pym’s care will soon bring him round. 'We 
will go back at once.” 

“ I am not going back to the Hall,” said Charlotte. 

“ Not going back! ” repeated Mrs. Darling. 

“ Not at present” 

“ My dear Charlotte, you must go back. How is the Hall 
to get on at Christmas without you ? ” 

“ Must ?^’ significantly returned Charlotte. “ I am my own 
mistress; accountable to none.” 

“Of course, my love; of course. But, Charlotte”—and 
Mrs. Darling seemed unduly anxious—“it-is-right that you 
should spend Christmas there. Georgy is the heir now." 

“ He is the possessor,” said Charlotte, calmly. “ He is the 
possessor of Alnwick, he will be the inheritor of more; he will 
be Sir George Carleton St. John—as his father would have 
been had he but lived.” * 

“Yes,” said Mrs. Darling, stealing a side glance at her 
daughter, who was resting her cheek upon her slender fingers, 
her gaze fixed upwards. 

“But, mamma, I wish now it were Benja; I wish Georgy 
was as he used to be. I think a complete change cf scene 
may do him good,” she added after a pause, “ and_ I shall take 
him abroad: immediately: for perhaps a year.” 

Mrs. Darling stood aghast “ But, what’s to become of the 
Hall? what’s to be done with it?” 

“Anything,” was the indifferent reply. “It is mine to do 
what I choose with—that is, it’s Georgy’s—and who is to 
question me ? Live in it yourself, if you like j let it; leave 
servants in it; I don’t care. Georgy is my only care now, 
mamma, and I shall take him abroad to get him strong.” 

Yes, Alnwick Hall and its broad acres were George’s now, 
but they did not seem to have brought pleasure in their train. 
Was it that the almost invariable law of nature was obtaining 
!n this case, and the apples, coveted, proved bitter ashes in 
possession? Charlotte St. John looked back to the days and 
nights of warfare with existing things, to the rebellion of her 
own spirit at her child’s secondary position, to the vain, ardent 
longing that he should be the heir and supplant Benja. Well, 
she had her wish. But where was the pleasure she had looked 
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forward to as in a vision, where the‘ triumph? It had not 
come; it seemed to have vanished utterly and outwardly, even 
as had poor Benja. What was, what could be, the cause for 
thi»? 

She crossed over at once to the Continent, hoping there to 
find relief for the new ailments of Georgy as for her own worn 
spirits; and Mrs. Darling went back to her cottage in dudgeon, 
and then took wing to her mother’s to spend Chri^mas. And 
servants alone reigned at Alnwick Hall. 


CHAPTER XVIII. 

ADELINE DE CASTELLA. 

Christmas came for other lands, just as surely as it did for 
' England ; and the young ladies of Madame de Nino’s finishing 
establishment at Belport were gathered round the schoolroom 
stove on that festal morning. Rose Darling taking the best 
place as usual ; and also, as usual, swaying all minds to her own 
imperious will. Rose was in a vile humour; believing herself 
to be., the worst-used mortal in the world. She had fully 
reckoned on going home for Christmas—or at least into Berk¬ 
shire ; and Mrs. Darling’s excuses about the uncertainty of her 
own movements only angered her the more. 

“ Don’t bother here about your privileges and advantages! ” 
she wrathfully exclaimed, elbowing the girls away from her, and 
t*''«sing back her shower of golden curia “What do the 
Frencj. know about keeping Christmas ? France is a hundred 
years behind England in civilization, just as the French girls 
are behino 

‘|^®^||done’ Rose! ” cried Adeline de Castdia. 

“^Sane excepted, of course,” went on Rose, addressing no 
o®® '"f, particular. “ Why, the French don’t know as much 
as th^se of the mistletoe!—and our friends send us here t5 
^’^ffined and educated ! No Christmas 1 no holidays—except 
^'ttionth in autumn, which you are not expected fo take I • It 
, is a pernicious country; an unnatural state of things; and the 
British government ought to interfere and forbid the schools to 
receive English girls.” 
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“But don’t t)ie French keep Christmas ?’’ asked a new girl, 
and a very stupid one, Grace Lucas. 

“ Bah! ” ejaculated Rose. “ As if they kept anything except 
the Jour de I’An! ” 

“ The what ?■" timidly asked Grace Lucas. 

“ Qu’elle est b^te! ” cried Rose in her careless manner. 

“ Have some consideration, Rose,” spoke Adeline in French. 

“ Why, she has heard it fifty times 1 ” retorted Rose in 
English. 

“ Every one is not so apt as you.” 

“ Apt at what ? ” asked Rose fiercely, a glowing colour rising 
to her face. Since the episode connected wth Mr. Marl¬ 
borough, Rose’s conscience was prone to conjure up hidden 
sarcasm in every sentence addressed to her. 

“ I meant at picking up French,” laughed Adeline. '•“What 
else should I mean ? ” 

“ Oh, thank you,” chafed Rose. “ I understand.” 

“Don’t be cross, Rose. Have I not elected to spend my 
Cliristmas here, with you all? You show me no gratitude.” 

“ Vou can afford to laugli—and to make a merit of stopping 
here,” retorted Rose. “When in seven days from this you 
leave for good ! ” 

“ If Rose could only change places with you! ” interrupted 
Mary Carr. 

“ Speak for yourself, if you please, Mary Carr,” was Rose's 
fiery answer: “who wants to change places with‘her? But, 
Adeline, I do envy you the balls and gaiety between now and 
Cargme.” 

The Castella family must jiot be classed with the ordinary 
run of people frequenting Belport. Monsieur de Castella—in 
his own family chiefly called Signor de Castella—was descended 
rom a noble Spanish family on the paternal side; his mother 
had been a proud and w'ell-born Italian. His usual place of 
residence was Paris. But sotae years previous to this present 
time, symptoms of delicacy became apparent in Adeline; the 
medical men strongly recommended the seaside, and she was 
brought to Belport. It appeared to agree with her so well, so 
establish her health and strengtii, that Monsieur de Castella took 
cm. lease one of the handsomest and largest houses in the town. 
Sometimes he had to make long absences in Paris, in Spain, 
and in Italy; Madame de Castella always accompanied him, 

' and Adeline would then be left at Madame de Nino’s. This 
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winter would probably be their last in Belport; the summer 
was to be spent at the French ch&teau of Madame de Castella’s 
mother, an English lady by birth ; and after that they intended 
to resume their residence in Paris. They were very wealthy, 
highly connected and considered, and Adeline was their only 
child. There had been an elder girl, Maria, but she died: and 
this made Adeline all the more precious to them. As you read 
on, you will know her better—^and love her. 

She was now about to be introduced to the world. New 
Year’s Day was her birthday, when she would be eighteen; and 
I dare say you are aware that it is about the greatest fete the 
French keep, always excepting All Saints’ Day. Madame de 
Castella had issued cards for an assembly in the evening, and 
Adeline was to be introduced. The schoolgirls called it 
Adeline’s inauguration ball 

Amidst other hidden secrets, sedulously guarded from the 
teachers, Madame de Nino’s pupils were in possession of a 
pack of what they called fortune-telling cards. They were not 
playing cards, but thin, small, transparent squares, made from 
the leaf of the sensitive-plant. On each square was a carefully 
painted flower, purporting to be an emblem. Rose, hippy 
love; cross-of-Jerusalem, sorrow; snowdrop, purity; bacheloPs- 
button, vanity; hyacinth, death; and so on. Three or four of 
these .squares were placed on the palm of the hand, the flowers 
downwards, so that oqe square could not be distinguished from 
another. They would in most cases curl slightly and leap from 
the hand; but should any one adhere to it, it was deemed a 
proof of affinity with the owner, o. foreshadowing of her fate to 
come. For instance: if it were the cross-of-Jerusalem that 
remained, the holder was pronounced to be destined to sorrow; 
if the bachelorfs-button, the girl’s life was to be passed in 
vanity. It was at the best but a silly pastime, meet only for 
those silly girls; but there are of those schoolgirls who, to this 
hour, would confess to a superstitious belief in them, unexplain¬ 
able alike to themselves and to any known law of reason. Else 
why, they would ask, should one particular leaf have clung 
always to Adeline de Castella, and been so singularly ex¬ 
emplified in her destiny ? That it did qling to her is a fact: 
otherwise, I should never have thought of noticing any pastime 
so puerile. 

The first time these cards were tried, the girls were in their 
room, supposed to be in bed. Mam’selle Fifine had gone down 
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wUh the light, and Rose had lighted one of her large wax 
tapm, whidi She kept locked up from prying eyes. Adeline 
had both her hands stretched out, three squares on each. 
Five of the squares rolled off quickly, more quickly than usual; 
the sixth slightly fluttered, and then settled down, quiet and 
passive on her palm. Janet Duff took it up at length, but 
dropped it again as one startled. 

•“ Oh! it is bad 1 ” she said, in a whisper. 

Mary Carr turned the square. It was a French marigold. 

“ ‘ French marigold; unhappy love; its end possible death,’ ” 
read Janet Duff from the explanations. “It is about the 
worst m the pack.” 

Some of the girls shivered—that dqrtoir was always cold. 
Adeline laughed merrily. “ It is only nonsens^” she said: and 
she spoke as she thought. 

And the singular part was, that Adeline de Castella had 
tried those cards since, a dozen times at least j, and this ill- 
omened French marigold had always clung to her whenever it 
was of those placed on her hand. The hyacinth had been* 
dreaded so much from the first, that Janet Duff took if out of ' 
the pack. And the French marigold, so far as was seen, never 
rested on any other hand than Adeline de Castella’s. 

“ It is certainly singular,” mused Adeline, when she tried her 
fate at the cards for the last time before leaving schopl, and 
the French marigold clung to her as usual 

New Year’s Day came in: and with its evening a clash of 
many carriages, impatient horses, and quarrelsome coachmen 
filled the streets, for the gay'world of Belport was flocking to . 
the house of Signor de Castdla. 

It was a brilliant scene, tlfose reception-rooms, brilliant with 
their blaze of light and their exotics. Adeline de Castella 
stood by her mother. The guests had known and thought of 
her but as a plainly attired, simple schoolgirl, and were not 
prepared to recognize her as she stood before them in her 
costly attire and wondrous beauty. Her robes of white lace, 
flowing and elegant, sparkled with emeralds j single chains of 
etneralds encircled her neck, her arms, and confined in their 
place the waves of her silken hair; lustrous emeralds, heirlooms 
of the ancient family of de CJastella. Her features, pure and 
regular as if chiselled firom marble, were glowing with the 
crimson flush of excitement, rendering more conspicuous her 
excessive loveliness. 

St. Martin's Ev«. Iti 
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“Oh, Adeline,” whispered Mary Carr, when she could §teal 
a few words with her, “ how beautiful you are 1 ” 

“ What 1 have you turned flatterer too! ” 

“ flattery—to you ! How mistaken they were to-night, when 
they supposed Rose would outshine all!' If they could only 
see you now! ” 

Miss Carr brought her words and her breath to a standstill, 
for, coming in at the door were Mr. and Mrs. Marlborough. 

“Yes,” said.Adeline, answering her exclamation of astonish¬ 
ment; “mamma met them to-day, just as they arrived from 
Paris, and made them promise to look in to-night. They are 
on their road to England. Lord John Seymour is with them.” 

“ What will Rose say ? ” ejaculated Mary Carr. 

Mr. and Mrs, Marlborough, Adeline, and others were stand¬ 
ing together when Rose came up. Rose was not aware in 
whose presence she was, till she stood face to face with George 
Marlborough. A random remark she had been about to make 
to Adeline died upon her lips, and her face turned white. 
'Eleanor was crimson; and there might have been an awkward 
pause, but for the readiness of Mr. Marlborough. 

“ How do you do. Miss Darling ? ” he said, with a pleasant 
smile. “ Nearly frozen up with this winter cold ? It has been 
very severe in Paris.” 

Rose recalled her scattered senses, and began to talk with 
him at random: but she barely exchanged courtesies with 
Eleanor. 

“ Ellen,” whispered Mr. Marlborough to his wife, later in the 
evening, “ may I dance a quadrille' with her ? ” 

“ How silly 1 —to ask me that! I think it is the best thing 
you can do.” But there was a shy, conscious blush on Mrs. 
Marlborough’s cheek, as she answered. Her husband saw it, 
and went off laughing, and the next minute Rose w'as dancing 
with him. 

“Which of my presents do you admire most?” asked 
Adeline of Mary Carr, directing her attention to an extensive 
display of articles ranged together in the card-room: all offer¬ 
ings to her that day from friends and relatives, according 
French custom on New Year’s Day. 

“What a lovely little clock in miniature!” exclaimed Rose, 
looking over Mary’s shoulder. 

“ It is a real clock,” said Adeline, “it plays the chimes at the 
hours, and those are real diamonds. My grandmamma always 
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said- she shouid give me something worth keeping on my 
eighteenth birthday, and she sent me this. I am so sorry she 
was not well enough to come to us for to-night! Stay, I will 
touch the spring.” * 

As Adeline raised her right hand hastily, anxious that Rose 
and Mary Carr should hear the melodious chimes of this 
ingenious ornament, the chains of her emerald bracelet caught 
in the button of a gentleman’s coat, who made one of the group 
pressing round her. With a slight jerk she disentangled the 
chain, but it brought away with it a flower he had held in his 
liand. It was a French marigold! 

The brilliant hue deepened upon Adeline’s cheek as she 
looked at the flower. She turned and held it out to the owner. 

He was a stranger,'a young and most distinguisheddooking 
man, possessing in no common degree that air of true nobility 
which can neither be coffcealed nor assumed. His countenance 
was one of rare beauty, and his eyes were bent with a pleasant 
earnest expression of admiration upon Adeline. You have met^ 
him before, reader, but Adeline had not. 

She addressed an apology to him, as she restored the flower, 
speaking intuitively in English: it required not an introduction 
to know that that tall, high-bred man was no Frenchman. He 
was answering a few words of gallantry, as he received it—that 
the fair hand it had been in invested the flower with an eitrinsic 
interest—when M. de Castella came into the circle, an aged 
man by his side. 

“ Adeline*,” he said to his daughter, “ have you forgotten your 
old friend, the Baron de la Chasse?” 

With an exclamation of pAasure, Adeline held out her liand. 
She had been so much with the English, that she had fully 
acquired their habit of hand-shaking. The old baron did not 
seena to understand her, but he took her hand and placed it 
within his arm. They moved away, and there was a general 
breaking up of the group. 

“Lottie Singleton," began Rose, “do you know who that 
handsome man is ? ” 

“Handsome!” returned Miss Singleton. “Everybody’s 
handsome with yoa I call him old and, ugly.” 

“ I don’t mean the French baroa Tliat distinguished- 
looking Englishman with the marigold.” 

“ He! I know nothing of him. He came in with the Max-* 
wells. I saw Sir Sandy introduce him to Madame de Castella.” 
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“Where could he ^ve found that French marigold at>tliiia 
season of the year? ” wondered Rose. 

“ Oh, Miss Maxwell has all sorts of odd flowers in that box 
of Hers, four feet square, which she calls her conservatory,” 
returned the archdeacon’s daughter. “ He must have found it 
there.” 

“Lord John,” cried Rose, summarily arresting Lord John 
Seymour, who was passing, and whom she had never seen but 
once in her life, and that months before, “ who is that hand¬ 
some man I saw you talking with just now?” 

“It is my cousin’s husband. Miss Darling,” llisped Lord 
John, who had an impediment in his speech, “jifoung Marl¬ 
borough.” I 

“ I don’t speak of Mm^' cried Rose, impatientlji, an associa¬ 
tion dyeing her cheeks. “A tall, pale man, ^tures very 
refined.” 

“ You must mean St. John.” I 

^ “Who?” repeated Rose i 

“ Frederick St. John. Brother to St John of Castle Wafer.” 

Rose Darling drew a deep breath in her utter astonishment 
“ And so that’s Frederick St John! I have heard of him and 
his beauty.” 

“He is handsome,” assented Lord John, “and he’s more 
pleasing than handsome. Fred St John’s one of the best 
fellows going. We were together at Christchurch.” 

“ Is he staying at Belport?” 

“ Only passing through, he tells me. He has been dining 
at the Maxwells’ and they brought him here this evening." 

“I wish you’d introduce him tome.” 

(“Well done. Rose,” thought Mary Carr, who was near.) 

“ With pleasure,” replied Lord John: and he offered his arm 
to Rose. 

“ No,” said Rose, in her changeable, capricious, but moat 
attractive manner, withdrawing her own as soon as she bad 
taken it, “ 1 think I’ll go up to him myself. We are relativesi 
you know.” 

“ Indeed! ” said Lord John. 

“ Connections, at any rate,” concluded Rose. 

She chose a moment when Mr. St John was alone, and ap¬ 
proached him. Beginning the self-introdnction by holding out 
her hand. Mr. St John looked surprised' 

“You don’t know me,” said Rose. “Lord John Seymour 
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offered to intaoduce you to me, but I said it was not needed 
between relatives. I have heard a great deal of Frederick 
St. John: we are cousins in a degree, you know. I am Rose 
Darling.’’ 

The'name did not recall any assodation to Mr. St John. 
He stood smiling on the bright girl before him, with her sunny 
bhie eyes and her mass of golden hair. 

“ You forget, I see, and I must be more explanatory. My 
half-sister, Charlotte Norris, married Mr. Carleton St John. 
Mamma saw you recently at Alnwick Hall. My brother Frank 
was there." 

His answer was to take both Rose’s hands into his, as an 
apology for his stupidity, and assure her that he was proud and 
pleased to find such a cousin. Rose remained talking to him. 

“ What a dreadful thing it was, that little boy’s desuh!" she 
exclaimed. I had heard of him often; little Benja St John! 
And to be burnt to death!—oh, it was terrible! Who was in 
fault?” . 

“ The nurse. She left him alone with a paper toy that had 
a lighted candle within it, and by some means he set himself 
on fire. It was at his funeral that 1 met Captain Darling.” 

• “So much about the accident, mamma has told me in her 
letters; but particulars she has given none,” said Rose. “ It 
is too shocking a thing to write about; she says. Fodr little 
fellow! I wish he.had been saved.. What do you think of 
Charlotte ? ” 

“ Of Mrs. Carleton St. John ? I never saw her. She did 
not appear the day of the fuheraL The child’s sad death has 
had a great effect upon hei^ I hear; both on her health and 
spirits. She has left the Hall for a time, and is travelling.” 

- “/know that,” returned Rose with emphasis, in which there 
was a world of resentment “Charlotte has been whirling 
about from place to place like a troubled spirit It has kept 
mamma in a most unsettled state, and prevented her Hkving 
me over, for Christmas. I was so mad when I found f was 
not to go homel Such a shame, you know, keeping me at 
School 1 I shall be nineteen next birthday. We have had to 
give way to Charlotte all our lives." 

Mr. ^ John smiled on fhe pretty, pouting, rebellious face. 
“ I fear your sister has been grievously shocked by the death,” 
he said. “Change of scene may be absolutely requisite for 
her,” 
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“ Well then, all I can say is, that it is most unusual, for it is 
not iri Charlotte’s nature to be much affected by any earthly 
thing. She is apathetic to a degree. Of course, she could not 
help* being shocked and grieved at the death; but I don't 
understand its making this lasting impression on her and affect¬ 
ing her health, as mamma says it does. And now that her son 
is the heir—you are thinking me hard and cruel to say such 
things, Mr. St John,” broke off Rose, “but you don’t know 
Charlotte as I do. I am certain that the succession of her ovm 
child, George, has been to her a long day-dream, not the less 
cherished from its apparent impossibility.” 

“ I think' you don’t regard your sister with any great degree 
of affection, Miss Darling,” Mr. St John ventured to say, 
smiling on her still. 

“ I don’.t, and that’s the truth,” candidly avowed Rose. “ If 
you only knew how mamma has made us bend to Charlotte 
and her imperious will all our lives, you wouldn’t wonder at 
jne. I was the only one who rebelled j I would not; and to 
tell you a secret, 1 believe that’s why mamma sent me to 
school.” 

The strains of music warned Mr. St John that hi^ must listen 
to no more; and, as Rose was herself led away, She saw him 
dancing with Adeline. He was with her a great deal during 
the rest of the evening. 

“ The play has begun, Adeline,” whispered Rose when she 
and Mary Carr were leaving. 

“What play?” 

You are already taken with this new stranjjer; I can see it 
in your countenance: and he witi you. What think you of 
the episode of the French marigold ? Rely upon it, that man, 
Frederick St John, will exercise some powerful influence over 
your future life” 

“ Oh Rose, Rose! ” remonstrated Adeline, her lips parting 
with merriment, “we are not all so susceptible to ‘infhKnce’ 
as you.” 

“We must all fall under it once in our lives,” rejoined Rose, 
unheeding the reproof. “ Don’t forget my counsel to you here 
after, Adeline. Beware of this stranger: the French mangold 
is an emblem of unhappy 16 ve.” 

Adeline de Castella laughed: a slighting, careless; triumphant 
laugh of disbelief: laugh^ aloud in’her pride and powe^ as 
she quitted Rose Darling’s side, on her way to play her brilliant 
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part in the g^owd ardhnd her. It was spring-time with her 
then. 

There was a singular fascination attaching to her, this child 
of many lands. It is no fable to call her such. En^and, 
France, Spain, Italy; it was singular that she should be, through 
her grandparents, a descendant of all. But her nature was 
essentially English. Her rare beauty of form and feature is 
seldom found united with brilliancy of complexion, as it was 
jn her, save in the patrician daughters of our own land: and 
the retiring, modest sweetness of her manners, their graceful 
self-possession, were English to the core. A stranger could 
have taken her to belong to no other country, and her perfect 
knowledge of the language, the absence of all foreign accent; 
would contribute to the delusion. She had been familiar with 
it from her infancy: Madame de Castella, speaking it herself 
as a native, took care of that. She had placed English nurses 
about her children; and subsequently an English governess, 
a lady of good birth and breeding but fallen fortunes, had 
taken charge of them until Maria de Castella’s death. It was 
from this lady that Adeline especially learnt to appreciate and 
love the English character; insensibly to herself, her own was 
formed after the model. In short, Adeline de Castella, in spite 
of her name and her mixed birth, was an English girl. 

A month or two rolled away. Adeline de Castella paid an 
occasional visit to her old schoolfellows at Madame de Nino’s; 
but her time was taken up with a continuous scene of gaiety 
and visiting. Balls, theatres, soirks —never was she in bed 
before two or three o’clock nn the morning, and sometimes it 
was later than that. Madanfe de Castella, still a young woman 
in every sense of the word, lived but for the world. The school¬ 
girls noticed that Adeline wore a pale, wearied look, and one 
afternoon that she came in, she coughed frightfully. 

“ That’s like a consumptive cough ! ” exclaimed Rose, with 
her usual want of consideration. 

“ I have coughed a great deal lately,” observed Adeline; “ and 
coming in from the cold air to the atmosphere of your stifling 
stove, has brought it on now." 

No one, however, thought anything serious of the cough, or 
the weariness. But that time was ^ come. 

It was Ash-Wedne§day; and Mary Carr was invited to spend 
the'^day at Signor de Castella’s. Madame de Castella had 
given a fancy-dress ball the previous Monday night, Lundi gras. 
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Rose and Mary had been invited to it, but Madame de NiatS 
refused the invitation fot them, point-blank, which nearly drove 
Rose wild with exasperation. After church, one of the servants 
attended Miss Carr to Madame de Castella’s?—for I suppose you 
know that in France a young unmarried lady never goes out alone. 

The house seethed to be in some extraordinary commotion.' 
Servants ran hither and thither with a look of consternation on 
their faces, and Madame de Castella, when Mary reached her 
presence, was wallyng about in her dressing-gown, sobbing, 
hysterically, her breakfast cold and untouched at her side, and 
her maid,. Susanne, standing by her. 

“What is the matter?” cried Mary, in terror. 

“ Oh, it is dreadful! ” ejaculated Susanne, by way of answer. 

“ Unhappy Mademoiselle Adeline! ” 

“ She is dying!" sobbed Madame de Castella. “ My darling 
child! my only child! She is dying; and I am the cause. * 
Heaven forgive me! ” • 

o “ Oh, Susanne ! ” exclaimed Miss Carr, turning to the maid, 

“ what is it. all ? " 

Susanne and Madame explained between them, both weeping, 
the latter violently. 

They were engaged, on the previous night, Mardi gras, to 
“assist” at the crowning ball of the Carnival; but when it 
became time to dress, Adeline felt so ill and weary that she gave 
up the taskan despair. Madame de Castella urged her to exert 
herself and shake the illness off, but the Signor interfered, and 
said Adeline had better go to bed. And to. bed she went, at 
nine 6’clock. Madame departed'at ten for the ball, but came 
home before twelve, anxious aboui, Adeline. She went into the 
latter’s bedroom, and found her, coughing violently, with every 
appearance of serious illness upon her. Adeline could, say 
nothing, except that she had coughed like that for many nights. 
Terror-stricken, the unhappy lady alarmed the household, and 
the medical attendant was sent for. He came at once, aroused 
out of his slumbers. 

He thought consumption had set its seal upon Adeline. -The 
seeds of it were, no doubt, inherent in her constitution, though 
hitherto unsuspected, and the gay scenes she'had indulged in, 
that winter, had brought them forth; the exposures to the night 
air, to heat and cold, the thin dresses, the fatigue, and the 
broken rest He did not say she would hot be restored to 
health; but he wished for a omsultation. . 
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- So, when the early hours gave place to day, the faculty were 
called together, both French and En^h. ■ They said just what 
the family doctor had said, and no more. 

“I suppose I may. not ask to see Adeline," said Mary •Carr, 
when she had learnt these particulars. 

“ Not for the world,” interposed the lady’s-maid. “ Perfect 
quiet is ordered. Mademoiselle has now a blister on her chest, 
and a sick-nurse is with her.” 

But, just then, Louise, Adeline’s maid, came into the room, 
with her young lady's love to Miss Carr, arid an inquiry why she 
was so long going up to see her. 

“ There! ” sobbed Madame de Castella, " they have told her 
you are here. Just go to her for five minutes. I rely upon you 
not to stay longer.” 

Mary Carr followed Louise into Adeline’s room, and went on 
tiptoe to her bedside. The tears came into her eyes when she 
saw her lying there, so pale and wan. 

“Sotheir fears have infected you, Mary!” was her salutation, 
as she looked up from the pillow, and smiled. “ Is it not*a 
ridiculous piece of business altogether ? As if no one ever had* 
a Cough before 1 Do you know we had half-a-dozen doctors 
here to-day?” 

“ Susanne said there had been a consultation.” 

“ Yes, I could scarcely help laughing. I told them all it was 
"very ridiculous: that beyond the cough, which is nothing, and 
a little fatigue from the pain in my side, I was no* more ill than 
they were. Dr. DorrC said it was his opinion also, and that I 
should outlive them all yet''’ 

“ I hope and trust you \lill, Adeline! Is tliat the nurse ? ” 

“A sick-nurse they have sent in. She is English, and accus¬ 
tomed to the disease. Her name’s Brayford. You know con¬ 
sumption is common enough in your island” 

Mary Carr thought then—thinks still—that it was a grievous 
em>r, their suffering Adeline to know the nature of the disease 
they dreaded It was Madame de Castella who betrayed it, in 
her grief and excitement 

“ There is so much more fuss being made than is necessary,” 
resumed Adeline. “ Th^ have put a blister on my chest, and - 
I am to lie in be<^ and live upon^slops. I dislike slops.” 

“ Is your appetite good ?” asked Mary. 

“ I have not any appetite,” was Adeline’s reply. “ But in 
illness we fancy many things, and Louise would have brought 
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me up anything I asked for. There’s no chance it, with this 
nurse here. She seems tiresomely particular, and determined to 
obey orders to the letter. I asked her, just before you came in, 
for some wine-and-water, I almost prayed for it, I was so paiii- 
fully thirsty. I could have coveted that three-sous beer some 
of the English girls at school are so fond of.” 

“ Did she let you have it ?.” 

“ No. She told me she would not give me a drop of wine if 
I paid her for it in gold. I cried about it, I was so disappointed 
and thirsty. What with the flurry and excitement there has 
been all the morning, and,—papa and mamma’s anxiety, my 
spirits were low, and I actudly cried. But she would not 
give it me. She brought me some toast-and-water, and said 
she was going to make me something nice, better than Wine. 
There she is, coddling at it Over the fire—very nice 1 dare 
sayitw/” 

Mrs. Brayford came forward, and whispered Miss Carr 
to take her leave. Talking was bad for Mademoiselle de 
Gastella. 

“ Farewell, dearest Adeline 1 I shall soon come to see you 
again. I know I shall find you better.” 

She was half-way across the room when Adeline called to her. f 
The nurse, who was again leaning over her saucepan, looked up, 
a remonstrance in her eye if not on her tongue, but Miss Caqr 
returned. 

“ Mary,” she whispered, “ go in to mamma,' assure her, con- 
vince her, that I am not so ill as she fears: that it is her love for 
me which has magnified the danger.* 

“ Oh, it’s nothing,” cried Rose Dariing, slightingly, when Miss 
Carr carried the tain of Adeline’s illness back to school. “ She 
will soon be well” 

“ Or die,” said Mary Carr. 

Die! You are as-absurd as the French doctors, Mary. As 
if people died of a little night visiting! T wish they would let 
me run the risk 1 ” 

“ If you had seen the house to-day, and Madame de Cas- 
tella-” 

“I am glad I did not,” interrupted Rose; “ such scenes are 
not to my taste. And nothing at all to judge by. The French 
are always in extremes—ecstasies or despair. So much the 
better for them. They feel the less.” ’ 

“That is a harsh remark, if intended to apply to Madame de 
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Castella,” observed Miss Carr. " More intense grief I never care 
to witness,” 

“ No doubt As intense as it is in her nature to feel j and 
shown as the French always do show it, in ravings and hysterics. 
But I can tell you one thing, Mary Carr, that the only grief to 
be feared, that w’hich eats into the heart, and tells upon itj^is 
borne in silence! ” 

What a remark from Rose Darling! 

Adeline de Castella grew gradually better; apparently quite 
well But the cold winds and frosts of winter continued that 
year very late, even to the end of April, and for all that period 
she was kept a close prisoner to the house. The medical men 
recommended that she should spend the follow’ing winter in a 
warmer climate. It was therefore decided that the summer 
should, be passed at the Chdteau de Beaufoy, as had been pre¬ 
viously agreed upon, and, with the autumn, they would go 
south. 

A new rumour reached the schoolgirls—that Adeline wa% 
about to be married. It was brought to them by Madeleine de ' 
Gassicourt, and her friends were intimate with the Castellas. 

That was a singular year, so far as weather went. Frost and 
snow, drizzling rain, bleak and biting winds, alternated with each 
other to the beginning of May: there had been no spring i but, 
with that month. May, there came in summer. It was hotter 
than it often is in July. And this hot weather lastbd for several 
months. 

It was the second day of this premature summer, and the 
usual Thursday holiday at Madame de Nino’s. The girls were 
in the inner court. Rose in a furious state of indignation, and 
ready to quarrel with every one, because she had not been' 
fetched out, when the roll of carriage-wheels was heard, and 
they peeped through a slit in the great wooden door so as to 
get a glimpse of the gate of the outer courtyard. 

Springing down the steps of the carriage, came Adeline de 
Castella, followed by her mother. A shout of delight arose, 
•excited fingers pushed back the great lock, and a group burst 
into the outer courtyard. Adeline ran towards them, as de¬ 
lighted as they were. Madame de Castella, with an amused 
laugh and a pleaspt word, passed on to the apartments of 
Madame de Nino, and Mademoiselle Henriette ordered’ forth 
Julie^ and had the door double-locked 
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Adeline looked infinitely beautiful: for though the Ikee had 
little more colour in it than there is in Parian marble, the 
features retained all their exquisite contour, the flowing hair 
its sflky waves, the dark-brown, lustrous eyes their sweet and 
sad expression. In the midst of Adeline de Castella's brilliant 
loveliness, there was, and always had been, a peculiar expres¬ 
sion of sadness pervading her countenance. It never failed to 
strike on the notice of the beholder, investing such a face as 
hers with a singular interest, but it was more than usually 
observable since her illness. Was it that the unearthly part of 
her, the spirit, conscious of and mourning for what was in 
store for her, cast its shadow upon her features ? The girls 
crowded round silently to look at Adeline's teeth, for one day, 
during the time she lay ill, Charlotte Singleton had said that 
the transparent teeth of Adeline de Castella were an indication 
of a consumptive tendency, and the girls could not agree 
amongst themselves whether they were so very transparent 

“ So I have come to see you at last,” began Adeline, as she 
fat down with her two fnends, Rose and Mary, on the bench 
outside the schoolroom windows. “What hot weather has 
come in all at once 1 ” 

“ Adeline^ how long your illness has been ! We heard you 
were going to Nice.” 

“ Not until autumn. And I don't know whether it will be 
Nice." 

“ There’s Julie 1 ” cried Rose, springing up. “Julie, who’s 
fetched ? ” 

“ Pas vous, mademoiselle,” answered the servant, laughing 
at Rose’s anxiety. ' 

“ Ah bah 1 Adeline, we have heard something else. Ah! 
you know what I mesm. Is it true?” 

“ I believe it is,” she answered, a faint blush upon her face, 
and a careless smile. 

“ Is he handsome ? ” continued Rose. Of course the first 
thought that would arise to htr. 

“ I have never seen him.” 

“Oh, Adeline I” uttmd Mary Carr, involuntarily, whilst' 
Rose stared with unqualified amazement * 

“Not yet He comes from Paris this week to pay us a 
visit” 

“Who is he?” ' 

^‘Tbe Bmon de la Chasse. Do you recollect seeing, on my 
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ball night, an yld gentleman who remained most of the evening 
by the side of papa ? " 

“ Yes. Well ? ” answered Rose, impatiently. 

“It seems he made overtures then to papa for my band, 
though I did not know it, and-” 

“ It is a sin, an unholy thing, to sacrifice you to an old 
man! ” interrupted Mary Carr, starting up in her sharp dis¬ 
appointment. “ Why, his sands of life must be welhnigh run 
out! ” 

“A moment, Mary,” rejoined Adeline, calmly laying her 
hand upon Miss Carr’s arm: “ who is hasty now ? That old 
man’s sands are run out. He died soon after he had played 
his part in that festal night, which he had come down from 
Paris purposely to join in. He and papa were old and very 
dear friends j closer friends it would not be possible to con¬ 
ceive, though there was a difference of twenty years in their 
ages. His nephew inherits his fortune and title, and it is for 
him they destine me.” 

“ How old is he ? ” inquired Rose. 

“ I have not asked,” said Adeline. “ Mamma says he is ' 
good-looking. It appears that this scheme of uniting the 
families has been a project of years, though they never told me. 
Had my sister lived, the honour was to have fallen to her.” 

“ I hope you will be happy,” obsen'cd Miss Carr. , 

“ Thank you, Mary. But you speak with hesitation.” 

“ Not as to the zc/isA The hope might be mdre assured if 
you already knew, and loved, him who is to be your husband. 

It is a great hazard to promise to marry one whom we have 
never seen.” 

“ It is the way these things are managed in France,” said 
Adeline. 

“And the cause that such doubtful felicity condescends to 
alight on a French mkndge” broke forth Rose, who had been 
temporarily silent. “ The wives make it out in their intrigues, 
though. It is a dangerous game, Adeline. Take care.” 

“ I hgpe you do not consider it necessary to warn ttu i^inst 
«uch danger,” exclaimed Adeline, the crimson flying to her 
cheeks. 

“No; for you have not a particle of the French nature 
about you,” fearlessly returned Rose. “To you, strong in 
right principle, in Refinement of feeling, it can bring only 
suffering—a yearning after what must never be." 
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“Englishwomen do not always m&ny whese they love,” 
mused Adeline. 

“Seldom or never,” answered Rose. “With them the 
passion is generally over. They go more into society, have 
opportunities of mixing freely, as girls, with the other sex, 
which you have not, and so the years pass, and by the time 
their marriage comes, the heart is at rest; its life has left it.” 

“ Then their marriage, even by your own showing, -seems to 
be much on a par with what mine will be.” 

“Their marriage is, Adeline, but their love is over,yours has 
to come. There lies the difficulty: and the danger.” 

“Where did you get all these wise ideas from?” inquired 
Adeline, much amused, 

“ I’m not an idiot,” was Rose’s answer. “ And I am apt to 
speak freely when I feel disappointed. I thought you would 
be sure to marry an Englishman. You have often said so, and 
you admire the English so much more than you do the French. 
You remember that handsome Englishman, of French-marigold 
hiemory ? I set it down in my mind that your destiny and his 
were to be linked together.” 

“You have set many things down in your mind. Rose, that 
never had place out of it,” retorted Adeline, with a merry 
laugh. “ I have not seen him since that night, and probably 
never shall see him again.” 

“ Mademoiselle Rose Darling,” exclaimed Clotilde, putting 
her head out at the schoolroom window. 

“ Oh the joy 1 ” cried Rose, as sl\e flew away. - “ I know it’s 
the Singletons.” ' 

The Baron de la Chasse arrived fiom Paris, and was b^aothed 
to Adeline de Castella. A small circle of friends were invited 
to meet him on the evening of the bfetrothment, and Adeline 
did not forget a promise She had made to invite Rose and 
Mary Carr. 

A man of thirty years, of middle height, and compact, wdl- 
made figure; pleasing features, regular inAheir contour; auburn 
hair, curly and luxuriant by naWre, but sneared off to bristles; 
yellow whiskers, likewise sheSfed, and a great fierce yelloi^ 
moustache with curled comers. Somehow Rose, when Adeline 
said he was good-looking, had pictured to herself a tall, hand¬ 
some man: she caught sight of the cropped hair and the 
, moustache, and went through the introduction with her hand¬ 
kerchief to her mouth, splitting with laughter. Yet there was 
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no mistaking Jihe baron for anything but a gentleman and a 
;high-bred man. 

“ Mary! ” whispered Rose, when she found the opportunity, 
1 “ what a sacrifice for Adeline! ” • 

“ How do you mean ? Domestic happiness does not lie in 
looks. And if it did, the baron's are not so bad.” 

“But look at his sheared hair, and those frightful mous¬ 
taches.! Why does he not cut the ends off, and dye them 
brown ? ” 

Perhaps he is afraid of their turning green—if he has read 
‘ Ten Thousand a Year.’ ” 

“ Oh, Adeline 1 Adeline! I wonder if she is really betrothed 
to him ? " 

“ That’s a superfluous wonder of yours. Rose,” said Mary 
Carr. “ The white wreath is on her head, and the betrothal 
ring on her finger.” 

' “ If a shaven goat—and that’s what he is—put the ring upon 
mine, I should look out for some one else to take it off again,” 
retorted Rose. “ Dear Adeline I ” she continued, as the latte? 
advanced, “let me see your ring.” 

Adeline drew off her glove and her ring together. 

“ You should n(jt have taken it from your finger,” remarked 
Mary Carr. “ We hold a superstition in Holland—some do— 
that a betrothal ring, once removed from the finger, will never 
be exchanged for a nuptial one.” 

“ Sheer nonsense, like most other superstitions,” said Adeline j 
and her perfect indifference of manner proved that no love had 
entered into her betrothal—indeed, how should it ? 

“ What had you both to db ? ” 

“ Only sign some writings, and then he placed the ring on my 
finger. Nothing more." 

“ Except a sealing kiss,” said Rose, saucily. 

The colour stole over Adeline’s face. Even her fair open 
brow, as it met the chaplet of white roses, became flushed. 

“ IVho but you. Rose, would dream of these vulgar familiar¬ 
ities?" she remoastrated. “Amongst the French, they would 
he looked upon as the very essence of bad taste.” 

“ Taste t% ejaculated Rose, contemptuously. “ If you loved, 
you woul(|i know better. Wait until you do, Adeline, and then 
remember my words—and yours. It does not require much 
time for love to grow, if it will grow at all,” she continued, in 
that half-abstracted manner which was now frequent with her— 
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as if were communing with herself; rather tjian talking to 
another. 

“Probablynot,” remarked Adeline, with indifference. “But 
even you. Rose, susceptible as you are known to be, will 
scarcely admit that a few hours are sufficient to call it forth.” 

. “ Nor a twelvemonth either, situated as you and he are,” 
replied Rose, vehemently. “ The very fact of being expected 
and required to love in any given quarter, must act as a sure . 
preventive.” . 

M. de la Chasse drew up, and entered into conversation with 
them. He appeared a sensible, agreeable man, at home in all 
the polite and literary topics of the day. In his manner towards 
Adeline, though never losing the ceremonious politeness of a! 
Frenchman, there was a degree of gallantry (I don’t know any' 
better word: the French would say empressetnent) not unpleasing 
to witness, and. Rose thought, he had a large share of vanity. 
But where you would see one of his nation superior to him, 
you might see ninety-nine inferior. 

• “ It may be a happy marriage after all. Rose,” observed Miss 
Carr, when they were once more alone 

“ Possibly. If she can only induce him to let his hair grow, 
and to part with those yellow tails.” 

“ Be serious if you can,” reproved Mary Carr. “ He seems 
to be in a fair way to love Adeline.” 

“He admires Adeline,” dissented Rdse; “is proud of her, 
and no doubt excessively gratified that so charming a girl should 
fall to his lot without any trouble on his part. But if you come 
to speak of love, it sets one wondering how much of that enters 
into the composition of a French Msband.” 

No shadow, or doubt of the future, appeared that night to 
sit u{»n the spirit of Adeline de Castella. There was a radiant 
look in her countenance, rarely seen j hidii^, for the moment, 
that touching expression of sorrow and sadness, so natural tb it. 
As the betrothed of a few hours, in a few months to be a wife, 
she was the worshipped idol of those around her, and this called 
forth what latent vanity there was in her heart, and she was 
happy. She could only think it a great thing to be an engaged 
girl. All do. Why should Adeline de 'Castella be. an 
exception? * . ' 

How little did she.know, or think, or suspect, the true nature 
of the contract she had that day made in liier blindness l^what 
it involved, whaSjtiwas to bring forth for her 1 
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The Chite^ de Beaufoy;, formerly belonging to the Chevalier 
de Beaufoy, was now the property and residence of his widow. 
She was of English birth, as jrou have heard. Of her two 
children, the younger was the wife of Signor de Castella f the 
other, Agnes de Beaufoy, a maiden lady, had never left her. 
The property was situated near to Odesque, a small town some 
leagues from Belpprt on the Paris line of railroad. 

The Castellas departed for the chdteau on their promised 
summer’s visit. Mary Carr accompanied them at the pressing 
invitation of Adeline. But Madame de Nino would only grant 
her leave for a wee|c. 

Adeline de Castella had represented the chdteau in glowing 
colours j which caused Mary Carr to be surprised, not to say 
disappointed, when she saw it. A long, straight, staring, 
whitish-grey building, all windows and chimneys, with a primly- 
laid'Out garden stretched before it, flat and formal. Precise 
flower-beds, square, oval, round j round, square, oval ; and long 
paths, straight and narrow ; just as it is the pride of French 
chiteau-gardens to be. The principal entrance to the hous^ 
was gained by a high, broad flight of steps, on either side of 
which was a gigantic lion, grinning its fierce teeth at all visitors. 
And these lions, which were not alive, but carved out of stone, 
and the steps, were the only relief given to the bare, naked 
asp^t of the edifice. Before the house were two foimtains, 
the carriage approach running between them. Each was 
surrounded by eight smaller lions, with another giant of the 
same species spouting up water from its mouth. 

Very ugly and devoid of taste it all looked to Mary Carr. 
But on the western side off the chateau improvements were 
visible. A stone terrace, or colonnade, wide, and supported 
by pillars, with a flight of steps at each end and in the middle, 
rose before its windows, and lovely pleasure-grounds extended 
out to the far distance. A verdant, undulating lawn; fragrant 
shrubs; retired walks, where the trees met overhead; sheltered 
banks, grateful to recline upon in the noonday sun; a winding 
shrubbery; a transparent lake: all of their Jdnd charming, 
for all this, Beaufoy was indebted to the taste of its English 
mistress. 

In the neighbourhood, within easy drives, were located other 
chiteaux, forming a pleasant little society. The nearest house 
WM only hah-a-mile ^tant, and the reader is requested to take 
especial notice of it, since he will sometimes go there. It waS 
$t. Ma-tin’s Eve. 14 
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not a chitteau, not half huge enoi^h fof one, and Beaufoy, with 
its English id^, bad christened it “The Lodge.” 

It was a compact little abode, belonging to the XloUnt 
d’Estival, an intimate friend of the Beaufoy family. This M. 
d'Estival was gifted by nature with an extraordinary love for 
painting and the fine arts. He had built a room to the lodge 
expressly for the reception of pictures, had travelled much, and 
was continually adding to his collection. Whilst other peo^e 
spent their money in society and disirlay, he spent his (and he 
had plenty of it) m paindngs. Mary Carr was a connection of 
his: her eldest brother, an English clergyman, now dead, had 
married his niece, Emma d’Estival You have heard of these 
Carrs before, in a previous work: of their birth and residence 
in Holland; of the singular romance attending the early history 
of their father and mother; of the remarkable action at law in 
Westerbury, by which their rights were established. You will 
not hear more of them in this history, for I don’t suppose you 
like rUhavffis more tlian I do. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

• TAKING A PORTRAIT. 

Madams ds Beaufot, n^e Maria Goldingl^, vas a genial 
old lady, stout and somewhat helpless. Her daughter Agnei, 
with her grey hair and her fifty years, looked nearly double the 
age of Madame de* Castella^slfti was some ten years older. 
Th^ were not in the least alike, ftiese sisters: the elder was 
plain, large-featured, eyes and complexion alike pale j Madi^ 
de CasteTla was a slight, small, delicate-featured woman, ifith 
rich brown eyes, and a br%ht rose-colour on her cheekk -To 
Mary Carr's surprise—for Adeline had never mentioned it—ehe ^ 
saw that Miss de Beaufby was lame. It was the result oP an * 
accident in infanqr. , 

the morning following their arrival at 'Beaufo^, Adepnu 
asked her gnmdmother if she knew whether M. d'Esti^ .wA at 
tb<i Lodg^ and was answered in the nwative. He'had come 
down from Paris with visitors, it was said-j but had gone away 
again almost immediately, the old lady thought to Holland. . 

«So miicb the better," remarked Adeline, “ we can go as 



TAKING A PORTRAIT. 


2 tl 


often as we like to his picture-gallery. You are fond of paint¬ 
ings, Mary; you will have a great treat, and you have a sort of, 
right there. Suppose we go now ? ” 

“ Now?”sfaid Madame de Castella. “ It is so hot! ” 

“It will be hotter.later in the day," said Adeline. “Do 
come with us, mamma.” 

Somewhat unwillingly, Madame de Castella called for her 
scarf and bonnet to accompany them, casting many dubious 
glances at the cloudless sky and blazing sun. They took their 
way through the shrubbery; it was the longest road, but the 
most shady. And whilst they are walking, let us take a look at 
this said painting-room. 

It bore an indescribable appearance, partaking partly of the 
character and confusion of an artist’s studio, partly of a gorgeous 
picture-gallery. The apartment was very long in proportion 
to its width, and was lighted by high windows, furnished with 
those green blinds, or shades, which enable artists to procure 
the particular light they may require. The room opened by 
means of glass doors upon a lovely pleasure-ground, but there > 
were shutters and tapestry to draw before these doors at will, 
so that no light need enter by them. Opposite, at the other 
end of the room, a smaller door connected it with the house. 

That same morning, about seven o’clock, there stood in this 
apartment a young man arranging French chalks, crayons, 
painting-brushes, and colours, which lay about in disorder, just 
as they had been last used. A tall, pointed easel stood a few 
feet from the wall, near it. a stand with its colour-box and 
palettes. There were classical vases scattered about; plaster- 
casts from the best models; statues and busts of poiphyiy, and 
carving from the marbles of Lydia and Pentelicus. The 
^Iptured head of a warrior; a group of gladiators j a Niobe, 
Itin its weeping sorrow, and the Apollo Belvedere i bas-reliefs, 
^pied from the statue of the Discobolon, and other studies 
. the antique. There was beauty in all its aspects, but no 
deformity, no detached limbs or misshapen forms: as if the 
collector cared not to excite unpleasing thoughts. On the 
Walls hung copies from, and chefs-cPauvre of, the masters of 
many lands: Michael Angelo, Salvator Rosa, Rembrandt; 
groups by Raphael; beautiful angels of Guido; Carlo Dolce, 
Tuian, all were represented there, with Leonardo da Vinci, 
the highly-gifted and unhappy. Of the Spanish school there 
were few specimens, Velasquez^ Murillo, and one after Zur- 
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barban; and less of the French, Nichblas Poussin, Le Brun, 
and Watteau; but there were several of the Flemish and Dutch 
masters, copies and originals. Van Dyck, Ruysdael, William 
Van*de Welde, and the brothers Abraham and Isaac Ostade. 

The gentleman finished his preparations, arranged his 
palettes, rolled the stand nearer, and sat down before his easel. 
But, ere he began his task, he glanced up at the window 
nearest him, and, rising, stood upon a chair, and pulled the 
green shade lower down to regulate the light. Then he began 
to work, now whistling a scrap of a popular melody, now 
humming a few bars, and then bursting out, in a voice of the 
deepest melody, with a full verse. He was copying a portrait 
by Velasquez, and had made considerable progress towards 
its completion. It was a lovely female head, supposed to be 
a representation of Mpy Magdalen. But not even the head 
on which he was working; not all the portraits and sculptured 
busts around; not Girodet’s “ Endymion ” by his side, betrayed 
,raore winning beauty than did the artist’s own face and form. 

The rare intellect of his open brow, the sweet smile on his 
delicate lips, the earnest glance from his deep-blue eyes, these 
could not be imitated by painter’s brush or Parian marble. 
Yet, though his head was cast in the most shapely mould, not 
to be hidden by the waves of the dark, luxuriant, hair, and the 
pale features, regular to a fault, were of almost womanish 
beauty, it \ras not all this, but the expression which so w’on 
upon a beholder. Lord John Seymour was right when he 
said the countenance was more prepossessing than handsome— 
for you have been prepared no doubt to hear that the painter 
was Frederick St John—because In the singular fascination of 
the expression was forgotten the beauty of the features. 

Mr. St John worked assiduously for some hours, until it was 
hard upon mid-day. He then rose, stretched himsqlf, walked* 
across the room, drew aside the tapestry and shutters, and 
opened the glass doors. 

This part of the room seemed to be consecrated to indolent 
enjoyment; all vestiges of work were towards the other end. 
An ottoman or two, some easy-chairs, and a kofa were here, on 
which the tired artist might repose, and admire the scene 
without—or the many scenes within. How beautiful was the 
repose of that outside prospect 1—It was but a small plot of 
ground, yet Aa^ of ihsel^ seemed fit for Eden. A gneii I^el 
lawn, frbmi which wose the spray of a fountain, with its jets of 
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crystal and its mossy J)anks; clustering flowers of the sweetest 
scent on the*lawn’s edge; high, artificial hills of rock beyond, 
over which dripped a cascade, its murmurs, soothing the ear; 
all veiy lovely, “^e whole, not an acre in extent, w^s sur¬ 
rounded by towering trees, through whose dancing leaves the 
sun could penetrate but in fitful gleams; fragrant linden-trees, 
which served to shut the spot out from the world. 

Mr. St. John threw himself upon an ottoman and looked out. 
He had a book in his hand, but did not open it. He was too 
hungry to read, for he had only taken a cup of coffee and a 
crust of bread that morning,at half-past six, and he fell into an 
idle reverie. 

“ Shall I be able to keep my resolution and bear oirwith this 
monotony ? ” he said, half aloud, as he watched unconsciously 
the flickering sunlight upon the lawn. “ A few months of this 
inexpensive life, and I shall see my way out of embarrassment 
more clearly than I do now. I will not be indebted to Isaac 
for my deliverance—no, I won’t; and if there were only some 
break in the life here—some relief—if d’Estival himself ware 
only back-” 

The door at tlie opposite end of the room opened, and a 
portly, pleasant-looking woman, who might be the mistress'of 
the house in her plain morning costume, or its respectable 
housekeeper, looked in, and told Mr. St. John his breakfast 
was served. 

“ Thank you, Madame Baret,” he said, not in the least sorry 
to hear it And as he followed her from the room, in all the 
alacrity of hunger, he did,hot observe that his pocket-hand¬ 
kerchief fell to the ground. I 

It was about this time that the party from Beaufoy reached 
the Lodge, Madame de Castella grumbling dreadfully. She 
had borne the heat preUy patiently through the shaded shrub¬ 
bery; but in the open ground, and in that brazen cornfield, 
which had not so much as a hedge, or a green blade of grass 
on which to rest the dazzled eye, it had been intensely felt 
A- shocldng state her complexion would be in 1 She could 
, feel incipient blisters on it alr.eady. 

. “ Dear mamma, it is not so bad as th'at," laughed A^eUne, 
“ it is only a little red. Let us go in by the gate at once to 
the painting-room 1 Madame Baret will keep us talking for an 
hour, especially wheh she gets to know who Mary is.” 

am too hot to look at paintings,” quendoudy returned 
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Madame de Castella. “You may go tp the painting-room, 
but I shall seek Madame Baret, and get a draught’of milL I 
never was so hot in my life.” 

She went on to the house as she spoke. Adeline and Mary 
passetf through the little gate of the secluded garden, and sat 
down in the painting-room. 

Oh, how delightful it was there! how delightful I They had 
come in from the broad glare, the sultry mid-day heat, to that 
shady place; the eye, fatigued with the dazzling light, had 
found a rest; the fields looked burnt up and brown, but here 
the grass was fresh and green; the cool,'sparkling waters of 
the fountain were playing, and those lovely flower-beds emitted 
the sweetest perfume. It was grateful as is the calm, silvery 
moonlight after a day of blazing heat. Never had Mary Carr 
seen a place that so forcibly spoke to her mind of rest and peace. 

Adeline was the first to rise from her seat: something in 
another part of the room attracted her attention. 

“ Mary! look at this 1 a painting on the easel 1 and in pro¬ 
gress 1 Grandmamma .said M. d’Estival was away! ” 

Miss Carr turned her head, and in that glance, the first she 
had really bestowed on the apartment, thought its contents the 
mdst heterogeneous mass she had ever beheld. Adeline con¬ 
tinued to look at the easel. 

“ There are touches here of a master’s hand. It must be 
M. d’Estival. He paints beaufifully. Many of these copies 
are by him. Or can it be an artist he has here ? ” 

“ Adeline, you have dropped your handkerchief,” said Miss 
Carr, rising, and picking up one from the floor. She turned 
to its four corners. In the first thne there was no name; in 
the last, not “ A. L. de C.,” as she expected, but, worked in 
hair, and surmounted by a crest, “ Frederick St. John.” 

A presentiment of the truth flashed across her brain. A 
confused remembrance of a young man of noble presence, 
a French marigold, and Rose Darling’s superstitious fears that 
he would exercise some blighting influence over her future life. 
She called to Adeline with breathless interest, and the latter 
came to her immediately, aroused by the tona 

“See this, Adeline!” pointing to the name. “ It is neither 
yours nor mine." 

Adeline read it quite indifferently. 

“Dotit you remember—on your ball-night—he with the 
French marigold?” 
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“Frederick St John,” said Adeline, carelessly, taking 
handkerchief fn her hand. “ Yes, it is the same name. Probably 
the same person.” 

How calmly she spoke; how indifferently! An utter strapger, 
a name she had never heard, could not have excited in her less 
interest. There was no shadow on her spirit of what was to 
come. 

At that moment the inner door opened, and Mr. St John 
entered. Mary Carr started with surprise, for she had not 
observed that any door was there. ^Ir. St John also stood, 
momentarily translixe’d, wondering, no doubt, who they were, 
and how they got there, like the flics in amber. He at once 
apologized for having so unceremoniously entered the room, 
not being aware that it was occupied. 

“The apology is due from us, Mr. St.John,” interrupted 
Adeline. “You do not recollect me?” she continued, seeing 
his surprised look at the mention of his name. 

Was it likely ? He had seen her but once, months before, in 
her brilliant ball-dress j now she was in morning attire, her face 
shaded by a bonnet. 

“It seems my fate to be in unl.awful possession of your 
property,” continued Adeline, holding out the handkerchief 
“The first time we met, I deprived you of a flower, and 
now-” 

“ My dear Mademoiselle de Castclla! ” he interrupted, his 
features lighting up with pleasure as he took both her hands. 
*■ Pr.ay pardon me. Do not think I had forgotten you. Hut 
indeed you were almost the’last person I could have expected 
to meet here.” True. That» there was such a place as Beaufoy 
in the neighbourhood he knew, but not that the Castellas were 
in any way connected with it. 

“ Are you staying here ? ” asked Adeline. 

“Yes.” And he explained how it happened that he was so. 
He had met the Count d’Estival (whom he had known pre¬ 
viously) in Paris this spring, and had accepted an invitation to 
accompany him home. Soon after their arrival the count had 
leceived a summons to Holland on family business, and he had 
made St John promise to await his return. 

“ This young lady is a connection of M. d’Estival’s," said 
Adeline. “ You have heard of the Oirrs of Holland—of 
Rotterdam ? ” 

Mr. St John smiled. “ The Carrs of Holland are renowned 
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people in my county. Westerbury boasts of itfs famous trial 
still.” 

“ And you know, then, that the Reverend Robert Carr married 
Emma d’Estival,” continued Adeline. •* This is Mary Carr, his 
only sister." 

A saddened light came into Frederick St John’s eyes as he 
took her hands in greeting. The reminiscences brought all too 
palpably to his mind one who had been very dear to him—the 
dead college boy. 

Madame de Castella entered the room, and they all seemed 
at home with each other at once. Mr St. John went round the 
walls with them, pointing out the beauties and merits of the 
paintings, though the Castellas had seen t#em before. 

“ I perceive you are an artist,” observed Madame de Castella, 
looking at the painting on the easel. 

“ I have only the talents of an amateur, greatly as I love the 
art, much as I have practised it If I ever wish myself other 
than what I am, it is that I could be one of our great painters. 
How little is known in England of Velasquez’ portraits 1” he 
exclaimed, looking lovingly on the original he was copying. 

^ “ Or in France either,” returned Madame de Castella. “ Be¬ 
lieve me, Mr. St John, no one can appreciate the Spanish school 
of painting until they obtain a knowledge of the collections in 
Spain.’’ ■ 

“You are quite right,” he answered. 

“ Have you been in Spain ? ” 

“ I believe I have been everywhere, so far as Europe goes, 
where there is a gallery of paintings to be seen.” 

“ And do you like the Spanish riihool ? ” 

“ Pretty well” 

“ Only that ? I am sorry to hear you say so.” 

“Spanish painting has a character peculiar to itself,” resumed 
Mr. St J oha “ At least, I have always thought so. The artists 
were not free: they were compelled to bend to those laws that 
restricted their pencils to delineations of religious subjects. 
Had they been at liberty to exercise their genius unfettered, 
they would have left more valuable mementos behind them 
Imagination is the very life and soul of painting; curb that, and 
you can expect but little.” 

“ I suppose you are right,” said Madame de Castella. 

Madame Baret came in, and joined the party. She was re¬ 
lated to the Count d’Esti\^. Some years before, her husband. 
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who was then a small proprietor, risked his money in a specu¬ 
lation, and was ruined. M. d’Estival stepped in, and offered 
them an asylum with him. They accepted it, upon condition 
that they should be permitted to be useful. Madame became 
the active mistress and manager of the house, her husband the 
superintendent of the land and farm. But though they did 
make themselves useful, both indoors and out, somewhat after 
the manner of upper servants, they were gentlepeople still, and 
received due consideration and resiJect. ' 

“ Who is that painting by?” inquired Madame de Castella, 
stopping before a group of portraits. 

“ It is a copy of one of Van Dyck’s,” said Mr. St. John. 
“ There hangs the original. But it is admirably-executed.” 

“It is, indeed,” replied Madame de Castella. “Tolny un¬ 
practised eye, it looks equal to the original.” 

“ Almost,” assented Mr. St. John. “ Except in the transpa¬ 
rency of the skin, and there Van Dyck cannot be rivalled.” 

“ Whose is that gorgeous landscape ? ” 

“ An original of Claude Lorraine’s;” • 

“ To be sure. I might have told it by the colouring. And 
that next, Mr. St. John?” , 

“ One of Correggio’s.” 

“ I don’t much admire it.” 

“It is cold, but faultless,” was Mr. St. John’s reply, “as Cor¬ 
reggio’s productions generally are.” 

“ Do you paint portraits from life, Mr. St John?” 

“ 1 have done so; and would again, if I found a subject to 
my ^te.” '.' 

“What better study, fo? a fine old head, than your good 
hostess, here?” rejoined Madame de Castella, lowering her, 
voice. 

St John laughed; a pleasant laugh. To Mary Carr’s ear it 
seemed to imply that he did not care to paint old women. 
“Will you permit me to try my hand at youns?” he said to 
Madame de Castella 

“ No, indeed, thank you,” she answered. “ Mine has already 
been taken three times, and I don’t like the fatigue of sitting.” 

The silvery chimes of the 'antique clock on its pedestal told 
three before they took their departure. Not half the time 
appeared to have el 4 psed; could it be the charm of St. John’s 
conversation that caused it to fly so rapidly, or the merits of the 
pictures ? He escorted them across the fields to the gate of 
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their own shrubbery: and Madame de Castella ipvited him to 
visit them in the evening. 

At dinner, the conversation fell upon Mr. St. John. Madame 
de Castella expressed herself delighted that so agreeable a man 
shoufd be located near them, and laughed at her sister. Made¬ 
moiselle Agnes, for not having found him out before. He was 
a thorough gentleman, a high-bred man of the world, she said, 
and his society would help them to pass away the time pleasantly 
during M. de Castella’s absence in Paris. Before they had done 
talking of him, St. John entered. 

He was in slight mourning, his evening attire very plain and 
quiet, but he bore about him always a nameless elegance. 
Mary Carr looked at him with admiration—as did probably the 
rest; but for them she could not answer. There was a peculiar 
charm in his manner she had never seen in any other man’s. 
Describe in what it lay, she could not; but it attracted to him 
alt; with whom he came in contact His conversation was 
eloquent and animated, but his bearing calm and still. Before 
hs left, he promised M. de Castella to dine with them the next 
evening. 

In the morning, M. de Castella, Adeline, and Mary Carr, 
tValked over to the lodge, where they stayed some hours. M. 
de Castella, unlike his wife, could never tire of looking at the 
l>aintiiigs. The time seemed to fly. It is scarcely to be de¬ 
scribed how very much they liad become at home with Mr. St 
John—they were as familiar and dear friends. 

Something was said in jest about his taking Adeline’s like¬ 
ness ; but these jests grow into earnest now and then. Mary 
Carr could hardly tell how it came'to be decided, but decided 
it was when he came up to dinner in the evening. Signor and 
Madame de Castella were delighted at the idea of possessing a 
portrait of her, and the old lady was so eager, she wanted it to 
be begun off-hand. Adeline, .too, was nothing loth: it was 
gratifying to her innocent and pardonable vanity. 

On the Friday morning—unlucky day !—Adeline sat to Mr. 
St. John for the first time. Her father and Miss Carr were 
with her, Afterwards he again went to dine -at the chfiteau: 
the evening seemed dull now that did not bring them Mr. St 
John. Truly the acquaintance was short enough to say this. 
On the following morning early, M. de Castella departed for 
Paris, and after breakfast AdeUne and Mary Carr proceeded 
to the lodge with Madame de Castella. The sitting was long; 
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and Madame de Castella could not conceal her weariness. 
To many, the ‘opportunity of examining the paintings would 
have been pleasure sufficient, but not to her. In point of fact, 
she had no taste for the fine arts, and after Tuesday’s cur^oiy 
renewed view of them, the task proved irksome. She com¬ 
plained much, too, of the walk in the morning heat. The truth 
was—and it is as w'ell to confess it—that during these periodical 
visits to the Chateau de Beaufoy, Madame de Castella lived 
a chronic state of ennui. Young and good-looking still, 
fond of the world, the dulness of Beaufoy was a very i^enance 
to her. She went through it willingly as a duty: she loved 
her mother; but she could not help the weariness aflecting her 
spirits. 

The sitting this first morning was long and weary; but for 
talking with Mr. St. John, she never could have sat through it. 
Their conversation turned upon Rome—a frequent theme. 
Mary Carr thought that were she to remain long with them 
she should become as well acquainted with the Eternal City 
as though she liad visited it. St. John seemed wonderfully* 
attached to it; as were the Castellas. He had a portfolio of 
drawings of it, from his own pencil: some of them highly- 
finished coloured specimens ; others bare sketches, to be filled 
up from memory; the lines of genius apparent in all. The 
portefeuille w'as often referred to : even Madame de Castella 
had been content to look over it for a full hour. It Vasa 
motley collection. A sketch of the lovely Alban “hills; the 
ruins of an aqueduct; a temple of Passtum; the beauties of 
Tivoli; the ruins of the Ca^ars’ palaces; St. Peter’s in its 
magnificence; a view from the Appian Way; a drawing of 
the Porta San Giovanni; an imaginative sketch of a gorgeous 
palace of Rome in its zenith; a drawing of one of its modern 
willas; a temple of Jupiter; Sallust’s garden; and the tomb, 
still so perfect, of Cecilia Metella. There were fanciful moon¬ 
light views of the now'almost uninhabited hills, Paltaino, Celio, 
and Aventino. There was one masterly, gloomy painting of 
a g^rove of pines and cypress trees, overlooking a heap of ruins. 
Lying side by side with it, was one of a life-like garden, with 
its marble fountains, its colonnades, its glimpses of tinted 
flowers, its blooming orange and lemon trees, its cascades and 
pillars, its wreathing vines, its polished statues, and its baths 
of jMexandrian marble; and, over all, the bright blue of an 
Italian sky, and the glowing beams of an Italian sun. 
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“ May I ask a favour of you ? ” said Madan!},e de Castella, 
addressing Madame Baret when they were going away. 

“As many as you like,” returned the smiling dame, ever 
good-humoured. 

“ I cannot possibly endure these hot .walks every day until 
the sittings are over. When I do not come myself, will you 
kindly bear ray daughter company while she is here, and take 
charge of her ? Louise can attend her in walking hither.” 

“ With the greatest pleasure,” returned Madame Baret “ I 
will take every care of her. But there is nothing diere that can 
harm Mademoiselle.” 

“■/ will take care of her,” interrupted St John, in- low, 
earnest tones to Madame de Castella. “ No harm shall come 
near her. I will guard her from all: more anxiously than if 
she were my own sister.” 

Adeline partly caught the words, and blushed at their 
earnestness. It was impossible to doubt the young man’s 
honourable feeling, or his wish to save her from all harm, real 
''or imaginary. What /lis exact meaning was, Mary Carr did 
not know, but some of the othets, it would appear, were think- 
,ing of outward, visible danger. Madame Baret had been 
cautioning Adeline never to come through the field where the 
savage bdl was let loose, though it did cut off a portion of 
the rpad; and Madame de Castella besought her not to sit 
with the two doors open, and always to keep her bonnet on 
for a few minutes after she came in, that she might become cool 
before removing it Adeline laughed, and promised obedience 
to alL 

Louise, the lady’s-maid, comnfenced her attendance on the 
Monday. She did not appear to relish the walk more than 
did her mistress, and displayed an enormous crimson parapluie, 
which she held between her face and the sun. At the door of 
the painting-room, she handed the young ladies over to the 
charge of Mr. St John, and then lefl them. Madame de 
Castella never understood but that Louise remained with her 
young mistress in the painting-room: does not understand the 
contrary to this day. .She certainly intended her to do 
notwithstanding her request to Madame Baret But Louise 
was a most inveterate gossip, and to sit silent and restrmned 
before her superiors in the painting-room, gaping at its beauties, 
which she could not comprehend, when she might be exercis¬ 
ing her tongue with Madame Baret’s housemaid and bonne. 
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Juliette, in her^ewing-chamber, or with Madame Baret’s stout 
maid-of-all-work in the kitchen, was philosophy beyond Made¬ 
moiselle Lpuise. Neither did Madsune Baret always sit with 
Adeline. Her various occupations, as active mistress of .the 
house, and especially of those two idle servants, frequently 
called her away. Nor did she give a thought to there being 
any necessity for her doing so. What harm, as she had ob¬ 
served, could come near Adeline? 

“ How long have you been here, Mr. St. John ? ” inquired 
Mary Carr, as, the sitting over—sooner than it need have been 
—they strolled into the garden. 

“Nearly a month. Perhaps I may stay here until winter." 

“ In this dull place! Why ? ” 

He laughed as he avowed the truth. That he had been 
extravagant—imprudent—and had outrun his income. In the 
world he should only get deeper into the mire, but there he 
was spending next to nothing. A little patience: it would all 
come right in time. 

“What shrub do you call this, Adeline ?" inquired Mary* 
Carr, by way of changing the-conversation, and vexed at her 
inquisitiveness. 

“ Candleberry myrtle, in English,” replied Adeline. “ We 
were staying at Rambouillet some years ago, and brought some 
suckers from the forest. It grows there in great abundance. 
Mamma gave some to M. d’Estival, and he planted'them 
here.” 

Suddenly, Mr. St John made a motion of silence, and, 
bending stealthily towards Adeline, half closed his hand, and 
swept it quickly over the side of her throat A wasp had 
settled on her neck. 

“There it goes,” he said, dashing it into the water of the 
fountain. “You know,” he continued, half playfully, half 
tenderly, gazing into her face, and interrupting her efforts at 
thanks, “ that I have undertaken to shield you from harm. It 
shall be my earnest care to do so, now and ever." 

A shade crossed Adeline’s countenance. Did she alrea^ 
regret her marriage contract? or was she in danger of for¬ 
getting it altogether? There was nothing to remind her of 
it; even the engagement-ring was no longer on her finger. 
It was too large for her^ and quite a source of trouble to keep 
on, so she had put it into her jewel-box.; where it lay, uncared 
for. 
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“ Mr. St. John ! the wasp has stung-your hand! ” 

“ Yes, he revenged himself by leaving his sting there. It is 
nothing. And, indeed, will serve as an excuse to Madame de 
Castella for my idleness to-day.” 

“ You know I leave to-morrow,” said Mary, turning to him. 
“ Will you send me up a bouquet of these beautiful flowers to 
take to Rose Darling ? ” 

“ You shall be obeyed, fair lady. How large will you have 
it ? The size of Louise’s parapluie ? ” 

With the next morning came the bouquet, Mr. St John 
himself being the bearer. His visit had a twofold purport, he 
observed: to bid adieu to Miss Carr, and to walk with Adeline 
down to the Lodge. He had been thinking it niiglit be better, 
he said to Madame de Castella, that he should escort Adeline 
to and fro, until the return of M. de Castella. Mary Carr 
glanced at his countenance as he spoke: she saw that his 
words were honest j that there was no hidden meaning; that 
the protection of Adeline was then the sole motive which 
“actuated him. 

Ten o’clock struck as they were talking, and, with the last 
stroke, came round the carriage to convey Miss Carr to 
Odesque, where she was to take the train. 

“ May I whisper a caution to you ? ” said Mary, pressing her 
lips to Adeline’s, in parting. 

“ A caution ! Fifty, if you like.” 

“ Do not fall in love with Frederick St John.” 

“ Mary! ” 

“ From the position in which you stand—engaged to another 
—it might lead to endless miser/.” 

“ There is no danger of it” returned Adeline, breathlessly. 
“ If there were, do you suppose papa and mamma would suffer 
me to be with him ? How could any such idea enter your 
head, Mary Carr ? You are taking a leaf from Rose’s book.” 

Papa and mamma! Truth was in her accent but how little 
she understood. 

“ I am willing to believe that there is no danger,” was Miss 
Carr’s reply. “ / Ao/ie you will be able so to speak when we ne.'st 
meet. Do not feel angry with me, Adeline. I have but your 
interest at heart.” 

Mr. St. John conducted Miss Carr to the carriage, and, in 
shaking hands, he jestingly begged her to give his love to Rose; 
they had talked much of her. As he stood there on the stone 



TAKING A PORTRAIT. 


223 


steps, bareheaded, until 'Mary should drive away, her last look 
lingered on him; and again that uneasy doubt shot through 
her mind—how impossible that Adeline should live in con¬ 
tinual companionship with such a man, and not learn to love 
him! 

Miss CaiT was received by Madame de Nino with a scolding 
and a threat of punishment. She had exceeded her time of 
absence by a day. But Mary laid the blame upon Madame de 
Castella, and handed in a note of apology fr6m that lady. 
Madame was only half soothed; but she graciously remitted 
the punishment. 

Mary drew Rose Darling aside. “ Won’t you admire these 
lovely flowers ? They were sent for you.” 

Rose was sulky. She had been in a furious state of envy 
during Mary’s visit, because she was not invited herself. 

“ Of all the human race. Rose, playing out their course upon 
this variable world of ours, who do you suppose is located just 
now within a stone’s throw of the ChSteau de Beaufoy ? ” 

“ I dare say it’s nobody I know,” said Rose, cross still, 

“ You know and admire him. A )'oung and handsome man. 
He gathered these flowers for you—see how rare they arc!— 
and he sent them with his love.” 

She looked up sharply; and her mind reverted to one who, 
perhaps, was seldom absent from it. But another moment 
sufficed to show how idle was the thought: and the current of 
ideas led her to another. 

“Not Lord John Seymour^ ” 

“No; what should bring h«m there? Frederick St John.” 

“ He! You are joking, Mary Carr.” 

“I am not. He is staying quite close to them. We saw 
a great deal of him. And—Rose!—he is taking Adeline’s 
portrait 1 ” 

“Allez toujours,” exclaimed Rose, using a familiar French 
expression. “I told you once before, Mary Carr, that that, 
man, my pseudo-cousin, would exercise some extraordinary 
influence over Adeline de Castella’s future life; and I now tell 
it*you again,” 
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CHAPTER XX. 
love’s first dream. 

Hours, days, weeks, rolled on, after the departure of Miss 
Carr from the Chiteau de Beaufoy, and no outward change 
had taken place in its occupants. But in the inward heart Qf 
one, how much! 

The portrait progressed towards its completion, though not 
rapidly. It was a good likeness of Adeline, and admkably 
executed. St John had exactly caught that sad expression 
which sometimes sat on her features, forming their chief 
interest: earth’s sorrow mingling with the heavenly beauty of 
an angel; Had the portrait been preserved, people might have 
said afterwards they could read her history there. 

St John was also teaching Adeline drawing: or, rather, 

' trying to improve her in it One day Madame de Castella 
desired her to produce her school-drawings—and she-had done 
none since she left Accordingly, some chalk-heads and a few 
landscapes came forth. There was not much taste displayed 
in the heads, St John observed; more in the landscapes, in 
two of them especially—a glimpse of the Nile and some lotus 
lilies, its fountains surrounded by their date-trees; and a 
charming scene in her own fair l^d. That there was great 
room for improvement, every one, could but acknowledge, and. 
Mr. St John offered to give her ^ome lessons. All of them— 
Madame de Qastella, Aunt Agnes, and the old grandmother 
—^were pleased at his offer.- How could theyfe so blind? 
How could they be so thoughtless? St John had acquired 
an extraordinary influence over them all. Madame de Castella 
was much attached to him; she seemed to feel a sort of pride 
in him, as a fond mother will feel in the perfections of an only 
son. He frequently dined with them; all hi; evenings were 
spent there as a matter of course. He had become necessary 
to their every-day life. When he was away, nothing went right; 
when he was present, it was sunshine to all And yet they 
forgot that there was another who might be equally awake to 
the charms hi$ presence brought; the only one to whom it 
could bring real danger. Perhaps the thought of danger, to 
Adeline’s heart never entered thehead of Madame de Castella: 
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perhaps, if it ^er did momentarily cross her, she deemed that 
Adeline, from her engagement, was safe. 

Many an hour, when Madame de Castella innocently deemed 
that Adeline was sitting mumchance in the painting-rdom, 
Louise embroidering her own caps, at which she was a famous 
hand, by her side, and Mr. St. John working hard at the 
portrait, without a thought beside it, would two out of those 
three be idling their morning underneath the lime-trees, St. 
John reading to her, chiefly books of poetry, i(s theme often 
love. Then he would lay down the.book, and t.alk to her, in 
that tender, persuasive voice so soothing to the ,ear but 
dangerous to the heart. Thus they would sit on for hours, 
her hand sometimes clasped in his, he the reader, she die 
listener, devouring together this sweet and subtle poetry, which 
has in it so much of fascination. Oh, the haza^ous life for 
the heart’s peace !—when both were in the heyday of youth, 
singularly attractive, and one, at least, had never loved. And 
yet it was neither stopped nor interfered with, nor was its danger 
suspected. 

One day they were standing at the open doors of the paint¬ 
ing-room. Mr. St. John was speaking of Castle Wafer. He 
had before described its attractions, natural and imparted, to 
Adeline, had made sketches for her of some of its points, from 
memory. He was saying that when Castle Wafer was his own 
—and it would be some time—he should build a rpom similar 
to the one they w'ere now in, for himself and his work, and lay 
out a plot of ground as the •plot before them was laid out: it 
would serve as a momento offthis period of their early acquaint¬ 
ance. “And in that room,'Adeline,” he continued, “we will 
spend a great portion of our time.” 

“ We! ” exclaimed Adeline. 

The interruption awoke him to reality; for he had been as 
one buried in a dream, and was unconscious at 4he moment 
that he spoke aloud. Laughing as he made his apology, he 
bent his head towards her ^ but even then his voice took a • 
dangerously sweet and persuasive tone. 

* He had spoken inadvertently. But, the truth was, he had 
latteriy been so accustomed, in his inmost self, to associate 
Adeline with hereafter—his future plans, his future home, his 
future happiness—that he had unguardedly given utterance to 
hi$OTesun)ptuous thoughts: he would hot so offend again. 

She glanced timidly at him, earnest tears in her eyes, glowing 
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blushes on her cheeks. In her heart she would have wished to 
tell him how far he had been from giving her offence. 

Another time he was walking home with Adeline, Louise 
and^r great crimson parapluie streaming, as usual, a good way 
behind them, when, in jumping from a stile, Adeline twisted 
her foot The pain for the moment was intense: Mr. St John 
saw it, by her countenance; and he stole his arms round her 
and sheltered her head on his arm. All these signs must mean 
—something. ' 

That time had come for Adeline which must come for us all 
—the blissful period of love’s first dream. She did not at first 
understand the magic of the charm that was stealing over her, 
making all, within and without, a paradise. She had assured 
Miss Carr that there was no danger of her loving Mr. St. John, 
yet even then, though she suspected it not, the golden links of 
the net were fastening on her heart. And when she awoke to 
the real nature of these sweet sensations, it was too late to 
,jly the danger—the power and the will to do so were alike 
over. i 

How many varied degrees of the passion called love there 
are, can never be ascertained, for one human being cannot 
experience the feelings of another. The love—so called—felt 
by the generality of mortals, every-day, practical men and 
women, is so .essentially different from that which takes root 
in a highly, passionate, imaginative temperament, refined and 
intellectual, that the two have no affinity one with the other. 
This last passion is known but to few, and apart from them¬ 
selves, can be im^ined by none. The world could not under¬ 
stand this love; it is of a different nature from anything they 
can know; they would laugh at, wlule they disbelieved in it. It 
has been asserted that this highly-wrought passion, the ecstatic 
bliss of which, while it lasts, no earthly language could express, 
never ends happily. I believe that it never does. The dream 
comes to an end, and the heart’s life with it Perhaps neaiiy a 
whole existence has yet to be dragged through, but all enjoy¬ 
ment in the world and the world’s things is gone, and nothing 
can ever again awaken a pulse in the veins, a thrill in the wmtt 
and beaten heart The smile may sit upon the lip, the jest 
may issue from it; gay beaming glances may dart from the 
eye, and their boUowness is not suspected, nor the desolation 
t^t has long se&d within. You who read this, may meet it 
Jn a spirit of dispute and ridicule; then it is because you CMuot 
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understand it’ And be thankful that it is so—that to you the 
power, so fatally to love, has been spared. 

It was a passion of this latter and rare description which had 
taken root in the bosom of Adeline de Castella. She could not 
have loved as the world loves, for she was one of those who live 
but in the inward life. There was a mine of sentiment and 
poetry within her, and it wanted but a touch like this to awaken 
it Now, she lived in the present; before, she had lived in the 
future; hereafter, she would live in the past ’She rose in the 
morning, and there was no wish beyond the day, the seeing Mr. 
St John; she retired to rest at night, only to dream of him, 
and to awake to the bliss of another day. Nature had never 
looked to her as it looked now: the grass had been green, but 
not of this green; the fragrance of the flowers had been frag* 
ranee, but they had not borne their present sw'eetness; the 
song of the birds, hitherto unmeaning, seemed now a carol of 
joyous praise to their Creator; there was music in the winds 
and in the fluttering breeac; there was rapture in the whole 
bright earth. Adeline was living in a dream, not of this worfd 
but of Paradise; it could be called nothing else; she was walk¬ 
ing on the wings of the morning, treading on the yielding flowers. 
It w'as w'ell for her that it was not destined to last; it is well (m 
us aB: or we should never ask, or wish, for the heaven that is 
to come. , 

And what of Mr. St. John? Did he love her? Beyond all 
doubt he loved her, and would have made her* his wife, and 
cherished her as such: but whether in the idolatry of a first and 
impassioned attachment, ot whether in but the passing prefer¬ 
ence which some men will feel ten times for as many women, 
can hardly be known. It was not given to the world to pene¬ 
trate Mr. St. John’s secret feelings ; but events shall be faithfully 
related as they occurred. 

And meanwhile, as if Fate determined fully to have her fling, 
news came from M. d’Estival, begging Mr. St John to remaia 
on at the Lodge. That gentleman was detained in Holland 
^ by the lingering illness of his brother; but he was happy, 

’ knowing that his cherished pictures were under the cafe of Iw 
friend. 

And Mr. St John did stay on, nothing loth, making the SUB- 
shine of the ch&teau-and the life of Adeline^ 

Existence was somewhat monotonous in itself at Beaufr^ as 
yon may readily conceive, if you hat% had the honour <» aOj*. 



228 ST. MARTIN’S EVE. 

jouming in any of these half-isolated French cdlintry houses: 
but there arrived an invitation one day at Beaufoy, for dinner 
at a neighbouring dwelling. Madame de Beaufoy Had given up 
dinner-parties, but the others went. Adeline would have liked 
to decline, but she dared not. 

She entered the carriage bn the appointed evening, and sat in 
it listless and absorbed. Mr St. John was not going, and the 
hours not spent with him were to her now as dead and lost. 
Madame de Cafitella noticed her abstraction, and inquired if 
she were ilL 

“I have only a headache," replied Adeline, who was too 
English not to have acquired the common excuse. 

“Maria!" exclaimed Mademoiselle de Beaufoy, suddenly 
addressing her sister, “ I declare, there’s Mr. St. John! Where 
can he have been walking to in this heat ?’* 

Adeline turned and saw him, a thrill of rapture rushing 
through her veins. They returned his greeting, and drove on. 

Where can he be walking to i She siurmised—that it w'as but 
tb obtain a glimpse of her as their carriage passed. She was no 
longer pensive: a heightened colour shone in her cheek, a bril¬ 
liancy in her eye: her spirits rose to exultation, and she went 
the rest of the way as one on fairy wings. 

They sank again ere the evening was half over, the long, tame, 
spiritless evening. To others it might seem gay j.but not to her: 
her heart was far away, and she only cared that it should end 
and the morrow be nearer. No singing, after his voice, brought 
music to her ear j the dancing was. no longer the dancing of 
other days. 

The next day was the birthday of Mademoiselle de Beaufoy; 
a fSte always kept with much ceremony. A dinner was to be 
given in the evening, and M de Castella was expected to arrive 
for it from Paris. In the course of the day a note was handed 
to Adeline, its handwriting bringing a wild flush of pleasure to 
her cheeks. It was from Mr. Sb John, stating that he was 
called to Odesque to meet a friend, who wohld be passing 
through it on his way to Paris, and he did not know whether 
he could return for dinner. It was only a short note, worded ' 
as a brother might write to a sister; yet she hung enraptured 
over its few lines, and held it to her heart; she almost cried 
aloud in her excess of ecstasy; and stealthily, her cheeks a rosy 
red, and her face turned tocthe darkest comer of the room, she 
pressed to her lips its concluding words—“Frederick St John." 
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The first lettA from oife we love!—what an epoch it is in life I 
It stands alone in memory; the one letter of existence; bear¬ 
ing no analogy to the stem real ones of later years. 

The return of Signor de Castella, after an absence, had*oncc 
been a joyous event to Adeline. Now, she looked forward to 
it with indifference. It was not that she loved her father less; 
but other feelings had grown tame in comparison with this new 
passion that absorbed her. The day wore on, however, and the 
Signor did not come. 

The guests arrived, all save one, and dinner would be an¬ 
nounced immediately. Adeline was waiting and hoping for 
Mr. St John: but she waited in vain. How inexpressibly 
lovely she looked in her evening dress, with the rose-flush of 
excitement on her cheeks, some of those guests remember to 
this day. A strange, sick feeling of expectancy had taken 
possession of her; she scarcely knew what was passing. Ques¬ 
tions were addressed to her, which she answered at random, 
scarcely hearing their purport. Was another evening to jxiss 
without seeing him ? * 

A sudden opening of the door. The servant threw it wide 
upon its portals. Adeline caught one glimpse beyond it, and 
heard the man’s words: 

“ Monsieur de Saint John.” For those French servants alw’ays 
put in the “de” when speaking of him. , 

She turned, in her agitation, to one who sat next to her, and 
spoke rapid sentences to cover it She did not look, but she 
felt he had advanced to Madame de Beaufoy, now to Madame 
de Castella, and now he w’lts speaking a few whispered words 
of congratulation to Agnes. She hoped he would not come to 
her just then; her tremor was already too great for concealment 
Oh, the rapture, the unspeakable rapture that thrilled through 
her whole soul at his presence 1 That a human being, one like 
ourselves, should bring such! 

They were pairing off to the dining-room. St. John was 
talking with one of the lady guests, and Adeline saw him turn 
sharply round, as if he would have advanced to her. But a 
' wealthy neighbouring proprietor, rejoicing in the long-sounding 
title Monsieur le Comte Le Co^ de Monty, took the white 
tips'Of Adeline’s gloved fingers within his own. 

- But he sat next her. Whether by accident, or successful 
tnanceuvring, or original design, ha sat next her. More than 
onc^ in the course-of the elaborate dinner, their hands —their 
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hands 1-yineli, under cover of the table-lfnen,^ind then the whole 
world around was to her as nothing, 

Frederick St John shone to advantage in society. Handsome 
without affectation, gay without levity, accomplished without 
display, he yet possessed, amidst all his solid conversational 
powers, that apt gallantry which wins its way, that readiness at 
light phrases which takes captive the ear. He had the great 
advantage also of speaking French almost as a native: only by 
a slight accent- once in a way, could a Frenchman detect the 
foreigner. If he held those guests spell-bound that evening, in 
what sort of spell do you suppose he must have held Adeline! 
It was a man of subtle wisdom who first recorded that phrase 
of truth—Man’s heart is lost through the eye, but woman’s 
through the ear. 

Mr. St John remained after the guests had departed. When 
he said farewell, Madame de Castclla, in talking, stepped out 
with him to the colonnade, and descended the steps. Her 
sister and Adeline followed. It was a lovely night The 
tlansition from the hot rooms, with their many lights, to the 
Odol pure atmosphere without was inexpressibly grateful, and 
they walked with him to the shrubbery and part of the way 
down it Madame de Castella suddenly recollected Adeline. 
Her voice, as she spoke, had a tone of alarm in it 

“ Thjs change to cool air may ifot be tvell for you, Adeline. 
You have nothing on. Let us run back; who w’ill be indoors 
first? Good'night, Mr, St John.” 

She turned with Agnes de Beaufoy, and the windings of the 
shrubbery soon hid them from Vi ew.' Adeline would have 
followed, but a beloved arm had encircled her and held her 
back. Frederick St John drew her towards him, and snatched 
the first sweet tremulous kiss of love. Maidenly reserve caused 
her to draw away from him, otherwise she could have wished 

that kiss to last for ever. “ Oh, Frederick! if mamma-” 

was the only agitated rejoinder that came from her lips, and 
she sped away, her hand lingering, to the last, in his. 

“ Why, Adeline! ” exclaimed her aunt, <as she came up, 
“ lame as I am, I can beat you at running.” 

She went up to her chamber. She stood at the window, 
looUng out on the lovely scene, yet scarcely heeding it; her 
hands pressed upon her bosom to keep down its citation and 
its excess of happiness. She glanced up at the starry heavens, 
and wondered if the bliss, promised there; could exceed this 
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o( earth. Sh^ seemed lo be realizing some ecstatic fairy-dream 
of her childhood. How long she stood there, she knew not. 
Silently she paced her chamber, unable to rest. She recalled 
his whispered words: she recalled those fleeting moments 
which had been an era in her life: and when she at last 'sank 
into a wearied slumber, it was only to live tlie reality over 
again; to dream that that light touch of Mr. St. John’s on her 
lips was present, not past. 

The next morning Madame de Beaufoy was ill: she had an 
indigestion; a very favourite malady with the French. Madame 
de Castella was anxious, somewhat uneasy; for no letter had 
arrived from her husband to account for his non-appearance. 
She hoped it might come by the evening post. They had 
many visitors that day, and Adeline thought it would never end. 

After dinner Madame de Beaufoy was well enough to sit up 
and play at cards ih her dressing-room,' her two daughters 
bearing her company. Adeline was downstairs alone, privately 
expecting Mr. St. John ; now, standing before a mirror, hastily 
passing a finger over the braids of her luxuriant hair: nq»v 
glancing, with conscious vanity, at the rich crimson whi^h 
expectancy called to her checks; now, stealing to the colonnade, 
and looking and listening. 

Suddenly the room-door opened, and Adeline stepped in 
from the colonnade, her heart beating wildly. But it was only 
her mother: who began to rummage amongst the silks and 
worsteds of an ivory basket. “ Only her mother.! ” How full 
of ingratitude is the heart to- those who have cherished us from 
infancy, when this all-potcflJ passion for a stranger takes root 
in it! 

“ Adeline, your aunt has mislaid her green floss-silk. Will 
you look in my work-box ? ” 

Adeline unlocked the bo.K, found the silk, and handed it to 
her fnother. Again the door opened, and this time her pulse 
did not quicken in vain. It was Mr. St. John. 

“ I am glad to see Madame de Beaufoy is better," he ob¬ 
served as he came in. “ She nodded to me from her dressing- 
, room.” 

“ Oh yes, thank you. Ah, here’s news at last! ” exclaimed 
Madame de Castella, ^ the old Spanish servant, Silva, entered 
with a‘letter. And with a “pardon” to Mr. St. John, she 
broke the seal. She was very French sometimes. 

** M. de Castella has been detained,” she explained, skim- 
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ming the contents: “he will not be-here for a week. The 
truth is,’Mr. St John, he alwap finds Beaufoy painfully triste, 
and makes excuses for remaining away from it Adeline, here 
is a message for you.” 

Adeline glanced up half frightened. These instincts are 
rarely wrong. 

“ Your papa desires his love to you, and- You are quite 

a family friend now, Mr. St John,” broke off Madame de 
Castella, “ so I do not hesitate to sp^ before you. I dare say 
the subject is a& well known to you as it is to ourselves: you 
are like a son of the house, a brother to Adeline.” 

Mr, St John bowed. 

“ This is what your papa says, Adeline,” continued Madame, 
translating as she read: “ ‘ M^e my love to my dear Adeline; 
tell her not to be vexed at my additional week’s delay, for I 
shall bring De la Cliasse with me when I come.' You are no 
doubt aware, I say, Mr. St John, of the position the baron 
holds in our family in regard to Adeline.” 

, Another bow from Mr. St Joha 

“ And now I must ask you to ^cuse me for a few minutes, 
while 1 take this silk to my mother,” pursued Madame. 
“When not well she is a little exacting. 1 will be down 
almost immediately. Adeline, do your best to entertain Mr. 
St John.” 

He dosed the door after Madame de Castella, and returned 
to Adeline.. She was leaning against the window-frame, 
endeavouring to look all unconscious and at ease, but evidently 
hardly able to support herself. H^r face bad turned pale; a 
sort of startled despair had settled® on it The evil moment 
which throughout all this golden time she had never dared to 
look in the fece, was at hand now. 

Mr. St John wound his arm round her, and became himself 
her support He called her by the most endearing names, he 
pressed the sweetest kisses on her Ups: he besought her not 
to give way to despondency: he assured her there was no 
cause for it for that never, nevo: should she be any other’s 
wife than his. 

He had been silent hitherto, so far as open, avowal went; 
but that was over now. He spoke cheeringly of his plans and 
prospects; of winning the consent of Signor de Castellif to tbeit 
union. He pictured their future home in the land of his birth 
—the land which she had always loved. And Adeline, as she 



A FAmNG CHILD, 


233 


listened to hiseoothing words, never a shade of doubt clouding 
them, grew reassured and calm. She almost felt, as she stood 
there by his side and looked into his honest earnest eyes, that 
no power on earth could avail to separate them, if he w^led 
that it should not. 

When Madame de Castella returned to the room, delightfully 
unconscious, words which no time could obliterate, at least in 
one heart, had been spoken. They had betrothed themselves, 
each to the other, until death should divide them. A less 
formal betrothal, it is true; but oh, how. much more genuine 
than that other in which Adeline de Castella had borne a part. 


CHAPTER XXL 

A FADING CHILD. 

There arrived one morning a missive at the house of Madam» 
de Nino, addressed to that rtnowned preceptress herself It, 
was from Madame de Castella, and contained a pressing invita¬ 
tion for two of her pupils—^you will be at no loss to divine 
which—to spend some weeks at Beaufoy. 

Madame called the two young ladies up after morning class, 
told them of the invitation, and handed to each a little •sealed 
note from Adeline, which had been enclosed in the letter. 
This much certainly must be said for Madame de Nino’s 
establishment: bad as the ’^up and bouilli were, she never 
opened the girls’ letters. 

“ Of course you cannot go,” observed Madame, “ It would 
be unreasonable to suppose it” 

“ Oh, Madame ! ” exclaimed Rose, 

“You would lose all chance of the prizes, my children,” cried 
Madame. “ And this is your last term at school, remember.” 

“ But we are too old, Madame, to care for school prizes.” 

“Well,” said Madame, “ of course the decision as to Made¬ 
moiselle Rose does not lie with me Madame Darling being 
at present in the town, I yield my authority to hers. If she 
chooses to allow such an absence at the most busy portion ot 
the year, of course it must be so; but I can only say that it 
will be more unreasonable than anything I have met with in 
all my experience. In ^t case, Mademoiselle Mary —- ” 
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“ In that case, pray, pray dear Madame, suffer me to accom¬ 
pany her,” interrupted Mary Carr, in her pleading, soft, quiet 
tone. “ My friends would like me to do so, I knowSJ Beaufoy 
is close to M. d’Estival’a” 

‘^I think you are both in league against me,” returned 
Madame. “ You English demoiselles never do care properly 
for the prizes.” 

And she went away, saying no more then. Mary Carr 
wrote a little note to her brother Robert’s widow, in England, 
once Emma d’Estival, asking her to intercede for her with 
Madame de Nino. 

Mrs. Darling, as you have gathered from Madame’s words, 
was at Belport. She had come to it only within a day or 
two, with her two daughters, Margaret and Mary Anne. Not 
to see Miss Rose ; that was not the object of her visit; but 
hoping to meet her eldest daughter Charlotte. 

All these past months, since she first quitted her native 
shores, had Mrs. Carleton St. John been travelling about the 
tContinent Travelling about; the word is put advisedly. 
^Now hither, now thither; to-day in one place, to-morrow in 
another; ever restless, ever on the wing. France, Germany, 
Savoy, Switzerland: and now back on the coast of France 
again and intending to tryjb'landers and Belgium. It seemed 
that some power impelled her fonvard, forced change upon 
her; fbr no sooner had she settled down in one spot, saying 
she should remain in it, than she would suddenly start away 
for another. Her attendants wondered whether she were quite 
sane: but she appeared more one labouring under the 
torture of a troubled spirit. It seemed like remorse. Remorse 
for what ? Ah, none could telL That first foolish' supposition 
of Honour’s was surely not a correct one—that the young heir, 
who stood in her own son’s light, had owed his death to her 
hands 1 Nonsense! It was not likely. But, if so, why, how 
fearful a retribution had overtaken her! She must know now 
that she had perilled her soul for worse than thought; for the 
halls of Alnwick and their rich lands were passing rapidly away 
from her into the hands of strangers passing away with her 
child’s life. 

It was a singularly strange thing—and people talk of it yet-^ 
but George St John never recovered that memorable birthday 
night The puzzle was—wAa/ had harmed him? Hhd he 
taiwn too much?—a fit of over-eating, of imhgestipn if you 
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will, is soon culed in a child. Had he suffered a shock from 
flight ?—that was not likely to bring on the bodily ailment, 
the weakness, under which he now laboured. His mother had 
asked, asked with feverish lips and eager eyes, what could, be 
the matter with him. No one could answer her then; he 
would soon get well, they supposed. She knew—it must be 
that she knew—all too surely now. George St. John was in a 
decline—the same disease that had killed his father. 

In writing to her mother in England, with whom she com¬ 
municated from time to time, Mrs. St John had mentioned 
that she intended to take Belport on her way into Flanders 
from Normandy, where she now was. She should endeavour 
to get an experienced English sick-nurse in that Anglo-French 
town, to travel with them and attend on George, and she 
should of course see Rose. Mrs. Darling read the letter, and 
determined she should also see some one else—herself. Char¬ 
lotte had been dexterously evading her all these months—as it 
seemed to the anxious heart of Mrs. Darling. All her over¬ 
tures to join her had been declined;' all her plans to reach* 
some place where her daughter spoke of staying were frustrated-,, 
because before she could start for it, news came, generally 
from Prance (who was a private correspondent), that Mrs. 
Carleton St John was on the wing again and had left it But 
in the very hour that she rwd of this projected jourpey to 
Belport, Mrs. Darling packw up her things in haste, and 
started. Mrs. St John had not arrived when she' got there; 
and Mrs. Darling allowed R^e to think the visit was paid for 
her especial benefit This A<as from no wish to deceive; Mrs. 
Darling was of too open a nature for that; but she had aii 
invincible dislike to speak of the affairs of Charlotte. 

Rose did not exhibit any particular gratitude. She was in a 
state of chronic resentment at being kept so long at school; 
and she was shy at first with her mother, not knowing how 
much Frank might have communicated to her of the previous 
autumn’s trip in the fishing-boat As to those two staid ladies, 
her sisters. Rose made no secret of the contempt in which she 
lield them. Rose was in perpetual hot water with both: they 
were severe upon what they were pleased to terra her wildness j 
and Rose quietly shrugged her shoulders, French fashion, in 
return, and called them “ old maids ” in their hearing. 

Rose carried Madame de Castellais invitation to her mother, 
and at once received her sanction for the visit. Mrs. Darling, 
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unless interest led her the other way, was almost indu^ent 
mother—just such a one as Rose herself would make in &e. 
She mentioned that Frederick St John of Castle Wafer was 
lo<;ated close to the chateau, with some of Mary Carr’s friends. 

“ Is he rich ? ” asked Rose. 

“ Rich 1 ” echoed Mrs. Darling.^ “ Frederick St John! He 
is rith in debts, Rose. Frederick*St John came into a great 
deal of money when he was twenty-one, but it is all gone ; 
mortgaged, or something. Frank told me about it He went 
the pace, I conclude, as other young men do, and there’s no 
doubt that he gave away a great deal: he is large-hearted. 
But what had helped to ruin him is his love for what he calls 
‘ high art’ his passion for pictures. He is half mad upon the 
point, 1 should say: and what with buying up pictures of the 
old masters, and lavishing money upon the painters of modern 
ones, and dancing all over the world after galleries that nobody 
in their senses would ride a mile to see, Frederick St. John 
and his means parted company. It is impossible to help liking 
' him, though, with all his imprudence. I knew he was out of 
.England—to the reputed sorrow of Sarah Beauclerc.” 

Rose pricked up her ears. “Sarah Beauclerc! One of 
those Gorgon girls in Eaton Place?” 

“ No, no; quite the other branch of the family. The 
daughter of General and Lady Sarah Beauclerc Since Lady 
Sarah^s death she has resided with the Dean of Westerbury.” 

“ I think I saw her once,” mused Rose, speaking slowly. 
“ One of the loveliest girls living.?. 

“Frederick St. John seemed \o think so, I believe. But 
your sister Margaret can tell you more about it than I can: 
she used to meet them last year in town. Captain Budd said 
there was nothing in it; it was only a case of flirtation; but 
Frank thought he was jealous; and wanted to make up to 
Miss Beauclerc himself. By the way. Rose, he has come into 
his title and is no longer Captain Budd. He is still in the 
regiment, though: it was said that his uncle, old Lord Raynor, 
wished it" 

“Mamma,” interrupted Rose, “if anything should happen 
to little George St. John, if he should die—would not Frederick 
St John be the heir to Alnwick Hall ? And his brother of 
Castle Wafer its possessor?” 

Mrs. Darling started;«she glanced over her shoulder, as 
though fearing the walls had ears. “ Hush, Rose I Better not 
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diink of such tHing& Were you so to speak before Charlotte, 

I don’t know what the consequences might be. No one must 
breathe a hint that the child’s life is in danger—that there’s so 
much as a chance of his dying.” 

If he be as ill as you give me to understand—and I sup¬ 
pose you have your information from Prance,” added Rose, in 
a spirit of hardihood, for th'kt subject also was interdicted— 
“ Charlotte can’t avoid seeing his state herself. She possesses 
just as much keen sense as you do, mamma, 1 can tell you that.” 

“ It is not a question of sense. Love blinds fond eyes to the 
very worst. Rose.” 

Rose threw back her golden curls. “Why does Charlotte 
go about in this manner? One would think she had St Vitus’s 
dance. George might stand a better chance of recovery if she 
would let him be at rest” 

“ Rose, you are not to reflect on Charldtte, or on anything 
she chooses to do,” sharply reproved Mrs. Darling. “ If she 
considers constant change necessary for the child, she is right 
in giving it him. I hope we shall find him better than we ‘ 
anticipate.” 

Rose shrugged her shoulders—the retort for the reproof. 

“ I’m sure / hope we shall find him well, poor little fellow. 
My firm belief is, that Charlotte worries herself with straws— 
she's afraid for her own sake of losing Alnwick.” , 

And Mrs. Darling replied by a deprecating gesture. Rose 
always would have the last word, and always did have it. 

But ah ! how false were Jtyese hopes. Charlotte St. John 
arrived at Belport; and from the first moment that Mrs. 
Darling threw her eyes upon the child, she saw that his days 
were numbered. There was no particular disease; neither 
had there been any in the case of his father; he was simjily 
wasting gradually away; almost imperceptibly so to those who 
were about him. 

“ Oh, Charlotte! how thin and worn he looks. He is like a 
shadow.” 

Mrs. Darling’s incautious greeting broke from her in the first 
startled moment He tnas like a shadow; like nothing else. 
His face was wan and thin, his cheeks and his blue eyes were 
uraaturally bright, his little hands were transparent, and his 
fair and pretty curls looked damp and dead. 

“ It is beamse be is tired,” said Charlotte. “ He will be oil 
right lomiorrow.” 
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\Va» she really deceived as to the ‘truth, or did she but wil¬ 
fully deceive herself? Mrs. Darling thought it was the former; 
she had not yet admitted to herself the possibility—not yet 
■ stm it—of the boy’s death. She was changed, if yon will; 
changed even more than George; her beautiful cheeks were 
. haggard and crimson, her eyes had a wasting fire in them. 
She was quite well, she said j and so far as bodily health went, 
there might be no reason to doubt the assertion. Her disease 
lay in the mind. 

The meeting took place at the Hotel du Nord, for Mrs. St. . 
John declined to accept of her mother’s hospitality, even could 
space have been found in that lady’s apartments for their 
accommodation. Rose had accompanied her mother to the 
hotel: Mrs. Darling was ever indulgent to Rose over the other 
two sisters. 

Do you know who lam?” cried Rose, lifting the little boy 
upon her knee ; and so fragile did he seem, that a tremor ran 
„through her, lest he should fall to pieces. “I have never, 
never seen you, George; do you know my name ? ” 

George looked up at the smiling face ; he raised his poor 
little weak hand, and pushed away the blue ribbons of her 
pretty bonnet from her chin; he touched the golden hair. 

“ No, I don’t know you,” he said. 

" Of course not,” returned Rose, in resentment. “ Charlotte 
—your mamma would not talk to you about me, I suppose ? 

I am your Aunt Rose, Georgy; your mamma’s sister.” 

“ Will you come along with u*‘ when we go away ?” he asked, 
much taken with his new aunt. I wish you would.” 

“ I wish I could,” said Rose; “ though I don’t know whether 
I should get on with—with every one. But I can’t; I am at 
school; is not that a shame, Georgy ? And 1 am going out on 
a visit in a day or two.” 

A pause ensued. Georgy was silent, and breathing, oh, so 
quickly; Mrs. Darling stood as one not at ease; Charlotte, 
apaidietical as ever, save for the restless fire in the eyes, was 
hxddng down into the street between the crimson curtmns of 
tlie somewhat high salon. Presently George spoke, lookup kt 
9 ^ 

' WUU h) go hack to Alnwick. I want Benja.” 

"Oh, dhiidi'' exclaimed Rose, in a sort of awe. "B«n|a 
to'OOt tattre” ^ 

goBO to htuftm,’* continued Getagej "but I 
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see hiiu, you knbw. Marhma sees him sometimes. She saw him 
the other night when she cried out: she squeezed hold of me 
so that she hurt me.” 

Rose cast an involuntary glance at her impassive sister. 
Believe she saw a ghost!—she, Charlotte, the mocker! No, 
no; it could not have come to that. 

“I should have all Benja’s playthings; I should ride his 
pony,” went on Georgy. “ I should see Brave, Aunt Rose. 1 
want to go home to AlnwicL” 

“ And the best place for you, my little darling,” answered 
Rose. “Charlotte, do you hear? This child says he would 
like to go back home. I’m sure I should think it is only^lhe 
worry of his being hurried about so from place to place that 
makes him thin. .He is nothing but a bag of bones.” 

“ I have come to think that Alnwick is not healthy,” observed' 
Cliarlotte, with her usual equanimity. “All the St. Johns die 
there.” 

“ Don’t you intend to go back to it>l' asked Rose, breath¬ 
lessly. * * 

“ Not at present; when George Shall have grown strong * 
again.” 

“ Alnwick, his native air, might be the very place where he 
would grow strong,” cried Rose, persistently. “ Wouldn’t I go 
to it if it were mine. Healthy or not healthy, I’d reign Jther^ 
with the county at my feet” 

She laughed merrily; Mrs. Darling seemed uneasy. Indeed, 
there is little doubt that thei^>pearance of both Charlotte and 
the child had seriously disturbed her. She moved past the 
crimson sofa to the side of her daughter, who was still looking 
listlessly into the street below. 

“ Do you think it well, Charlotte, to abandon Alnwick Hall 
so entirely to servants ? I don’t.” 

“You may go and live in it yourself, mamma, if you choose. 
I’m sure I don’t care who lives there. The servants keep it in 
order, 1 suppose—in readiness for my return? It is ^ my. 
own now; that is, it’s Georgy’s; and I am responsible to no 
dne.” 

She spoke quietly, indilTcrently, smoothing back the braids 
of her most luxuriant hair. But for the strange fire in her eyes, 
tile consuming h^c of her'cheek,'it might We been affirmed 
that she took no interest in any earthly 

“I am glad to see you have left off your widows cafi^ CSttr- 
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lotte,” resumed her mother. “They‘always Wok sad upon a 
young woman.'* 

“There was no help for leaving them off; we could not get 
anjr abroad. Prance contrived to manage them in some way 
as long as I wore them, but they were never tidy. Where's 
Honour?” she suddenly exclaimed, turning her eyes, ablaze 
with sudden angry fire, on Mrs. Darling. 

Mrs. Darling positively recoiled. And some feeling, which 
she did not stay to account for, and perhaps could not have 
accounted for, prompted her to withhold the fact that Honour 
had been taken in at Castle Wafer 
*<She procured some other situation, I believe, Charlotte, 
after quitting the Hall. I have never heard from her.” 

“A situation ! Where? Not at Alnwick? " 

“ Oh dear no; not at Alnwick; in a different county; not 
very far, I think, from her native place.” 

“Mamma, if ever you see her, ask her whether the boy’s 
spirit comes and haunts her in the night ? It may, for she 
‘murdered him. She ought to suffer on the scaffold for her 
work I wish she could; I might be more at rest” 

“Oh, Charlotte! Charlotte 1” soothingly spoke Mrs. Darling 
from the depths of her fearful heart,—fearful she knewnot of what. 
“ Come and look here! ” interrupted Rose in a whisper 
Th^y both turned. The little lad had fallen into a light do/e 
on her lap, his wan hand clasping Rose’s blue ribbons, and the 
upright lind on his pale forehead, seeming to denote that he had 
gone to sleep in pain. « 

“ Charlotte,” said Rose, eamistly, “ I’m not used to children, 
and don’t pretend to understand them as you must do; but my 
belief is, that this child wants rest—^repose from travelling. It 
cannot be good for him to be hurried about incessantly. It is 
wearing him out.” 

“ You do not understand them,” returned Mrs. St. John. “ It 
is for him that I move about He grows so languid whenever 
we settle down. What should you know about children. Rose ? 
Are you a nurse, or a doctor? You are nqt a mother. A 
chacun son metier.” ' 

“ Comme vous voulez,” returned Rose, with her pretty shrug. 
“ Charlotte, I am going to visit where I shall see something of 
a sort of cousin of yours—Mr. St John.” 

“Mr. St John of Ofetle Wafer?" quickly asked Mrs. St. 
John, with more interest than she had yet displayed. 
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“The heir W Castle Wafer, Frederick.” 

«Oh—he,” slightingly returned Mrs. St John, and she re¬ 
lapsed into apathy. 

“ How long shall you remain at Belport, Charlotte? ” asked 
' Rose, speaking softly, not to awaken the child. 

“ I don’t know yet; I shall see how the place suits George. 
Do you happen to know of a good sick-nurse here, Rose— 
English ?■ I hear they abound.” 

“1 know of one,” said Rose, rather eagerly. .“And she is 

[ excellent in these cases of—of-” Rose caught back the 

ominous word she had so nearly uttered—consumption; sub¬ 
stituting one for it, however, that proved little better—“of 
wasting away. It is her spicialite" 

“ Who says he is wasting away ? Who says it ? ” 

“ Nay,” said Rose, “ I only thought it, seeing him so thin. 
I dare say it’s natural to children to be thin. She is a most 
excellent nurse, Charlotte; a Mrs. Brayford. I saw her several 
times in the spring, when she Mas nursing Adeline dc Castclla.” 

“ What was her complaint ? ” ' 

“ They feared she was going into a decline. Mrs. Brayford 
nursed her into perfect health, and she is as strong and well 
now as I am. 1 should think she would be the very nurse to 
suit you, and she is a pleasant sort of woman.” 

“ B'here can I find her ? ” ^ 

“ Well, I don’t know,’’ said Rose. “ It can readily be asi ei- 
tained, though. The conciciae at Signor de Castella’s is suie 
to know her address. Of cN^jTic, she may not be at liberty just 
novt, Charlotte; neither may sjpe be inclined to take a place 
that involves travelling.” 

“ Is she one of those monthly nurses ? ” asked Mrs. St. John. 
“I don’t like them.” 

“ No, I believe not. I will get you her address, Charlotte, 
and you can send to her or not, as you please. How this child 
starts! ” 

“ He would lie more comfortably on a bed,” interposed Mrs. 
Darling, lifting him gently from Rose’s knee. “ I’ll take him 
te Prance.” 

It was what she liad been longing to do—to get to Prance. For 
ten minutes’ conversation with the serving woman, Mrs. Darling 
wbuld have given an earldom. The servant met her at the 
chamber-door, and the child was laid on his bed without 
awaking. 

St. Martui • £vc. 
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“Prance, he is surely dying,” breathed Mrs. Darling, as they 
stood over him. 

Prance glanced round, making sure there were rio other 
listeners. “ He is as surely dying, ma’am, as that his father 
died before him ; and of the same complaint—wasting away. 
A month or two longer, and then—the end.” 

“ Your mistress does not seem to see it. she see it, do 
you think ? ” 

“ I think not. I think she really believes that he will get 
well.” 

“ Why does she go about from place to place in this restless 
manner ? ” 

The woman stooped to brush a fly from George’s forehead, 
and she answered with her head and eyes bent down. 

“ She says it is for the benefit of the child: that he gets 
more languid and fretful when we stay quietly in a place than 
when we are moving about. But in her anxiety, she a little 
overdoes it: there’s a medium in all things. In some of the 
‘towns she has not liked the doctors, and then she has gone 
away immediately.” 

“ I wish she would pome back to Alnwick,” lamented Mrs. 
Darling. “ Pym knows the constitution of the St. Johns. No 
one could treat the child so well as he.” 

“ l„wish she would! ” heartily acquiesced Prance. “ I wish 
you could persuade her-” 

Prance stopped, and hastily busied herself straightening 
George’s petticoats. Mrs. St had entered the room. 

But there was no persuading her to Alnwick—or to put a 
stop to this incessant travelling. Only a few days and she had 
quitted Belport again, taking her retinue with her, amidst 
whom was the nurse, Mrs. Brayford. 

How strangely do the links in that chain we call fate, fit them¬ 
selves one into the other,' unconsciously to ourselves. 
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CHAPTER XXn. 

All auout a stupid prencii marigold. 

The invitation sent to the young ladies by Madame dc Gastella 
had been given at the pressing instigation of Adeline. The 
nervous, anxious tones of the little notes enclosed from herself, 
praying them to accept it, at once proved the fact to Mary 
Carr. 

The return of Signor dc Castella to Heaufoy, and consequently 
the visit of the Baron de la Chasse, had been subjected to 
another postponement of a week; but then the time was posi¬ 
tively fixed, and Adeline knew it would be kept. Her suspense 
and fears were becoming intolerable. How avoid being often 
in the society of the l£ron, when he would be the only visitor 
in the house ? It was this grave question that suggested to her^ 
the thought of asking for the presence of her schoolfellows. 
Madame de Castella fell all innocently into the snare, and' 
acquiesced at once. Adeline had ever been an indulged child. 

It was almost impossible for Adeline to conceal her terror as 
the days drew on. She knew her father’s haughty, unbending 
character, his keen sense of honour. He would have been the 
last to force her into an unpalatable union, and had Adeline 
expressed the slightest rep^n^nce to M. de la Chi«se when it 
was first proposed, the affai^ujuld have been at an end. But 
she had cheerfully consented to it; the deeds of betrothal 
were signed on both sides, and M. de Castella’s word and 
honour had been pledged. Never, Adeline feared, would he 
allow that betrothal, that word to be broken; never would he 
consent to entertain proposals for her from another. 

Now that her eyes were opened, she saw how fearfully blind 
and hazardous had been the act by which she consented to 
become the wife of the Baron de la Chasse, a personal stranger. 
There are thousands who consent in the same unconscious haste, 
and know not what they do, until it is too late. It is gratifying 
Ho a young girl’s vanity to receive an offer of marriage j to an¬ 
ticipate an.establishment of her own; to leave her companions 
behind Marriage is to her a sealed book, and she is eager to 
penetrate its mysteries. If "a voice frdm a judicious friend, or 
a still small voice in her own conscience, should whisper a worn- 
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ing to wait, to make sure she is on the right path ere she enter 
its enclosures irrevocably, both are thrust aside unheeded So 
the wedding-day comes surely on; and soon the once eager 
cardless girl awakes to her position, and beholds herself as she 
really is—sacrificed She is the wife of one whom she cannot 
love; worse still, perhaps not respect, now that she knows him 
intimately: there is no sympathy between them; not a feeling, 
not a taste, it may be, in common. But the sacrifice was of 
her choosing, and she must abide by it. Deliberately, of her 
own free will, she tied herself to him, for better for worse, for 
richer for poorer, until death shall them part She has linked 
herself to him by a chain which divides her from the rest of the 
world; every thought of her heart belongs, of right, to him; 
she is his companion and no other’s, and must obey his behests; 
at uprising and down-sitting, at the daily meals and in the 
midnight chamber she is his, his own, for evermore. 

A strong impression, call it a presentiment if you will, had 
utaken hold of Adeline, that the very first word of disclosure to 
her father, though it were but a hint of it, would be the signal 
Xor her separation from Mr. St. John. She spoke of this to him, 
^nd she wrung a promise from him .that he would be for the 
present silent; that at least during this few days’ visit of the 
Baron’s he should continue to appear as he did now—an 
acquaintance only. Rose would be there, and St. John’s 
intimacy wjth the family, his frequent presence at Beaufoy, 
might be accounted for by his relationship to her No relation¬ 
ship whatever in point of fac^ as the reader knows; but 
Adeline chose to construe it into one. Mr. St. John at first 
hesitated to comply with her wish- It is true that he would 
have preferred, for reasons of his own—his debts and his 
estrangement from his brother—not to speak to Signor de 
Castella just yet; but he was given to be ultra honourable, and 
to maintain silence in such a case, though it were but for a 
week or two, jarred against his nature. Only to her imploring 
petition, to her tears, did he at length yield, and then con¬ 
ditionally. He must be guided, he said, by the behaviour of 
de la Chasse. “ Should he attempt to offer’ you the smallest 
endearment, should he begin to whisper tender speeches in 
I your ear, I should throw prudence to the winds, and st^ be- ’ 
tween you.” 

“Oh, Frederick! ” shh answered, her cheeky a burning red, 
her face bent in its maidenly confusion : “ endearment—tender 
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speeches—they are not known in France, in our class of society^ 
Of such there is no fear. The Baron will be as politely cere¬ 
monious to me as though we were ever to remain strangers.” 

And Adeline was right * 

Late in the afternoon of as hot and brilliant a day as the 
July sun ever shone upon, the carriage, containing the young- 
lady guests, which had been sent to Odesque to meet them, 
drew up at the chdteau, in the very jaws of the lions. Mary 
Carr looked out, There, on the broad steps, in‘the exact spot 
where she had last seen him, looking as though not an hour 
had passed over his head since, stood Mr. St John. 

He assisted them to alight, and Adeline ran out to receive 
them, so charmingly lovely in her w'hite morning dress’and pink 
ribbons. Madame de Castella also appeared, and after a 
cordial welcome, ordered the coachman to speed back with 
haste to Odesque, or he would not be in time for the arrival of 
the Paris train. 

“ I e.vi)ect my husband and M. de la Chasse,” she explained^ 
addressing her visitors. Mary Carr looked involuntarily at, 
Adeline. She met the gaze, and a burning crimson rushed over 
her face and neck. 

Before six the party had re-assembled, including Mr. St John. 
ITiey were in the yellow drawing-room, a very fine apartment, 
kept chiefly for show and ceremony, and one that nobody ever 
felt at home in. The windows overlooked the approach to the 
chateau ; every one w'as gazir.g for the first appearance of the 
momentarily expected travellers, Adeline growing more pale, 
more agitated with every minute; so pale, so agitated, that she 
could not escape notice. 

“ See, see! ” exclaimed old Madame de Beaufoy, hobbling 
to the window. “ Is not that the carriage ?—far off, there;— 
at the turn by the windmill.” 

It was the carriage; the aged eyes were the quickest, after 
all; and it came speedily on. Two dusty-looking figures were 
in i^ for they sat with it open. Madame de Castella and her 
sister hastened to the hall to receive the travellers, and the old 
iMy thrust her head out at one of the windows. Adeline had 
risen in terrible agitation, and was leaning on the back of a 
.chaia Her very lips were white. Mr. St. John advanced and 
berit over her. 

*< My dearest love," he whispered, *you are ill, and I dare 
not protect you as I could wish. Be under no apprehension of 



246 ST. MARTIN'S EVE. 

any unwelcome scene with him: sooner than suffer it I will 
declare all.” 

He took up a flacon of eau de Cologne, and saturated her 
handkerchief. Mary Carr was looking on. She could not 
hear his words; but she marked his low, earnest voice, his 
looks, his actions, she saw how it was from that hour. “ There 
will be tribulation in the house, ere this shall be over !” was her 
mental exclamation. But she little anticipated the deep 
tribulation that was indeed to come. 

The Baron did not make his appearance until he had been 
to his dressing-roomi He looked very presentable when he 
came in, though his hair was shorter than ever, and the curled 
corners of his yellow moustache were longer. His greeting of 
Adeline was in this fashion: advancing quickly towards her 
until he came within three paces, he there made a dead stand¬ 
still, and placing his feet in the first position, as dancing- 
masters say, slowly bowed his head nearly down to the ground, 
and in ceremonious words, “hoped he had the honour of 
..finding mademoiselle in perfect health.” That was all; he 
did not presume even to touch her hand: any such familiarity 
would, in good French society, be deemed the perfection of 
bad taste. Rose just smothered a scream of delight when she 
saw the bow, and gave Mr. St. John such a pinch on the arm, 
that the place was blue for days afterwards. But what a bow 
St. John received the Baron with when they were introduced— 
distant, haughty, and self-consciows; conscious of his own 
superiority. Certainly, in outward appearance, there was a 
wide contrast, and Mr. St. John, on this particular evening, 
seemed quite aware of his own personal gifts. De la Chasse 
was superbly dressed: a blue satin vest, curiously-fine linen of 
lace and embroidery, with various other magnificent et ceteras. 
St. John was in slight mourning attire, black clothes, a plain 
white waistcoat, and not a bit of finery about him; but he 
looked, as Rose Darling said, fit for a prince. 

Dinner was announced. The Baron de la Chasse advanced 
to the aged mistress of the house, St John to Madame de 
Castella, and Signor de Castella to Rose. Miss de Beaufoy, 
Adeline, and Mary Carr, went in together. It -was a formal 
dinner, and Adeline was sick at heart 

It happened, in the course of the following morning, that 
the three young ladies arid the Baron were alone in the western 
drawing-room—the one, you may remember, opening to the 
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colonnade. The conversation flagged.. De la Chasse, thongh 
a sensible man, did not shine in that flowing, ready style of 
converse so natural to Frederick Sl John ; and Adeline seemed 
utterly spiritless. Mary Carr went upstairs to her chambef, but 
before she had been there five minutes, Rose came dancing in. 
“ Where have you left Adeline?” inquired Miss Cair. 

“ ^Vhere you did—with the Baron. I thought I might be 
it trop, and so came away. It is not pleasant to reflect that 
you may be spoiling a scene, all tenderness and'sweetmeats, as 
Charlotte Singleton c.alls it. I say, though, Mary, did you see 
Sl John whispering last night to her at the piano, whilst he 
was pretending to be engaged turning over for me? It’s 
satisfactory to have two strings to one’s bow.” 

Before another word could be said, in rushed Adeline, in 
high excitement. “ Mary ! Rose!—Rose! dear Mary ! never 
you leave me alone with that man again! Promise it!— 
promise it to me! ” 

“ What is it? What has he done ? ” they asked, in excessive 
astonishment. ^ 

“ He has done nothing. But I dare not be alone with him, 
lest he should talk of the future. He has been inquiring after 
the engagement-ring. Hush! do not ask me any questions 
now,” concluded Adeline. “I wish to Heaven, Rose, you 
could induce the B.aron to fall in love with you! ” • 

“ Much obliged for the transfer,” said Rose, with a laugh. 
“ Perliaps you’ll get him first to dye those appendages to his 
face r yellow is not a favourite colour of mine.” 

De la Chasse intended to remain but a week. He purposed 
leaving on Tuesday morning. His visit was passing quietly 
enough there had been no outbreak between him and St. John, 
only excessive coolness. Had de la Chasse been an Englishman, 
an explanation could scarcely have been avoided; for an 
Englishman would inevitably, by speech, manner, or action, 
have shown that he was the young lady’s lover: but in France 
these things are managed differently. 

, Madame de Beaufoy issued invitations for Monday evening 
to as many neighbours as-were within driving-distance. A 
soiree dansante, the cards said, when they went out 
On the Monday afternoon, when the three young ladies were 
in the western drawing-room together, the Baron' ente^d, and 
addressing Adeline, formally requesfed her to grant him the 
honour of a few minutes’ conversation, 
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A strange rising in the throat; a dread, that caused her 
frame to quiver j a terrified, imploring, but unavailing look at 
Rose and Mary; and the door closed on them, and Adeline 
and her acknowledged lover were left alone. 

She need not have feared. The Baron did not say a word 
to her that he might not have said to her mother. But he 
produced from his pocket the engagement-ring, which had been 
taken to Paris to be made smaller—it was a plain circlet of 
gold—^and requested she would grant him the honour of 
allowing him to replace it on her finger. 

Without a word of remonstrance—for what could- she say ? 
—and sick at heart, Adeline held out her hand; and the Baron 
ventured ceremoniously to touch it, while he slipped on the 
ring: in the very act and deed of doing which, the door 
opened, and into the room strode Mr. St. John, twirling in his 
hand a French marigold. 

He saw them standing together, Adeline’s hand stretched 
9 ut, and meeting both of his; and he looked black as night. 
,It has been said, in this book or another, that Frederick St 
John was of quick temperament: on rare occasions he gave way 
to violent explosions of passion. It is probable that an outburst 
would have come then; but the Baron, with a polite bow to 
Adeline, quitted the room. And Mr. St John, though certain 
as man could well be that he had no cause for jealousy, gave 
way to the irritation of his hasty spirit. 

“So, Mademoiselle de Castella,” be broke forth, “you have 
been enjoying a stolen interview with your lover ! I must beg 
your pardon for having unintentionally interrupted it” 

She turned deprecatingly to him; she did not speak, or 
defend herself from the charge; but the look of anguish on her 
countenance w'as so keen, the glance at himself so full of pure, 
truthful love, that the gentleman’s better nature revolted at the 
temper he had shown, and he caught her to his heai't 

“ But they were cruel words,” she sobbed; “and just now I 
have enough to bear.” 

“ Let this be my peace-offering, my darling,” he said, placing^ 
in her hand the French marigold. 

St. John had long ago heard the tale of the French marigold, 
and Miss Rose Darling’s sombre forebodings touching himself. 
He had' been assiduously cultivating the flower in the garden «tt 
the Lodge, and this, that Vie now gave to Adeline, was the first 
which had appeared- 
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“This ring, Adeline,” he said, drawing it from her finger. 

“ He placed it there, I suppose ? ” 

“ You saw him doing so,” she answered. 

He slipped it into his waistcoat pocket, and then drew" out 
his watch. 

“ Give me back the ring, Frederick.” 

“ No, Adeline. It shall never encircle your finger again.” 

“ But what api I to say if its absence is noticed ? He said 
mamma had given him permission to replace iC She will be 
sure to ask where it is.” 

“Say anything. That it fell off—or wear a glove until 
evening. *1 will then tell you what to do. I cannot stay 
longer now.” 

When Mary Carr was dressed for the evening ball, she went 
into Adeline’s room. Louise was putting the finishing strokes 
to her young lady’s toilette, and very satisfactory they were, 
when Madame de Castella entered, holding in her hand a small 
circular case. , 

, “ Look here, Adeline,” she said, opening it and displaying a 
costly bracelet, one of beauty and finish so rare, that all eyes ‘ 
were riveted on it. lixquisitely wrought, fine gold links, in the 
different crossings of which were inserted brilliants of the purest 
water, with pendant chains flashing with brilliants and gold. 

“ Oh, mamma 1 ” was the enraptured exclamation. ‘iWhat 
a lovely bracelet! ” 

“ It is indeed, Adeline. • It is yours.” 

“ Ciel! ” ejaculated Louise, lifting her hands. 

“ Mamma, how can I thank you! ” she exclaimed, taking the 
jewels. 

“ Yoii need not thank me at all, Adeline. It is the Baron’s 
present. Make your acknowledgments to him.” 

Had the bracelet been a serpent, Adeline could not have 
dropped it quicker, and, but for Mary Carr, it would have fallen 
to the ground. Madame de Castella thought it w’as an accident 

“Don’t be careless, child. Put it on. You must wear it 
to-night” 

• “Oh no, no, mamma!” she returned, her cheek flushing. 

• “ Not to-night” 

“VMiat nonsense!” exclaimed her mother; “you are as shy 
as a young child. When the Baron presented it to me Ibr you, 
he said, ‘ Un petit cadeau pour ce soft.’ Clasp it on, Louise.” 

“Mamma,” she implorra, a great deal more energetically 
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than Madame de Castella thought the case could demand, “do 
not oblige me to appear in this bracelet to-night" 

“Adeline, I insist on its being worn. Persons who know 
you'less well than we do, would suspect that affectation, more 
than delicacy, induced your refusal to wear a gift from one who 
will soon be your husband.” 

“Not my husband yet,” faltered Adeline. “ Not until n<*xt 
year.” 

“ Indeed he will, Adeline,” said Madame de Castella. “Before 
we go to the South.” 

Her colour came and went painfully. She sat down, gasping 
out rather than speaking, the words that issued from her white 
lips. 

“ We go to the South in two months ! ’ 

“ Dear child,” laughed Madame de Castella, “ don’t look so 
scared. There’s no reason for it: a wedding is quite an ever}'- 
day affair, I can assure you. This week I write to order your 
,{rousseau.” 

Louise fastened the bracelet on Adeline’s arm, and she went 
down to the reception-rooms as one in a dream. If the younger 
guests, as they gazed on her excessive beauty, could but have 
read the bitter despair at her heart, the strife and struggle 
within, they would have envied her less. A single string of 
pearls, was entwined with her hair, and she tvore a pearl neck¬ 
lace ; no other ornament, save this conspicuous bracelet of de 
la Chasse’s.* But in the bosom of lier low white dress, almost 
hidden by its trimmings ol lace, was enshrined St John’s French 
marigold. 

The guests had nearly all arrived, and Adeline had done her 
best towards greeting them, when in passing in the direction of 
the colonnade, the Baron came up to her. She was longing for 
a breath of the evening air—as if that would cool the brow’s 
inward fever! ” 

“ Permit me to exchange this flower with the one you have 
there, mademoiselle,” he said, holding out a white camellia of 
rare beauty. And, with a light, respectful touch, he removed 
the French marigold from the folds of the lace. 

Did de la Chasse suspect who had been the donor of that' 
cherished French marigold? Did he remember seeing it in 
St. JoKa’s hand that same afternoon ? It is impossible to tell; 
but he seemed more ui^ent over this trifling matter than a 
Frenchman in genend allows himself to be. 
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i “ Sir, you forget yourself! ” exclaimed Adeline, angry to cx- 
f citemcnt. “ Return me my flower,” 

“ It is unsuitable, mademoiselle,” he rejoined, retaining his 
hold of the French marigold. “A vulgar, ordinary garden- 
flower is not in accordance with your dress to-night—or with 
you.” 

“ You presume upon your position,” retorted Adeline, push¬ 
ing aside the white camellia, and struggling to keep down her 
anger and her tears. “ Do not insult me, sir, but give me back 
my own flower.” 

“ Wlmt is all this ? ” demanded M. de Castella, coming up. 
“ Adeline, you are excited.” 

“ I have incurred your daughter’s displeasure, it would seem, 
sir,” explained the Baron, showing symptoms of excitement in 
his turn. “ Mademoiselle appeared in tlie rooms wearing this 
flower—a worthless, common g.ardcn-flower!—and because I 
wished to present her with one more suitable, she seems to 
imply th.at I only do it by way of insult. I don’t understand, 
nu foi! ” 

“Nor I,” returned M. de Castella. “Take the camellia, 
Adeline,” he added, sternly and coldiy. “ Caprice and coquetry 
are beneath j’cu." 

The Baron put the camellia in her now unresisting hand, 
and amused himself with pulling to pieces the petals of the 
other flower. Adeline burst into a violent paroxyjm of tears, 
and hurried on to the colonnade.” 

And all about a stupid Ffench marigold ! 

“ Let her go and have a cry to herself,” said M. de Castella, 
walking off with the Baron; “ it will bring her to reason. The 
coquetry of women passes belief. They are all alike. It appears 
I was mistaken when I deemed my daughter an exception.” 

Adeline, in her tears and excitement, rushed across Jhe lawn. 
It was certainly a senseless thing to cry about, but, just then, 
a straw would have ruffled her equanimity. She had been 
compelled to wear the hated bracelet: she had been told that 
she would very speedily be made the wife of d6 la Chasse; she 
had stood by him, recognized by the crowd of guests as his 
future wife; and, blended with all this, was a keen sensation 
of disappointment at the non-appearance of Mr. St. John. She 
stood with, her forehead pressed against the bark of^ tree, 
sobbing aloud in her anguish where n8ne could hear her. Pre¬ 
sently, her ear caught the sound of footsteps, and she prenred 
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to dart further away; but they were some that she knew and 
loved too well. He was coming through the shrubbery at a 
rapid pace, and she stood out and confronted him. 

“•Why, Adeline!” he exclaimed, in astonishment. And, 
then, the momentary restraint on her feelings removed, she fell 
forward in his arms, and sobbed aloud with redoubled violence. 

“ Oh, Adeline, what ails you ? What has happened ? Be 
calm, be calm, my only love! I am by your side now: what 
grief is there that I cannot soothe away ? ” 

He became quite alarmed at her paroxysm of grief, and, half 
leading, half carrying her to the nearest bench, seated her there 
and laid her head upon his arm, and held her gently to him, 
and spoke not a word until she was calmer. 

By degrees she told him all. The gift of the bracelet, her 
mother’s threats of the coming marriage— threats they sounded 
to Adeline—and the dispute with the Baron. Upon this last 
point she was rather obscure. “ I had a simple flower in my 
dress, and he wanted me to replace it with a rare one, a 
camellia.” She did not say it was the one he had given her ; 

* she would rather have led him to think that it was not: never, 
until she should be indeed his, could she tell him how passion¬ 
ately and entirely she loved. But he divined all; he required 
no telling. And yet, knowing this; knowing, as he did, how’ 
her very life was bound up in his; how could he, only a few 
weeks later, doubt, or jwofess to doubt, of this enduring love ? 

“Adeline,” he said, as he paced the narrow path restlessly 
in the moonlight, she still sitting on the bench, “ I have done 
very wrong: wrong by you and your friends, wrong by myself, 
wrong by de la Chasse. I see it now. I ought to have declared 
all before he came to Bcaufoy. 1 will sec M. de Castella to¬ 
morrow morning.” 

She shivered, as if struck by a cold wind. “ Remember your 
promise.” 

“ It must be done,” he answered. “ I yielded too readily to 
your wishes, )H'rhaps to my own motives for desiring dcl.iy. 
Ikit for you to be looked u|X)n .as his future wife—condemned 
toiiccept and wear his prcsents>-thi$ slull nut be. It is pbeing 
us all thiee in a ulsc position; you must see that it is- Neither 
did I know that (he marriage was being hastened on. " 

“H* goes away to-morrow morning, and all immediatt 
danger will be over,"she urged “Do not )‘et speak words 
thatMjjght—aay, that aW/Z—kad to our separation i Let us 
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have another week or two for consideration; and of—of happi¬ 
ness.” 

“ I cannot imagine why you entertain these gloomy anticipa¬ 
tions,” he rejoined; “ why think that my speaking to your 
father will be the signal for warfare. Believe me, Adeline, the 
St. Johns of Castle Wafer are not accustomed to find their 
overtures for an alliance desi)ised j they have mated with the 
noblest in their own land.” 

“ Oh, it is not that; it is not that! Frederick, you know it 
is not.—Hark ! ” she suddenly broke off, starting from her seat 
as if to fly. “ There are footsteps approaching from the house. 

If it should be papa !—or de la Chasse ! ” 

“ And what if it be ? ” he answered, drawing her hand within 
his arm and raising himself to his full heiglit, in the haughty 
spirit that was upon him, to stand and confront the intruders. 

“ I will explain all now: and show that you are doing neither 
wrong nor harm in being here with me, for that you arc my 
affianced wife.” 

But the footsteps, whosesoever they might be, passed off in 
a different direction; and they strolled on, talking, to the ' 
borders of the miniature lake. It was nearly as light as day, 
very warm, very beautiful. AVhite fleecy clouds floated around 
the moon; the air, redolent with the otlour of flowers, was one 
balmy breath of perfume ; and Adeline forgot her trout)lc in 
the peaceful scene. 

“ What made you so lat* ? ” she asked. “ I had fancied you 
would come early.” 

“ I have been to Odesque.” 

“ To Odesque ! ” 

He was drawing a small paper from his waistcoat pockeL 
Adeline saw' that it contained a ring of plain gold. Motion^; 
ing to her to take her glove off—and she obeyed mccltanically 
—he proceeded to jJace it on her finger; sjicaking solemn 
words: 

“ With this ring I will thee wed : with niy l>ody I ihcc 
worship; with all my worldly goods I will »hcc endow, until 
dcatli us do |art: and thus do 1 plight unto thee my troth.” 

She knew the slightly altered words were in the English 
I’lotcsUnt nurruge-scrvice, for she had heard Hose, and sornc 
of the other schotilgirU as foolish as Rose was, re{>cat Vum in 
tbdr thoughtless pastime. There wan a solemnity in Ml St 
John’s voice and manner which imparled an awe to her^pel- 
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ings, never before experienced. The tears of deep emotion 
rose to her eyes and her frame trembled: she could not have 
been more strongly moved, had she in very truth been plighting 
her*troth to him before the holy altar. 

“ Take you care of it, Adeline. Let none remove it from 
your finger as I removed the other. It shall be your wedding- 
ring.” 

“It is not the same ring?” she whispered, unable quite to 
recover herseh'. “ His.” 

“ His / Look here, Adeline.” 

He took another ring from his pocket as he spoke. It was cut 
in two parts; and he threw them into the water. 

“ There goes his ring, Adeline. May his pretensions go with 

“ It is 10.- this you have been to Odesciue ? ” 

“It is.” j 

They turned to the house, walking quickly now, neither 
,caring for Ad^giine’s absence to be so prolonged as to attract 
notice. Loim- it may have seemed to tak ? m the telling, she 
^ had yet bee% away from the house but a few minutes. Adeline 
could not qiiiite forget her tears. 

. “ If mammai could only be kept from ordering the trous¬ 
seau i^’_shc suddenly exclaimed, more in answer to her own 
thoughts that} “b him. 

“ Where’s/ the necessity of preventing her ? ” 

Sh« 5 /-’r( 5 bked up wonderingly, and caught his smile full of 
—^Aeaning, all apparent in the moonlight. 

“ The things ordered and intended for Madame de la Chasse 
—will they not serve equally well for Mrs. Frederick Sfc 
John?” 

“ Oh—but ”—and her downcast face felt glowing with heat 
“ nothin|[ will be wanted at all yet for—any one.” 

“ Indeed! / think they will be wanted very scon. Do you 
suppose,” he added, laughing, “ I should be permitted to carry 
you away with me to the South without an oiltfit ? ” 

“ I am not going to the South now,” she quickly said. 

“ Yes, Adeline. I hope you and I shall winter there.” 

“ I am quite well now.” 

“ I know you are i and that it will be almost a superfluous 
precaed'on. Nevertheless, it is well to be on the safe side. 
My darling t ” and he bAit over her, “ you would not be dis- 
maj 4 d at the prospect of passing a whole winter alone with me ? ” 
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Dismayed! To the uttermost parts of the earth'with him, 
and for a whole lifetime Father, mother, country, home—what 
were they all, in comparison with him ? 

As they gained the open lawn, a dark figure swept across 
their path. Adeline shrank at being seen alone with Mr. SL 
John. It was Father Marc, the officiating priest of the little 
neighbouring chapel, and the family confessor, a worthy and 
very zealous man. He turned and looked at Adeline, but 
merely said, “ Bon soir, mon enfant,’’ and took ofi his hat to 
Mr. St John. Mr. St John raised his in return, saying nothing, 
and Adeline bent low, as one in contrition. 

“ Bon soir, mon perc.” 

She glided onwards to a side door, that she might gain her. 
chamber and see what could be done towards removing the 
traces of emotion from her face. Whilst Mr. St John strode 
round to the front entrance, and rang such a peal upon the 
tinkling old bell that half-a-dozen servants came flying to the 
door. 

And as Adeline stood by hi.s side that night in the brilliant* 
ball-room, and watched the admiration so many were ready, * 
unsought, to accord hirji, and marked the cordial regard in 
which both her father and mother held him, and remembered 
his lineage and connet tir.n.s, the fortune and position that must 
eventually be his, she ah lost reasoned that overtures fof her 
from such a man could never be declined. 

But the Baron saw ti.trt shc had thrown atvay the while 
camellia. “ Petite <oqucitc 1 ” he exclaimed to himself, in 
tolerant excuse: not in anger. It never entered into the French, 
brains of the Baron de la Chassc to imagine that the young 
lady, being under an engagement to marry him, could have the 
slightest wish to marry' any one else. 


CHAJ’TER XXIII. 


VJILOLSY. 


The grey walls of the Clcneau de Beaufoy basked idly in the 
evening sun. In the v esiem drawing-room, M. and ^$^ame 
de Castella, the old lady, and Agnes de Beaufoy were pffltfing 
whist. Its large window was thrown open to the terrac\»or 



ST. MARTINIS EVE. 


2Sd 

colonnade, where had gathered the younger members of the 
party, the green-striped awning being let down between some 
of the outer pillars. Mary Carr and Adeline were seated, 
unravelling a heap of silks, which had got into a mess in the 
ivory work-basket; Rose Darling flitted about amongst the 
exotics, her fine hair shining like threads of gold when, ever 
and anon, it came in contact with the sunlight, as she flirted— 
it was very like it—with Mr. St. John. But Rose began to turn 
cross, for he teased her. 

“ Did you write to England for the song to-day?” she asked. 
“ Ah, don’t answer: I see you forgot it. Most of the writing 
you are guilty of goes to one person, I expect. No wonder you 
forget other matters." 

“ Indeed ! To whom ? ” 

“ I won’t betray you now,’’ glancing at Adeline. “ I will be 
compassionate.” 

“ Pray don’t trouble yourself about compassion for me, ma 
belle,” returned Mr. St. John, in a provokingly slighting 
' manner. “ It will be thrown away.” 

“ Compassion for ^<7//, Mr. St. John ! Don't flatter yourself. 
I was thinking of another.” 

Adeline looked up ; a sharp, perplexed glance. 

.“You are mysterious, Rose,” said he, laughing. 

“ Yes. But I could speak out if I would.” 

“ f dare you,” answered Mr. St. John. “Speak away.” 

“ You khow there is one in England, who monopolizes all 
your letters—not to speak of your dreams.” 

“ Rose 1 ” exclaimed Mary Carr, a dim shadow of Rose’s 
meaning darting uneasily across her. “ How can you talk this 
nonsense to Mr. St. John ?” 

“ He asked for it. But he knows it is true. I-ook at his 
conscious face now ! ” she saucily continued. 

“ The only lady in England honoured with my correspon¬ 
dence,” said he, in a more serious tone than he had hitherto 
spoken, “is Mrs. SL John.” 

“That’s almost true,” cried the provoking girl—“almost. 
She is not Mrs. St John yet, only to be” 

A strange wild spasm caught Adeline de Castella’s heart. 
Would Rose have continued, had she known it ? Did St John 
suspe)f,‘.'it? 

“ 7 'spoke of my motter, Rose,” he said. “ She is the only 
ladr who claims or receives, letters from me.” 
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“ Honour bright? ” asked Rose. 

“ Honour bright,” repeated Mr. St. John: “ the honour of 
her only son.” 

“ Oh, faithless that you are then! ” burst forth Rose. “ Will 
jou deny that thete is one in England to whom your letters 
are due, if not sent; one whose shadow you were for many, 
many months—if not years—one, beautiful as a painters 
dream ? ” 

‘‘ Bah, Rose! ” he said, his lips curling with a proud, defiant 
smile, “ you are lapsing into ecstasies.” 

“ Shall I tell her name—the name of his own true lady¬ 
love ? ” asked Rose, turning round, a world of triumph" on her 
bright, laughing brow. “ Mary Carr knows it already.” 

“ You are out of your senses ! ” exclaimed Mary Carr, all too 
eagerly. “ Don’t imjrose your fiibulous tales on us.” 

“.Shall I tell it?” lepc.ated Rose, maintaining her ground and 
her equanimity. 

“ Tell it,” .said Mr. St. John, carelessly. Did he think she 
knew so much ! * 

“'I’ell it,” repeated Adeline, but it was the motion of the 
syllables, rather than the words, that came from between her 
white and parted lips. 

“Sarah Ilcauclerc.” 

A transient surprise crossed Mr. St. John’s countenance, and 
was gone again. Adeline saw it; and from that wild, bitter 
moment, a pang of anguisjv took root within her,'which was 
never to be erased during life. 

“ You are under a slight misapprehension. Rose,” said Mr. 
St. John, with indifference. 

“ Am I ? The world was under another, jrerhaps, when it 
asserted that the honour of Mr. St. John’s hand would fall to 
Sarah Beauclerc.” 

That it certainly was—if it ever did assert it. And I might 
believe it possible, wer’e the world peopled with Rose Darlings.” 

Look here,” exclaimed Rose, snatching his pocket-handker¬ 
chief from a gilt cage, where he had thrown it to protect the 
licautiful bird from the rays of the setting sun. “ Look at this, 

‘ Frederick St. John,’ worked in hair' ” 

It happened to be the handkerchief they had picked up that 
first morning in the painting-room. Rose talked on,*in the 
reddessness of her spirits: and Adeline sat, drinking-i\her \ 
words. 

Su MarUu* Lvu. 


i: 
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*‘^S/u did this for him, I have not the least doubt Look 
how elaborately it is worked, even to the finishings of the crest 
It is her hair, Sarah Beauclerc’s.” 

A random assertion. Rose neither knew nor oared whether 
she*was right In her present humour she would have stood 
to anything. It is possible: not likely, but barely possible: 
that she had stumbled oh a bit of fact Mr. St John remained 
supremely indifferent, denying nothing. She talked on in her 
access of gaiety. 

“This is His favourite handkerchief: I have noticed that 
The others are marked with ink. I dare say she gave the 
handkerchief, as well as marked it. Let it alone, Mr. St John: 
I shall show it round, if I like. A rather significant present 
from so lovely a girl! But it’s known she was folk after him. 
He reciprocated the compliment then; he was always at the 
dean’s. I don’t know how it may be now',” she added, af^r a 
pause, and there was a significant meaning in her tone as she 
looked to Adeline. Then, with a saucy glance at Mr. St John, 

, she sang out, in her clear, rich voice, to a tune of her own, 

" It k well to Iw off with the old love, 

Before you arc on with the new." 

Adeline rose, and passed quietly into the drawing-room, her 
step self-possessed, her bearing calm: the still exterior covers 
the deepest suffering. But Mr. St. John suspected nothing. 

“ Rose,” he said, quoting a French axiom, “ vous aimez bien 
k rire, mais rien n’est beau que le vrai.” 

“Ah,” she answered, with another, “ce n’est pas ^tre bien 
aise que de rire.” Perhaps the deepest truth she had uttered 
that evening. 

With outward calmness there, but oh! the whirlwind of 
despairing agony which shook Adeline’s frame as she sank 
down the bedside in her own chamber! That in one short 
minute, desolation so complete should have swept over her 
heart, and she be able to endure it and live I I tell you no 
false story: I am writing of one of those sensitive hearts which 
must thus suffer and be shaken. To have given up her whole 
love to one, in a passion little short of idolatry; to have firf. 
gotten early ties and kindred in the spell of this strong devrHion 
—and now to be told there was another to claim his vows, - 
anotM' to whom they had first been offered! . 

TAe dream in whirh^she had been living for months wa^ 
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over—or, at least, it had been robbed of its golden colouring. 
The serpent Doubt had found its entrance into her. heart: "the 
fiend Jealousy had taken possession of it, never to be wholly 
eradicated. 

Frederick St. John was certainly one of earth’s favouted 
people, with his manly beauty and his master intellect It 
seemed to her that the world might worship him without a 
blush. He had made her life the Elysium that poets tell of; 
and now she found that he loved, or had loved, another. Like 
an avalanche falling down the Alps and crushing the hapless 
traveller, so had these tidings fallen upon her heart, and 
s/ialtered it 

Adeline de Castella smoothed her brow at la.st, and returned 
downstairs. She had taken no account of the time; but, by 
the advanced twilight, it would seem she had been away an 
hour, and Rose inquired whether she had been buried 

Following Adeline on to the colonnade, where the whole party 
were now seated, came the old Spanish servant, Silva, bearing 
a letter for Mr. SL John. I'he ominous words, “tres press^e,”, 
written on it, had caused Madame Ilaret to despatch it with , 
haste to the chateau 

“ Does any one wait ? ” he inquired. 

“Si, Senor.” 

“ It is well,” he said, and retreated inside the room. 

“You have received bad news!” exclaimed Madame de 
Castella, when he reappeared. 

“I have,”, he said, wifh' controlled emotion. “I must 
depart instantly for England.” And it w.as well the shades of 
evening were gathering, or they would inevitably have seen the 
death-like pallor on Adeline’s stricken face. 

Mr. St John handed them the letter to read. A dangerous 
accident had happened to his mother. The hor.se?^of her 
carriage took fright, and she opened the door and jumped out 
The physicians feared concussion of the brain. 

“Are you going?” exclaimed M. de Castella, as St John 
held out his hand. 

“ Yes. I feel every moment w’asted that does not speed me 
oh my journey.” 

And in another instant he was gone. Without a word more 
of adieu to Adeline than he gave to the rest There jjras no 
of^rtunity for it ’■v 

. Ij don’t know that I would have an^red him, had I for^en 
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thU,’^ cried Rose, candidly, as she lingered on the terrace with 
Adeline. 

**Did you anger him?" 

“ I think I did. A little bit. He should not have dared me 
to It.” 

Adeline looked over the balustrades as she listened, seeing 
nothing. A painful question was upon her lips; but her poor 
sensitive heart—how unfit it was for the wear and tear of life!— 
beat so violently that she had to wait before she put it 

“What you said was not true. Rose?” 

“What did I say?” rejoined Rose, whose thoughts had 
veered to fifty other things in her light carelessness. 

“ That he loved—what was the name ?—Sarah Beauclerc.’ 

The pretty assumption of forgetfulness! “ What was the 
name?" As if the name, eyery distinct letter of it, had not 
engraved itself on her brain in letters of fire, when it was first 
spoken 1 Rose answered impulsively. 

“It was quite true, Adeline, He knows that it is true. 
I as certainly believed that he loved her, as that we are stand¬ 
ing here. People say she would have been his wife before this, 
but for the dispute, or estrangement, or whatever it is, between 
him and his brother. He can’t marry until his debts are 
cleared; and he is living quietly to clear them. You should 
hear what Margaret says about it j she told me a great deal the 
very'day before I came here.” 

Her crushed heart fluttered against her side, “She is nice- 
looking, you say ? " 

“Nice-looking! she’s beautiful 1 One of the loveliest girls 
in society. A fair, proud face, just as proud as his own. 
Georgina Beauclerc is very pretty; but she’s nothing beside 
her.” 

She.AOuld have cried aloud in her anguish as she listened to 
these praises of her rival: and how she schooled her voice to 
maintain its calm indifference, she knew not. 

“ Who is Georgina Beauclerc ? " 

“ Her cousin. She’s the daughter of the t)ean of Wester- 
bury: Fred St. John’s native places you know. Sarah is the 
daughter of the dean’s brother. General Beauclerc. Her 
mother’s dead, the Lady Sarah; and since then she has lived 
with^e dean. In point of family it would be a sui^le 
mam; and I dare say Jn point of fortune." 

* And in point of love ? ” 
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There was a peculiar sound in the hesitation, a tremor which 
struck on Rose’s ear. She turned her face full on Adeline’s. 

“ I believe with all my hearty from what I’ve heard, that 
there was love between them,” answered Rose. “ Perhapsw. 
Adeline, I don’t say this in ill-nature, but because it may be 
good for you to know it. I am careless and random in general, 
but I can be serious j and 1 am speaking seriously now. He 
is a gay-mannered man, you know, a general admirer; those 
attractive men usually are so; but I have little doubt that Ms 
love was given to Sarah Beauclerc.” 

Rose went into the room with the last sentence. She had 
really spoken from a good motive. Believing that Adeline was 
getting to like Frederick St. John more than was good for her, 
consistently with her engagement to the French baron, a word 
in season might act as a warning. Little did Rose suspect 
how far things had gone between them. 

An hour passed. All save Adeline were gathered in the 
lighted room. Some were playing chess, some ^carte, some 
tvere telling Father Marc, who had dropped in, of the young ’ 
Englishman’s sudden departure for England and its cause. 
Rose was at the piano, singing English songs in a subdued 
voice. Never was there a sweeter voice than hers: and old 
Madame de Beaufoy could have listened always to the bygone 
songs of her native hind. , 

Adeline had not stirred from the terrace; she was leaning 
still on its balustrades, gazing forth apparently into'the night. 
But that Madame de Caslella did not observe her absence, she 
had been called in long ago, out of the night air. 

“Oh. beware, my lord, of jealousy i 
It is a grecn-eved monster, which doth make 
The food it feeds on." 

That reader of the human heart never put forth a^’greater 
truth, a more needed warning. How vainly ! A\’e can smile 
now, we can wonder at the “ trifles ” that once mocked us; 
but we did not smile at the time. It is asserted that where 
there is love, impassioned love, there must be jealousy; and 
wlw shall venture to dispute it ? Love is most exacting. Its 
idol must not listen to a tender word, or bestow a look of 
admiration on another. . The faintest shadow of a suspicion 
will invoke the presence of jealousy; what then when faitj and 
details are put forth, as they had b£*n by Rose? It^ad 
aroused the most refined torments of the distressing passi^; 
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and let none doubt that they were playing their part cruelly on 
Adeline’s heart. Not that she believed quite all: the hint that 
he might be intending to marry Sarah Beauderc but touched 
hei'ear and fell away again. She knew enough of his honour¬ 
able nature to be certain that he would never have spoken of 
marriage to herself, had he been under the slighest obligation 
of it to another. But that he loved the girl with deep in¬ 
tensity, or had loved her, Adeline never doubted. And so she 
stood on: bitterly giving way to this strange anguish which 
had fallen on her; wondering how long he would stay in 
England, and how often during his stay there he W'ould see 
her beautiful rival The very fact of his having gone without 
a loving word of adieu seemed a knell of unlucky omen. 

But what is that movement which her eye has caught at a 
distance? Who or what is it, advancing with a hasty step 
from the dark trees ? Ah! the wild rising of her pulse has 
told her, before the outlines of his form become distinct, as he 
emerges into that plot of pale light I It was he —he whom she 
thought to h.ave looked upon at present for the last time ; and 
the ecstatic feeling which rushed over her spirit was such as 
almost momentarily to obliterate the cruel doubts that 
oppressed her He had changed his dress, and was habited 
in travelling costume. His tread over the lawn was noise¬ 
less, and little less so as he ran up the steps to the colonnade. 

“ How fortunate that you are here, Adeline ! he whispered. 
“ I could not go without endeavouring to obtain a word with 
you, though I doubted being able to accomplish it.” 

Adeline, painfully agitated, trembling to excess, both in her 
heart and frame, murmured some confused words about the 
time he was losing. 

“I am not losing one precious moment,” he explained. 
“ My own preparations were soon made: not to those neces¬ 
sary to convey me to Odesque. As it always happens in these 
emergencies, the spring chaise—and there’s nothing else to 
take me—had been lent out to Farmer Pichon. Baret is gone 
for it, and will come on with it here, which is all in the way;. 
We shall catch the first train. Why do you tremble so, my 
love ? ” he added, as the fit of ague, which seemed to possess 
her, shook even his arm. “ Are ybu cold ? ” 

Cold I But most men would have had but the saihe 
ideay ‘ 

/•Now, Adeline, for one moment’s grave consultation. Shall 
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I write, and lay my proposals before M. de Castella, or shall 
they wait until I return ? ” 

“ Oh, wait to do so ! ” she implored. “ In mercy, wait! ” 

“ I would prefer it myself,” said Mr. St. John, “ for I feel I 
lought to be present to support you through all that may then 
occur. But, Adeline, should I be detained long, there will be 
no alternative : the preparations for your wedding will soon be 
actively begun, and render my speaking an act .of imperative 
necessity.” 

She laid her head upon his arm, moaning. 

“ Cheer up,” he whi.spered; “ I am only putting the worst 
view of the case. I trust that a few days may bring me back 
to you. Write to me daily, Adeline : everything that occurs: 

I shall then be able to judge how long 1 may be absent with 
safety. I ’was thinking, Adeline, as I came along, that it might 
be better if my letters to you are sent under cover to Rose or 
Mary. You are aware that I do not mention this for myself— 

I should be proud to address you without di.sguise—but fo» 
your own peace. Were I to write openly, it might force cxpla-, 
nations on you before my return.” 

Ever anxious for her ! Her heart bounded with gratitude. 
“Under cover to Mary Carr,” she said. 

“We must part now,” he whispered, as a faint rumbling 
broke upon their cars from the distance, “you hear my 
signal. It is fast approaching.” 

You w’ill come back as soqn as you are at liberty?” she sighed. 

“Ay, the verj' instant. Need you question it, Adeline?" 

He strained her to his heart, and the painful tears coursed 
down her cheeks. “ God bless you, and take care of you, and 
keep you in peace until I return ; my dear, my dear, my only- 
love 1 ” And when he had passed away, Adeline aske^} herself 
if that last lingering farewell kiss, which he had pressed upon 
her lips—she asked herself, with burning blushes, if she were 
sure it had not been returned. 

And during the brief moments of this sudden interview, she 
had lost sight of the torment about Sarah Beauclerc. 

The second evening after Mr. St. Johrr’s departure, before 
they had risen from the dinner-table, Silva brought in the 
letters. Two from England amongst them, bearing ^n their 
seals, as Rose Darling expressed it, tjje arms and quar‘,ering8 
of all the St Johns. The one was addressed to Madanc de 
Castella; the other was handed to Miss Carr. 
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Mary looked at it with unqualified surprise. The fact was, 
Adeline, not expecting they could hear from Mr. St. John till 
the following day, had put off the few words of explanation she 
meant to speak, feeling shy at the task. 

“Why should Mr. St. John write to me?” exclaimed Mary 
Carr. But Adeline, who was sitting next her, pressed her 
hand convulsively, under cover of the tablecloth, to pre- 
'vent her opening it. Miss Carr began dimly to understand, 
and laid the letter down by the side of her dessert-plate. 

“Why don’t you ojicn it, Mary?” repeated Rose, im¬ 
patiently. 

“ No,” said Miss Carr, in a half-joking manner, “ there may 
be secrets in it that I don’t care to read before people.” And 
Rose, whose curiosity was excited, could have boxed her ears. 

“ Mr. St. John wTites that his mother is better,” said Madame 
de Castella; “ the injuries jirove less serious than they were 
at first supposed. By the next post, he hopes to send us word 
that she is out of danger.” 

“This letter, Adeline,” exclaimed Mary Carr, when they 
were alone—“ I fancy it may not be meant for me.” 

“ You can open it,” replied Adeline, timidly. “ Perhaps—I 
think—there may be one for me inside it.” 

Mary Carr opened the letter. It contained a few polite 
words, from Mr. St. John, requesting her to convey the en¬ 
closed one to Adeline at a convenient opportunity. 

“ You see how it is ? ” faltered Adeline to her. 

“ I have seen it long, Adeline.” 

Adeline carried the letter to her chamber to read, bolting the 
door that she might be free from interruption. It was a long 
letter, written far more sensibly than are love-epistles in general, 
for it was impossible to Mr. St. John to write otherwise; but 
there wrtS a vein of impassioned tenderness running through it, 
implied rather than expressed, which surely ought to have 
satisfied even Adeline. But the bitter doubts imparted by Rose 
that fatal night cast their shadow’ over all. Not a moment of 
peace or happiness had she known since. He'r visions by day,, 
her dreams by night, were crowded by images of Frederick St. 
John, faithless to her, happy with another. Nor did Sarah 
Beauclerc want a “shape to the mind.” The day after St. 
John’s dtiparture, they were looking over the last year’s “ Book 
of B^Sty,” when Rose suddenly exclaimed, as she came to one, 
“This is very like Sarah Beauclerc ! ” 
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“ It was great nonsense, Rose, that tale you were telling us!” 
cried Adeline, with a desperate struggle to speak calmly. 

“ It was sober sense, and sober truth,” retorted Rose. 

“ Not it,” said Mary Carr. “ It was but a flirtation, Ros*e.’’ 

“Very likely,” assented Rose, volatile as usual. “Being an 
attractive man, Mr. Frederick St John no doubt goes in for 
the game, roaming from flower to flower, a very butterfly,, 
kissing all, and settling upon none.” And .she brought her 
careless speech to a conclusion with the first lines of an old 
song, once in great vogue at Madame de Nino’.s;— 

*' The butterfly was a gentleman 
Of no very good repute; 

And he roved in the sunshine all da)' long, 

III his scarlet and purjdo suit. 

And he left his lady wife at 1 
In her • »wn secluded bowe 
Whilst he, like a bachelor, fl led alwut, 

• With a ki.ss for every flower 

Adeline gazed at the portrait. It was that of a fair girlish 
face, wearing a peculiarly sweet look of youth and innocence, , 
blended with pride. No impartial obsener could have pro¬ 
nounced it so lovely as her own, but the jealous film just now 
before her eyes caused her to take an exaggerated view of its 
charms, and to see in it something more than loveliness. It 
may have been little, if at all, like the young lady to •whom 
Rose compared it; but no matter: to Adeline it was Sarah 
Beauclcrc and no other, and from th.it moment the image 
fixed itself indelibly in her mind as that of her epvied rivah’ 
And yet she believed in Mr. St. John; she knew he was seeking 
to win herself for his wife! Truly they are unfathomable, the 
ways and fears of jealousy. 

At length, in her intolerable misery and suspense, ;^e took 
courage, in one of her letters to him, to hint at his former inti¬ 
macy with .Sarah Beauclcrc. What he answered was never 
disclosed by Adeline; but that it must have been satisfactory, 
dis;)elling even her strong jealousy, may l>e judged from the 
^significant fact that her face grew radiant again. 

Meanwhile Mr. St. John lingered at his mother’s bedside in 
lumdon. All danger was over; and in point of fact the 
accident had not been so severe as was at first feare <4 Lady 
Anne Saville was with her. Isaac. ^ John was ill at Castle 
Wafer. It was Frederick’s intention to pay his brother ? visit 
ere he returned to France, and get his sanction to the pro- 
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posals he intended to carry back to M. de. Castella. But 
this visit was frustrated. 

Qne afternoon the inmates of Beaufoy were startled by the 
unexpected arrival of the Baron de la Chasse. Wishing to 
consult M. de Castella on a little matter of business, he 
explained, he had done himself the honour and pleasure to 
come personally, instead of writing. All expressed themselves 
delighted to see him, except one; and she was nearly beside 
herself with consternation. Terrified and dismayed Adeline 
indeed was; and she wrote to Mr. St. John before she slept. 

An evening or two later, the whole party were assembled in 
the billiard-room j soon about to separate for the night. A 
night of intense heat, but there was a strong breeze, and it 
blew in through the open windows, fluttering the lights and 
causing the wax to drop. It was nearly eleven o’clock: the 
last game was being finished—but the Baron wiis a remarkably 
slow, delibemte player—when, without the slightest preparation, 
Che door opened, and Mr. St. John walked in. Adeline started 
from her seat, scarcely suppressing an involuntary cry; she 
had not thought he would be back so soon. It seemed that 
her letter had surprised him in the act of setting out for Castle 
Wafer. He turned his steps to the Continent instead. 

He looked very wq^ \ very handsome. It seemed to strike 
them Sll, after this short absence, though he had no advantages 
from dress, being in his travelling attire. How could Adeline 
be blamed for loving him ? A hundred inquiries were made 
after Mrs. St. John. She was quite out of danger, he answered, 
and progressing towards recovery. 

“ Will you allow me the honour of half-an-hour’s interview 
with you to-morrow morning, sir?” he said, addressing M. de 
Castella. in a tone which the whole room might hear. 

“ Certainly,” returned M. de Castellx But he looked up, 
as if surprised. “ Name your hour.” 

“ Ten o’clock,” concluded Mr. St. John. And he took his 
leave. 

The interview the following morning in Signor de Castella’s 
cabinet lasted an hour. An hour!—and Adeline in suspense 
all that time. She could not remain for an instant in one 
J>lace—Hbw. upstairs, now down. She was crossing the hall, 
for alr.ut die hundr^th dme, when the cabinet door opened, 
and Mr. St. John came out. He seized her hand and took her 
into the yellow drawing-roonv She trembled violently from 
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head to foot, just as she had trembled the night of his de¬ 
parture for England. It was the first moment of their being 
alone together, and he embraced her tenderly, and held her to 
his heart • 

“ You have bad news for me 1 ” she said, at length. “ We 
are to be separated ! ” 

“ We will not be separated, Adeline. Strange! strange! ” 
he continued, as he paced the room, “ that people can be so 
infatuated as to fancy an engagement of form must necessarily 
imply an engagement of hearts! M. dc Caslella does not 
understand—he cannot understand that your happiness is at 
stake. In short, he laughed at that” 

“ Is he very angry ? ” 

“No; but vexed. I have not time now to relate to you all 
that passed, liable as we arc to interruption. I told him that 
the passion which had arisen between us was not of will-^that 
I had not puqwsely placed myself in your path to gain yoiir 
love—that we had been thrown together by circumstances, and 
thus it had arisen. I i)ointed out that no blame could by an;^ 
possibility attach to you, though it might be due to me; for ‘ 
I did not deny that when I saw an attachment was growing uj) 
between us, I might have flown before it was irrevocably 
planted, and did not.” 

“ Did you part in anger ? ” she asked. •• , 

“ On the contrary. M. de Castella is anxious to treat the 
afiair as a jest, and hinted’that it might be dropped as such. 1 
do believe he considers it orie, for he asked me to dinner.” 

“ Frederick! You will surely come ? ” 

“ I shall come, Adeline, for your sake.” 

“ Oh ! ” she exclaimed, with a shiver, “ how will it end ? ” 

“My dearest,” he said earnestly, “you must be calm. Fear 
nothing, now I am by you. Rely upon it, you shaik be my 
wife." 

“Mr. St. John,” cried Rose, as they went into the west 
draiving-room, “you have brought some music for me, a 
writing-case for Mary Carr,, but what h.ave you brought for 
'Adeline?” 

“ Myself," he quietly answered. 

. There’s many a true word spohen in jest,” said Rose, with 
a laugh. “ You don’t think you have been taking me in all 
this time, Mr. St. John, with your letters to Maiy Carr, a’|d her 
envelopes back again ? Bah ! jias si bete.” 
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She went, waltzing, on to the colonnade. 

Mr. St. John turned to Miss Carr, and thanked her for the 
very thing Rose had named. “ I presume you know,” he said, 
“ thjt our correspondence was perfectly justified, though I did 
not wish it declared until my return—that we are affianced to 
each other ? ” 

“ I have fcared it some time, Mr. St. John.” 

" Feared iX'i" 

“Yes. Adeline is promised to another; and the French 
look upon such engagements as sacred.” 

“ In a general way. But there are cases of exception. We 
have your good wishes, I hope ? ” 

“ Indeed you have. For I fear it may be a matter of life or 
death to Adeline—according as it may be decided. She is a 
sensitive plant.” 

“And shall be chcrislied as one.” 

It was a most uncomfortable dinner that day. Mr. St. John 
was present, looking quiet and resolute; de la-Chasse furious. 
During the afternoon some inkling of the pretensions of Mr. 

: St John had oozed out, and de" la Chasse aspersed him in his 
absence before them all. After dinner. Signor de Castella led 
the way to the billiard-room, hoping, probably, that the knock¬ 
ing about of balls might dissipate the constraint But it came 
to an open rupture. Some difference of opinion arose about 
the gatne. St John was haughty and unbending: de la Chasse 
gave way to bis anger, and so far forgot himself as personally 
to attack, by words, Mr. St John. “A spendthrift, who had 
run through his own fortune, to come hunting after Ade¬ 
line’s-” 

“ Vous etes menteur! ” shouted Mr. St John, forgetting his 
manners, and turning short upon the Baron. But what further 
he mighh have said was stopped by Adeline, who, terrified out 
of self-control, darted across the room, and, touching St John’s 
arm, whispered him to be calm for her s^c. De la Chasse 
advanced and offered his hand to remove Adeline, but St 
John held her by him in haughty defiance. • 

“ Mademoiselle, you are degrading yourself! ” said M. de la 
Chasse. “ Come from his side.” 

^ There was no answer from St John, save a quiet smile of 
power, aad his retaining hold of Adeline. The Baron looked 
at M. de Castella, but tho, scene had really passed so quickly 
that the latter had found no breath to inteifere. “ Is it fit that 
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my promised wife should thus be subjected to insult in my 
presence, sir? ” he asked. 

“ Adeline,” interposed M. de Castella, sternly, “ return to 
your mother." , 

“She is my promised wife,” said Mr. St. John to the 13aron, 
“and I have a right to retain her here—the right of affection. 
A right thaty(7u will never have.” 

De la Chasse was foaming—presenting a very contrast to the 
cool equanimity of Mr. St. John. “ I will not bandy words 
with him: I will not. Signor de Castella, when your salon 
shall be freed from that man, I will re-enter it.” 

Wheeling round upon his heel, he went out, banging the 
door after him. For a moment there was silence: St. John, 
his hold still on Adeline, remained at the far end of the room; 
Signor de Castella, half paralyzed with the scandal, was near the 
billiard-table; the rest were in a group by the crimson ottoman, 
Agnes de Beaufoy crossing herself perpetually, Madame do 
Castella the very image of dismay, 

•“ Mademoiselle,” spoke the Signor to his daughter, who waS 
sobbing aloud in her terror arid agitation, “do you dare to • 
disobey me ? I told you to go to your mother.” 

“ S/ie does not disobey you, sir, and never would do so 
willingly,” returned Mr. St. John. “ The fault was mine.” 

He released his hold on Adeline as he spoke, took her hand 
w ith almost ceremonious politeness, and conducted her hcross 
the room to the side of her mother. 

“These scenes must be put a stop to, Mr.-St. John,” cried 
the Signor. “ You received my answer this morning on the 
subject” 

“Only to re-enter upon it, sir. The particulars which 1 
spared then, I will relate noAv." 

“I do not wish to hear them,” said Signor de t^Jastella, 
speaking irritably. 

“Sir,” calmly interposed Mr. St, John, “I demand it as a 
right The Baron has been freely remarking upon me and my 
conduct to-day, I understand, in the hearing of all now 
•present, and I must be permitted to justify myself.” 

“ You must allow for the feeling of irritation on the Baron’s 
part You are neither devoid of cool judgment nor sound, 
sense, Mr. St John.” • 

“That is just what I have alloA’^d for,” replied Mr. St 
John, frankly. “ He feels, no doubt, that he is an injured man; 
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and so I have been willing to show him consideration. Any 
other man, speaking of me as de la Chasse has done, would 
have—have—been treated differently.” 

“ Let this unpleasant matter be dropped, Mr. St. John,” was 
the tesolute answer. 

“ Sir, I beg you to listen to my explanation; I ask it you 
in courtesy: it shall be given without disguise. When-1 came 
oi age, I obtained possession of a handsome fortune. It is all 
dissipated. I was not free from the faults of youth, common 
to my inexperience and rank, and I was as extravagant as my 
worst enemy could wish. But I solemnly assert that I never 
have been guilty of a bad thought, of a dishonourable action. 
There is not a man or woman living, who can bring a word of 
reproach against me, save that of e.xcessive imprudence in 
regard to my money—and a good part of that went to help 
those who wanted it worse than I do. Well, about a twelve¬ 
month ago, I was cleared out, and had liabilities to the amount 
of a few thousands besides-” 

^ “ Pray do not enter upon these details, Mr. St. John,” inter¬ 
rupted Signor de Castella. 

“Sir, I must go on—with your permission. My brother, 
Mr. Isaac St. John, sent for me to Castle Wafer, lie pointed 
out to me the errors of my career: bade me reflect upon the 
heedless course I was pursuing. I had been reflecting on it, 
had become quite as awake to its ills as he could be, and I had 
firmly resolved that it should end: but to a' tpan deep in debt, 
good resolutions are sometimes difficult to carry out My 
brother offered to set me free; making it a condition that I 
should marry. He proposed in that case to give up to me 
Castle Wafer—it has always been his intention to do so when 
I married—and a very liberal settlement he offered to. make on 
my wife, whom they had already fixed upon-” 

“ Wds it Sarah Beauclerc ? ” interrupted Rose, who never lost 
her equanimity in her life. 

“It was my cousin Anne,” resumed Mr, St John, with 
scarcely a glance at Rose. “ But the marriage suited neither 
her nor me. She was engaged, unknown to her friends, to 
Captain Saville, and I was keeping her secret. I took upon 
myself all the brunt of the refusal—for Captam SaviUe’s 
position^ at that period, did not justify his aspinng openly to 
Lady Anne St John—and informed my brother I could not 
marry Anne. High words rose between us; we parted in 
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anger, ahd I returned to London. Just then my mother’s 
sister died, leaving me some money. It wtis not very much; 
but it was sufficient to pay my debts, and to this purpose it is 
being applied, as it is realized. By next November every 
shilling I owe will be discharged. I should have preferred not 
appearing again before my brother until I was a free man, but 
circumstances have ordered it otherwise. I was about setting 
out for Castle Wafer the day information reached me that 
de la Chasse had again made his appearanc e here, and I 
came off at once, without the credentials I should otherwise 
have brought with me. But you cannot doubt me, .M. de 
Castella?” • 

“j:)oubt what?” 

“ My ability—my power—to offer a suitable position to your 
daughter.” 

“ Sir, the question cannot arise. Though I should very much 
doubt it My daughter is not Lady Anne St. J ohn.” 

“ I should have added that Lady Anne is married ; a change 
having occurred in Captain Saville’s prospects; and she hag 
cleared up the past to Isaac. My brother is most anxious to 
be reconciled to me. And I can take upon myself to say that 
all the favourable projects and settlements he proposed for 
Lady Anne, will be renewed for Adeline.” 

“Then you would take upon yourself to say too much, Mr. 
St. John; you cannot answer for another. But to what end 
pursue this unprofitable ^conversation ? My daughter is pro¬ 
mised to the Baron de la* Chasse, and no other man will she 
marry.” 

“Sir,” cried Mr. St. John, spe.aking with agitation, “will you 
answer me one question? If I were in a position to offer 
Adeline ample settlements; to lake her to Castle Wafer as her 
present home—and you know it must eveiStually descend to 
me—would you consider me a suitable parti for her? ” • 

“ It is a question that never can arise.” 

“ I pray you answer it me—in courtesy,” pleaded Mr. St. 
John. “Would you deem me eligible in a worldly point of 
.view?” ' , 

“ Certainly. It is an alliance that a higher family than mine 
might aspire to.” 

“Then, sir, I return this night to ICngland. Ant^will not 
again present myself to you, until I come armed with these 
CTcdentials.” * 
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“ Absurd ! absurd! ” ejaculated Signor de Castella, whilst 
Adeline uttered a smothered cry of fear. “ I have allowedl 
this conversation to go on, out of respect to you, Mr, St John,' 
but I beg to tell you, once for all, that Adeline never can be 
yours.” 

“I will not urge the subject further at present,” said Mr. 
St.,John, as he held out his hand to bid adieu to Madame 
do Castella. “ We will resume it on my return from Eng¬ 
land.” 

“ You surely do not mean to persist in this insane journey? " 
abruptly spoke M. de Castella. 

“Signor de Castella,” said Mr. St. John, his pale face and 
his deliberate manner alike expressive of resolute firmness, “ I 
will not resign your d.aughtcr. If I could forget my own feel¬ 
ings, I must remember liers. To marry her to de la Chasse 
would be to abandon her to the grave. She is not strong; you 
know it; not fitted to battle with misery. Adeline,” he added, 
turning to her, for she was sobbing hysterically, “ why this dis¬ 
tress? 1 have repeatedly assured you, when your fears of these 
explanations were great, that I would never resign you to de la 
Chasse, or to any other. Hear me repeat that asser lon in the 
presence of your parents—by the help of Heaven, my love, you 
shall be my wife.” 

“ Meanwhile,” said M. de Castella, sarcastically, “ as you are 
yet, at least, under my authority, Adeline, permit me to suggest 
that you retire from this room.” 

She rose obediently, and went towards the door, sobbing. 

“ A moment,” cried Mr St. John, deprecatingly, “ if it is from 
my presence you would send her. I am going myself. Adieu 
to all.” 

He opened the door, and stood with it in his hand, glancing 
hesitatingly at Adeline. Her feelings were wrought to a high 
pitch of excitement, control, forsook her, and darting forward 
she clung to the arm of Mr. St John, sobbing out hysterically. 

“You will return—^>’ou will not desert me—you will not 
leave me to Aim ? ” 

He laid his hand tenderly on her shoulder, just as though 
they had been alone. “ It is only compulsion that takes me 
from you, Adeline,” he answered, “ Be assured I will not let 
the grass grow under my feet When three days shaU have 
passed, look every minute for my return: and then, my darling, 
we shall part no more.” 
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Lower yet he bent his head, and kissed her fervently. Then 
resigned her, turned, and was gone. He was a bold man. 

Adeline flung her hands over her crimsoned face. To 
describe the astonished consternation of the spectators, wottjd 
be a difficult task: a kiss upon a young lady’s Ii])s in France is 
worse than the seven cardinal sins. Madame de Castella cs- 
jCorted Adeline at once to her chamber, and Miss de Beaufoy’s 
igrey lx/',stood on end. 

! “ B^l ” said the dear old lady. “ He is a good ond honour¬ 

able man, Ferdinand,” turning to her son-in-law—“and he 
means no harm. It is nothing, in English manners. I’ve had 
a kij|. ’^t^self in my young days, and w'as none the worse for it.” 


CHAPTER XXIV. 

FOILED i 

A MOST uncomfortable night; a still more uncomfortable 
morning. Adeline lay in bed with headache; and the Baron 
departed for Paris at mid-day. He believed, with Signor de 
‘Castella—though it may be questioned if the latter did believe 
it, except in speech—that Mr. St. John had taken himself to 
England for good. He did not cast blame on Adeline? his 
rage was vented on St. John, As to any affection Adeline 
might be suspected of entertaining for Mr. St. John, the Baron 
neither thought of it nor would have understood it. 

The banns of the marriage were put up at the Mairie, and 
would shortly be published in the newspapers, according to the 
custom of the county,—“Alphonse Jean Hippolite, Baron de 
la Chasse, and Adeline Luisa de Castella.” The wedding plan 
was already sketched out; and there is no doubt that this 
trouble regarding Mr. St. John was hastening matters on. The 
religious ceremony was to take place at the neighbouring 
chapel, the civil one at the Mairie at Odesque. A banquet 
would be given at Beaufoy in the evening, and on the following 
morning the bride and bridegroom would leave the chiteau fot 
Paris. In the course of a few days. Signor and Madame de 
Castella would join them there, and all four would proceed to 
the South together. 

Rose was gratuitously free in her remarks on the programme. 

St. Msutin's EvSr 18 
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“ I’d have seen them further, Adeline, with their French ideas, 
before they should have made such arrangements for me 1” 

Three days passed, and no Mr. St. John. Adeline was in a 
sad state of excitement. Good Father Marc, who had lo^ed 
her since she was a little child, and had her interest warmly at 
heart, looked at her with deep concern w’lienever they met. 
On the evening of this third day he spoke. 

“ My child, I am grieved to see you unhappy. This young 
Englishman was attractive, and it is natural, perliaps, that you 
should regret him: but his departure renders your course of 
duty all the more ea.sy.” 

The priest thought he had gone for good, then! Adeline 
was silent: but she could have thrown herself on the good 
priest’s breast and wept out her sorrow. . 

“ It is well that he should thus have terminated it, my poor 
child. Nothing but fruitless dissatisfaction could have attended 
his remaining. Never, under any circumstances, could you 
have allowed yourself to espouse one of the heretical faith. 
Best as it is, my child ! May the care of all the saints be given 
to you 1 ” 

When the fourth morning arose and did not bring St John, 
Adeline’s state grew distressing. To what compare her restless 
anxiety? You are all familiar with thp old tale of Bluebeard. 
“Sister Anne, Sister Anne, do you see anybody coming?” 

“ Alas, my sister, I see only the dust from a flock of sheep." 

“ Sister Anne, Sister Anne, can you see anybody coming?" 

Thus it was with Adeline. When her eyes ached with look¬ 
ing out, and she retired momentarily to ease them, it would be, 
” Rose, Rose, do you see him coming ? ” 

“No, I don’t see a .soul.” 

And then, “ Mary! go to the window. Can you see him 
comii^g ? ” 

And the day passed like the others, and he never came. It 
was, indeed, an anxious time with her. I..eit to herself, the 
marriage would inevitably take place, for, unsupported by St. 
John, ^e should not dare to oppose her father. But, on the 
fifth morning—ah, what relief!—^he returned. Adeline, dos 
girl, look at him: what do you read ? A self-possessed s^ 
of triumph, a conscious smile on his fine features, a glaitee of 
asBuretf satisfaction in his truthful eye. He comes, indeed, as 
St. John of Castle Wafe»". - 

Miss de Beaufoy, Adeline, and Mary were alone: the test 
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had gone over to the farm. He took Adeline’s hands in his: 
]ie saw how she had been suffering. “ Bat it is over, over," he 
whispered to her; “ I shall never leave you more.’’ 

It was unwise of you to come back, Mr. St. John,’’ said 
Aunt Agnes, as she shook hands with him. 

“ It was wise of me to go,” he cried, a happy flush of triumph 
on his brow. “ Ah, dear Miss Beaufoy, you will scon pay us a 
visit at Castle Wafer. Where is Monsieur de la Ch.asse?” 

“ He has left for Paris.” 

“lam sorry for it. He styled me an adventurer—a hunter 
after Adeline’s fortune. Had he remained until to day, he 
might have eaten his words.” 

“ What is there to hope ? ” Adeline could not help whispering. 

“ Hope all, hope everything, my love,’’ was his reply. “ 1 
tell you to do so.” 

St. John, like an ambassador, had brought his credentials 
with him. All that he had so confidently asserted to M. de 
Castella was realized. His brother had received him willt 
open arms, joying over the reconciliation. Solicitors were at* 
once employed to liquidate Frederick’s remaining debts, and 
to set free his proi)erty. Castle Wafer would be resigned to 
him on his marriage, and a brilliant income. He had repre- 
sented .\deline in glowing colours to his brother, not enlarging 
on her beauty, which he said would speak for itself, but on her 
numerous endearing qualities of mind and heart. And Isaac, 
as he listened, became reconciled to the frustrafion of the 
marriage with Lady Anne St. John, and wrote to Adeline that 
be was prepared to love and welcome her as a dauglatcr. His 
offered settlements for her were the same as those proixjsed for 
Lady Anne, and undeniable. 

Never had Signor de Castella been so thoroughly put out 
We are apt to believe what we wish, and he had been si’iTcring 
himself to assume that Mr. St John would really not return. 
Matters seemed to be becoming serious. With a bad grace be 
received the letter presented to him from Mr. Isaac St. John. 
It contained formal proposals for Adeline, with an cxplanatoiy 
detail of what has been stated above, submitting the whole to 
Signor de Castella’s approval The letter also preferred a 
request which Frederick was to u^ in person, that the Signor 
and his hunily would at once visit Castle Wafer and ^become 
acquainted with the home to which he consigned his chiM. 
Ilie marriage could then take place as soon as was convenient, 
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either in England or France, as might be agreed upon; aftM 
which, Frederick would take her to a warmer clime for the 
winter months. 

Annoyed as M. de Castella was, he could not but be flattered 
at the honour done him, for he well knew that Isaac St. John 
of Castle Wafer might aspire, for his brother, to a higher 
alliance than this would be. But he showed his vexation. 

“ You have acted improperly, Mr. St. John, both towards me 
and towards your brother. Pray, did you tell him that Adeline 
was all but the wife of another ? ” 

“ I told him everj’thing,” said Mr. St. John, firmly; “and he 
agreed with me, that for Adeline’s own sake, if not for mine, 
she must be rescued from the unhappiness which threatens 
her.” 

“You are bold, sir,” cried M. de Castella, a flush of anger 
rising to his brow. 

“ I am,” returned Mr, St. John, “ bold and determined. You 
must pardon the avowal. It would ill become me to be other- 
"wise, when so much is at stake.” 

M. de Castella w’heeled back his easy-chair as he sat, the 
only diversion from the uncomfortable straight-backed seats 
which graced his cabinet. “ Listen to me,” he said; “ I hope 
finally. Your journey to Castle Wafer, as I warned.you it 
would be, has been worse than profitless: our conversation is 
the same. No human entreaty or menace—could such be 
offered me—would alter my determination one iota. Adeline 
will marry de la Chasse.” 

“ I have abstained from urging my own feelings,” said Mr. 
St John, warmly, “ but you must be aware that my happiness 
■is at stake. My whole future, so to speak, is bound up in 
Adeline.” 

“ Yfu do well not to urge them; it would make no difference, 
I am sorry; but it would not This must end, Mr. St John, 
I have already expressed my acknowledgments to you for tl^ 
honour done me in your wish for an alliance; I shall express 
them presently to your brother. And I have no objection td 
confess, that, under other circumstances, I might have beeiT 
tempted to entertain it, in spite of the difference in our feith. 
But the barriers between you and Adeline are insuperable." 

“ Oh,*M. de Castella, pray reflect I have been bred with as 
nice a sense of honour ae you: I venture to say it: and I trust 
I shall never be guilty of aught to tarnish that honour. But I 
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should deem it an unrighteous thing to sacrifice to it a fellow- 
creature’s happiness, and she an only child.” 

“ Oh, tush ! Sacrifice!—happiness! These chimeras of the 
imagination are not recognized by us. Adeline may rebel 
spirit—may repine for a week or two, but when once she is 
married to the Baron, she will settle down contentedly enough.” 

“You are killing her,” exclaimed St. John, in some excite¬ 
ment. “ You may not see it, but what I tell you is true. The 
painful suspense and agitation she has been cxiKssed to lately, 
if continued, would kill her.” 

“Then if such be your opinion, Mr. St. John,” returned the 
Signor, sarctistically, “ you should put an end to it' by willi- 
drawing yourself.” 

“I will not withdraw; I will not give up Adeline. I am 
more worthy of her than he is.” 

“ You have been highly reprehensible throughout the affair. 
You knew that Adeline was promised to anoilier, and it w'as 
your duty to fly the place, or at least absent yourself from her, 
when you found an attachment was arising.” • 

“ I don't know that 1 was awake to it in time. But if I had 
been, most likely I should not h.avc flown. Had I been needy, 
as that man called me, or one whose rank were inferior to hers, 
then my duty would have been plain; but the heir to CasUe 
Wafer has no need to fly like a craven.” 

“ Not on that score—not on that score. Had Adeline'been 
but a peasant and engaged to another, you should have 
respected that eng.igeinent, and left her free.” 

“ I did not set myself out to gain her love. I assure you. 
Signor, that the passion which grew up between us was unsought 
on either side. It was the result of companionship, of similar 
tastes and symp.'ithies; and it was firmly seated, I am con¬ 
vinced, in both our hearts, before I ever uttered a word, gave 
way to an action that could be construed into a wooing one. 
And you will forgive me for reminding you, that had Adeline 
regarded de la Chasse with the feelings essential to render a 
marriage with him happy,'she must have remained indifferent 
io me.” 

“Our conference is at an end,” observed M. de Castelia, 
rising: “ I beg to state that I can never suffer it to be renewed 
Finally: 1 feel obliged, flattered, by the honour ydh would 
have done Adeline, but I have no alteigiativc but to decline it.” 

*• You have an alternative. Signor de Castella,” 
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“ I have none. I have none, on my honour. Will you be 
the bearer of my despatch to Castle Wafer ? ” 

“ No. I shall remain wljiere I am for the present.” 

VI cannot pretend to control your movements, Mr. St. John, 
but it will be well that you absent yourself until after my 
daughter’s marriage. Wj^ere you to come in contact with the 
Baron, much unpleasantness might ensue.” 

“ He is not hero. Therefore at present that question cannot 
arise.” 

“ I have no wish that our friendship should terminate : I may 
add that I do not wish it even to be interrupted, if you will but 
be reasonable. You must be aware”—and for a moment the 
Signor relapsed into a tone of warm cordiality—“ that we have 
all liked you. very much, Mr. St. John, and have enjoyed your 
society in an unusual degree. Indeed it is this very feeling for 
you which has thrown difficulties in the way : but for that, the 
house would have been closed to you on your first rejection. 
You may stay where you are, and welcome; you may come 
‘still and sec us, and welcome; provided you will exercise 
common sense, and allow matters to take their proper course.” 

Mr. St. John made no reply whatever. He said good morn¬ 
ing, and left the cabinet, nearly running against Father Marc, 
who was waiting to enter it. 

After that there ensued what might be called a lull in the 
storm. St. John came occasionally to Beaufoy, sometimes met 
Adeline, by chance as it seemed, out of doors; but nothing 
more was heard of his pretensions* Meanwhile active prepara¬ 
tions for the wedding went on: and the two young lady visitors 
prolonged their stay, having obtained leave from home and 
from Madame de Nino to do so. 

And now we have to approach a phase of the history upon 
whichit is not pleasant to touch. Mr. St. John made one final 
effort to shake the resolve of Signor de Castella; or, rather, 
attempted to make it, but was met by a peremptory command 
never to introduce the subject again. After that, it appeared 
to him that there was only one alternative, and he cautiously 
ventured to break it to Adeline—that of flying with him. I^ 
was received with terror and reproach—as was only natural; 
she felt indeed inexpressibly shocked, not only at the propo^^ 
tion itself, but that he should make it. But Mr. St John 
persevered. He attempted reason first: if she did not take 
this step, how would she avoid the marriage with de la Chasse? 
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He brought forth arguments of the most persuasive eloquence: 
and reasoning eloquence is convincing, when it comes from 
beloved lip. 

I.et us give St John his due. He truly thought, in all honour, 
that he was acting for the best, for Adeline’s welfare. It cdhld 
scarcely be called an elopement that he was urging, since he took 
measures for it to be countenanced and assisted by his family. 
He told them the whole case, the entire truth ; he implored 
them, for Adeline’s sake, to save her. To follow^the progress 
of the matter day by day, step by step, would be tiseless: it is 
sufficient to say ihat he at length wrung a tardy and most 
reluctant consent from Adeline. 

It wanted but three days to that fixed for the grand wedding, 
when she stood with him in the shrubbery in the twilight of the 
hot evening. There was indeed little time to lose, if she was 
to be saved. He put into her hand a letter addressed to her 
by his mother- 

“ My dear Mademoiselle de Casteli.a, 

“ Frederick writes me word that you demurred to 
the arguments of my last letter, as being used only out of 
courtesy to you. You judge jicrfectly right in believing that I 
look upon elopements with a severe eye; every gentlewoman 
does so, if she be copscientiou.s. Hut your case appears to be 
a most peculiar one. Your whole future happiness, perhaps 
life, is at stake; and I really do think Frederick.is right m 
saying that it is a duty before Heaven to save you from this 
obnoxious marriage that is being forced upon you. It is a 
cruel thing to sacrifice yo.u merely to the pledging of a word— 
and that is so, if I understand the matter rightly. Signor dc 
Castella has stated (in his letter to my step-son, Mr. Isaac St. 
John) that were it not for this unlucky previous contract to 
which he is plighted, he should be proud of the alliandb with 
Frederick ; that to him personally he has no sort of objection. 
To tell you the truth, it appeared to me, from the wording of 
this letter (which my step-son sent up for my perusal) that your 
^ther would be glad of a pretext for breaking the contract, but 
that it seemed to him a simple impossibility that any such 
pretext could be found. It is this fact—though it may be better 
to call it opinion—which was my chief inducement to* counte¬ 
nance the step now contemplated by Frederick. And if it 
must take place (and, as I say, I see‘no other way of escape 
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for you), it is better that it should be done with my sanction: 
which will absolve you afterwards in the judgment of the world. 

“ I am not sufficiently recovered to travel to the coast as 
Frederick wished, but Lady Anne Saville has offered to supply 
my place. She leaves with her husband for Folkestone the 
day after to-morrow, and will receive you there from Frederick’s 
hands. She will conduct you at once to London, to my house, 
where you will remain my guest until the marriage, which of 
course must take place at once; after which, you will leave for 
Castle Wafer, and pass there a brief sojourn before you stwt 
for the South. The settlements are here, waiting for your 
signature and Frederick’s; Mr. Isaac St. John has already 
affixed his, and he will be in London before you arrive. 

“ I am impaiidnt to receive and welcome you. Believe me, 
my dear child, that I will always endeavour to be to you an 
affectionate mother. 

“Selina St. John." 

, “ You will be in readiness to-morrow night,’’ he whispered, as 

she closed the letter. 

“When are we to be married?” she asked, after a pause. 
She might well bend her sweet face downwards as she asked it. 

“ Adeline, you see what my mother says. I have written to 
procure a special licence, so that the Protestant ceremony shall 
be perfonned on our arrival, securing us from separation. 
Should the forms of your own religion require any delay, which 
I do not anticipate, you will remain with my mother until they 
can be completed. My home in town is at Mivart’s.” 

“ You—you will be kind to me ? ” she faltered, bursting into 
tears. “ I am leaving a happy home, my mother, my father, 
the friends of my childhood, I am leaving all for you; you will 
be ever kind to me ? ” 

“Adeline,” he interrupted, “how can you ask the question? 
I am about to make you my dear wife; I will cherish you as 
you never yet were cherished. Your parents have loved you 
dearly, but not with such a love as mine. Heaven helping me, 
your life shall be one dream of happiness. No mother ever 
watched over her first-born, as I will watch over and cherish you.* 

Save for the wild beating of her heart, as his hand lay against 
it, he n^ight have thought her cold, so still did she stand. It. 
was the impassioned repose of all-perfect love, too deep, tog 
pure for utterance. , * 
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“ You are leaving this home for one more beautiful,” he con¬ 
tinued : “ you will forgive me for saying so when you see Castle 
Wafer. A home where you will reign its idol. I speak not 
now of myself. Its retainers are tried and faithful: they have 
been ours from generation to generation. They served‘my 
father, they have served my brother, they will serve me; and 
you, their mistress, will be revered and worshipped. It will be 
a happy home. W'e may sojourn occasionally in foreign lands; 
mingle in the gaieties of the world; but we shaJl return to it 
with a zest that in time will render us loth to quit it. There 
we will, bring up our children, training them to goodness; there 
we will learn to live, so that we may become worthy'to inherit 
a better world : the mode of worship may be different, but the 
faith and end are the same—one hope, one heaven, one God. 
Oh, Adeline, put away all fear for the future, all doubt of me, 
if indeed you could have such ! I would bid another trust to 
my honour, I conjure you to confide in my love.” 

As they turned to the house, after a few hasty moments given 
to the arrangement of their plans, a sudden cough, sounding 
very near, startled them. St. John stepped aside a few paces, 
and saw, seated on a l)cnch, I'atlier Marc. Could he have 
been there long ? If so, he must have heard more than was ex¬ 
pedient, for he understood English. St. John bit his lip with 
vexation. 

“ Are you there, father ? ” * 

“ I have this instant sat down, my son. I am no longer 
young, and my legs pain me when I walk far. My course this 
evening has been a long one.” 

“ He may have come up only now,” was the mental con¬ 
clusion of Mr. St. John. 

“ Is that Mademoiselle with you ? ” resumed the priest—for 
Adeline, in her vexation, did not come prominently forward. 
“Should the child l>e abroad in the night-air?” 

“ No. I am going to take her indoors. But it is not night 
yet” 

Not yet: it was twilight still; blit a dampness was already 
•arising, the effect of the day’s heat The weather was very 
sultry, even for the close of August, the days being one blaze 
of sunshine. Adeline hastened in; she had been away not 
much more than five minutes, but she dreaded being fnissed. 

■ The plan for getting away was this^ On the following night 
Adeline was to retire to her chamber early, under plea of he^- 
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ache, or some other slight indisposition; and, after dismissing 
Louise, to habit herself as she deemed suitable for her journey. 
She was then to steal downstairs and out of the house, before 
it was locked up for the night, and join Mr. St. John in the 
garden, who would l>e awaiting her. The same nondescript 
vehicle, which was a sort of long gig with a white calico head 
to it, that had served Mr. St. John on a previous occasion, and 
was both light and fleet, would be in readiness to convey them 
to Odesque. There they would take the night-train from 
Amiens to -Boulogne and go at once on board the P'olkestone 
steamer, Mr. St. John having taken care to ascertain that the 
tide served at a suitable hour for them, the steamer starting 
early in the morning. Once at Folkestone, he resigned her 
into the charge of Captain and Lady Anne Saville. By these 
means they hoped to get a whole night’s start before the 
absence of Adeline was discovered at Beaufoy. The scheme 
appeared feasible enough in theory. But—in practice? that 
remained to be proved. 

' The eventful, day arose; and what a day it was for Adeline 1 
Not only was Adeline de Castella a bad one to carry on any 
sort of deception, but she looked upon the act she was about 
to commit, the quitting clandestinely her father’s home, as a 
very heinous crime indeed. It was not her love for Mr. St. 
John that took her: swayed by that alone, she bad not dared 
to do it: it was her intense horror of becoming the wife of 
Alphonse de la Chasse. Could she only have changed natures 
for that one day with Miss Rose Darling! 

But the day was got through somehow, even by Adeline, and 
evening drew on. After dinner they were sitting in the 
favourite room, the western drawing-room, when Mr. St. John 
came in. Some of them looked up in surprise: his visits 
latterly had been rare. He was unusually silent and thought¬ 
ful, and little was said by any one. Signor de Castella was 
playing chess with Agnes, and did not speak to him after the 
first greeting. Old Madame de Beaufoy was p'laying dearth 
with Mary Carr. 

An ominous spirit of dulness seemed to sit upon them all.* 
The room seemed so intensely still. Rose, who hi\ted dulness 
as she hated poison, started up and opened the piino, hoping 
perhaps‘to dispel it, and began to look amidst . he pile ^ 
music. She chose an qjd songj an out-of-date bygone sor^ 
that she had not sung for months, perhaps years. How came 
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she to hunt it up ? It was a strange coincidence; little less 
than a fatality. The song was “ Kathleen Mavourneeri.” Had 
any one asked Rose to sing it, she would have cast back a 
sarcasm on the “ perverted taste,” on “ English ideas,” “ vandal¬ 
ism,” and commenced instead some new Italian or German 
thing, and screamed it through in defiance. On tliis night she 
began the song of her own accord; and I say it was a fatality. 

“ To think that from Erin and dice [ must part— 

It may be for years, and it may be for ever— 

Thus far had Rose sung, when deep sobs startled her. They 
came from Adeline. She had been leaning back in fier grand¬ 
mamma’s faulcuil, pale and (luict, but full of inward agitation. 
The song seemed singularly applicable to her, and she had 
listened to its words as they went on with an oiJjtrcssed heart. 
Singularly applicable! She was leaving her country, her home, 
and her dear parents, it might be for years, or it might be for 
ever. In these moments of sadness, a straw will unhinge the 
outward composure. Adeline’s sobs burst forth with violence,! 
and it was entirely beyond her power to control them. 'I'he 
whole room looked up in amazement, and Rose brought licr 
song to a sudden standstill. 

Mr. St John, who was near the piano, strode forward im¬ 
pulsively towards Adeline; but arrested his steps half way, and 
strode as imiiulsively back again. Anxious inquiries •were 
pressed upon Adeline, and her mother laid down her em¬ 
broidery and went to her. Adeline seemed to recover herself 
by magic, so far as outward calmness went. She excused her¬ 
self in few words : it was a fit of low spirits j she had not felt 
well all day, and Rose’s song had affected her ; the feeling had 
passed now. Mr. St John whispered to Rose to begin another 
song, and she did $0. He then wished the party good night, 
and left By-ancl-by, Adeline, pleading fatigue, said she*would 
go to bed. 

“Do so, dear child,” acquiesced her mother; “you don’t 
seem very well.” 

“ Good night, dear, dear mamma,” she said, clinging round 
her mother’s neck, while the rebellious tears again streamed 
from her eyes. She would have given half the anticipated 
happiness of her future life for her mother to have biased her, 
but she did not dare to ask it She approached* her father 
last, hesitatingly; kissed him—a most unusual thing, for he 
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was not a man to encourage these familiarities, even from his 
daughtef—and left the room struggling convulsively to suppress 
her sob.s. 

After sitting in her chamber a few minutes, to recover 
serenity, she rang for Louise. Up came that demoiselle, in 
open surprise that her young lady should have retired so early. 
Adeline said she had a headache, let her take off her dress, and 
then dismissed her. 

Adeline bolted the door and began to look around her. 
Shock the first: her wardrobe was locked and the key gone. 
The dress and bonnet she meant to wear were in it; so she had 
to ring again. 

“I want the key of the wardrobe,” she said, when Louise 
entered. “ It is locked.” 

Louise felt in her pocket, brought forth the key, and threw 
the doors back on their hinges. “What should she give to 
mademoiselle ? ” 

This was difficult to answer. At any other time Adeline 
‘would have ordered her to leave the wardrobe open, and go. 
But her self consciousness and dread of discovery caused her 
to hesitate then. 

“ I want—a—pocket-handkerchief,” stammered Adeline. 

Sharirly the doors were flung to again, locked, and the key 
returned to Louise’s pocket. “Parbleu, mademoiselle,” was 
her exclamation, turning to a chest of drawers, “as if your 
handkerchiefs were kept in the wardrobe ! ” 

Adeline knew they were not as well as Louise, but just then 
she had not her wits about her. She was growing desperate. 

“ One would think we had a thief in the house, by the way 
you keep pkaces locked,” she excLaimed. “ Leave the wardrobe 
open, Louise.” 

“ Indeed, and we have something as bad as a thief,” 
answered Louise, grumblingly. “If Susanne wants anything 
for mad.ame, and thinks she can find it here, she makes no 
scruple of coming and turning about mademoiselle’s things. 
Only three days ago it took me an hour to put them straight 
after her.” „ 

“ Well, leave the wardrobe open for to-night,” said Adeline: 
“you can lock it again to-morrow, if you will” And Made- 
moiselle'Louise swung the doors back again, and quitted the 
room. ■ ^ . 

Adeline proceeded to dress herselC She put on a dark silk 
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3ress, a light thin cashmere shawl, and a straw bonnet trimmed 
with white ribbons. She also threw over her shoulders a costly 
silk travelling cloak, lined and trimmed with ermine. It had 
been a present to her from Madame de Beaufoy again.st her 
journey to the-South, She was soon ready, but it was scarcely 
time to dejurt. She was pale as death; so pale that the reflec¬ 
tion of her own face in the glass startled her. Her head swam 
round, her limbs trembled, and she felt sick at heart. She 
began to doubt if she should have strength to go. She sat 
down and waited. 

The minutes passed rapidly: it would soon be time, if she 
went at all. She felt in her pocket; all was there. Her purse, 
containing a few Napoleons; her handkerchief; a small phial of 
Cologne water; and a little case containing his gifts and letters. 

She arose and pkaced her hands upon the lock of the door; 
but, too ill and agitated to proceed, turned round, drank a 
glass of water, and sat down again. The longer she stopped, 
the worse she grew; and, making a desperate effort, she ck- 
tinguished the light, opened the door, and glided to the top of» 
the stairs. 

All seemed quiet. She could hear the murmur of the 
servants’ voices in their distant apartments, nothing else, and 
she stole noiselessly down the staircase, and across the lighted 
hall. As she was opening the front door, some one came out 
of the western drawing-room, and Adeline, with a quick, 
nen'ous effort, passed through, before whoever it was should be 
in sight, pulling the door gently after her. 

Oh, misery! oh, horror I Planted at the foot of the steps, 
right in front of her, as if he had stopped on the spot and 
fallen into a reverie, was the priest, P’ather Marc. He glided 
up the steirs, and seized her arm; and Adeline cried out, with 
a shrill, startled cry-. 

It was heard by Mademoiselle de Beaufoy, who was crossing 
the hall, and she came running out It was heard by Mr. St 
John from his hiding-place, behind one of the lions of the 
fountain, and he hastened'forward. 

• “ Oh, Adeline, mistaken child, what is this ? ” exclaimed her 
aunt “You would leave your home clandestinely! you, 
Adeline de Castella! ” 

“ Aunt 1 aunt 1 have mercy on me 1 I—I do belftve I am 
dying! I would rather die than go through what I have gone 
through lately!" 
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“And better for you,” was the stern reply. “Death is 
preferable to dishonour.” 

She was interrupted by the appearance of Mr. St John. 
Adeline broke from her aunt and the priest, and fell forward in 
his ‘arms, with a smothered cry: “ Oh, Frederick! Frederick! 
protect me in this dreadful hour! ” 

Agnes de Beaufoy flew into the drawing-room, crying out 
that Mr. St John was running away with Adeline, and they 
all went flocking out St John’s first effort was an attempt to 
soothe Adeline; his second to bear her into the house. The 
priest, a kind-hearted man, went away in the direction of bis 
chapel. 

For some time all was astonishment and confusion. Every 
one seemed to be talking at once, reproaching Mr. St John. 
She still clung to him, as if to part with him would be to part 
with life; and he protected her valiantly. The first distinguish¬ 
able w’ords were from Signor de Castella. 

“So this is the recompense we receive from you! basely to 
betray her! to lead her to dishonour! ” 

St John was paler than they ever remembered to have seen 
him, but his voice and bearing were perfectly calm. “ I was 
leading her away to happiness,” he answered j “ ere many hours 
liad elapsed she would have been my honoured wife. Had 
my mother been well, she would have received her at Folke¬ 
stone} but she is unable yet to quit her room, and Lady Anne 
Saville, than whom one of higher character and consideration 
does not exist, is there awaiting her, accompanied by her 
husband. My brother vacates Castle Wafer for her reception; 
the settlements, as they were proposed to you, are drawn up, 
awaiting our signatures; and until the marriage could have 
taken place—had there been but an hour’s delay—Adeline 
would have remained under my mother’s roof and protection, 
conducted to it by Lady Anne. There are the vouchers for 
what I assert,” he added, throwing some letters on the table, 
“/lead her to dishonour! Had you, Signdr de Castella 
evinced the consideration for her happiness, that I have for her 
honour, there would not now be this dispute.” 

“ And you, shameless girl, thus to di^ace your name! ” • 

“ Reproach her not,” interrupted Mr. St John. “ I will not 
suffer a harsh word to her in my presence. For this step I 
alone am to blame. Adeline was resolute in refusing to listen 
or accede to it, and she hever would have done so b^ut for the 
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countenance afforded to her in it by my family. Signor de 
Castella, this is no moment for delicacy: I therefore tell you 
openly she shall be my wife. Our plans of to-night are 
frustrated, and should we not be able to carry out any other 
for her escape, Adeline must renounce at the altar the fausb!uid 
you would thrust upon her.” 

“ You are insolent, sir," said M. de Castella. 

“ Not insolent,” he replied, “ but determined.” 

There is no time to pursue the discussion. It V'AS long And 
stormy. Madame de Castella cried all the time, but old 
Madame de Beaufoy was a little inclined to favour St. John. 
Not that she approved of the attempted escapade, but he was 
so wondrous a favourite of hers, that she could not remain in 
anger with him long, and she kejrt rai)ping her stick on the 
floor at many things he said, to indicate approval, something 
after the manner of a certain house of ours, when it cries out 
“Hear, hear!” Adeline stood by Mr. St. John, shaking with 
convulsive sobs, her white veil covering her face, the costly 
clo.ak falling from her shoulders and swec]»ing the ground.* 
Her father suddenly turned to her. 

“Adeline do Castella, arc you determined to marry this 
man ? ” 

“ Speak out, Adeline,” said Mr. St. John, for no answer came 
from her. 

“ I—cannot—marry de la Chassc,” she faltered. 

“ And you are determined to marry him—this Protestant 
Englishman ? ” 

“ If I may,” she whispered, her sobs growing violent 

“ To-morrow morning I will discuss with you this subject,” 
proceeded M. de Castella, still addressing his daughter. “ At 
the conclusion of our interview, you shall be free to choose 
between—between the husband I marked out for you, and him 
who now stands by your side.” 

“On your honour?” exclaimed Mr. St. John, surprised by 
the remark. 

“ My w’ord, sir, is valuable as yours,” was the haughty reply. 

When my daughter shall have heard what 1 have to say, she 
%hall then be free to follow her own will. I will not furdicr 
influence her.” 

“You will permit me to receive her decision firom'her own 
Ups?” 

'< 1 tell you 1 will not further control her. She shall be as 
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free to act as I am. And now, Mr. it. John, good night fO 
you.” '■ 

“ Would to Heaven I might remain and watch over you this 
night!” he whispered, as he reluctantly released Adeline. “You 
nee*d all soothing consolation, and there are none to offer it 
Yet be comforted, my dear love, for if M. de Castella shall 
keep his word, it is our last parting.” 

“ He is a noble fellow, with all his faults,” mentally ejacu¬ 
lated Agnes de Beaufoy, as she watched Mr. St John’s receding 
form. And “ all his faults,” what were they ? That he would 
have interfered in another’s marriage contract, and stolen away 
the bride, to make her his own. 

I did not think Adeline had it in her! ” exclaimed Rose, 
in a glow of delight, partly to the company, chiefly to herself. 
Rose had stood in a rapture of admiration the whole time. 
Adeline and Mary could not cast old scores at her, now. 


CHAPTER XXV. 

A CRISIS IN A LIFE. 

The dreaded interview with M. de Castella was all but over, 
and Adeline leaned against the straight-backed chair in the 
cabinet, more dead than alive, so completely had her father’s 
words bereft her of hope and energy. 

When Mr. St. John first opened the affair, Signor de Castella 
had felt considerably annoyed, and would not glance at the 
possibility of breaking the contract with de la Chasse. But the 
Signor, cold as he was in manner, was not, at heart, indifferent 
to Adeline’s happiness. And when he found how entirely ^e 
was bCund up in Mr. St. John, and the latter brought forth his 
munificent proposals and departed for England to get them 
triumphantly confirmed, then he began in secret to waver. But 
now stepped in another. 

You, who read this, are of course aware that in many Roman, 
Catholic families, especially foreign ones, the confessor exercises 
much influence over temporal matters as well as spiritual And 
though the confessor to the Castellas, Father had not 
hitherto seen cause, or pphaps had opportunity, to put himself 
forward in such affaiis^ h% felt himself bound to do so now. But 
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3rou must not jump to S mistaken conclusion, or fancy he was 
one of those overbearing priests sometimes represented in works 
of fiction. That there are meddlers in all positions of life—in 
the Romish Church as well as in our Reformed one—every pne 
knows. But Father Marc was not one of these. I^e was a good 
and conscientious man, and though an over-rigid Romanist, it 
was only in zeal for the Faith of his country, the religion to 
which he had been born and reared. No cither Faith, accord¬ 
ing to his tenets, to his firm belief, would lead a soul to Heaven: 
and he deemed that he was acting fdr the best, nay, for the 
immortal interest of Adeline. Do not blame him ! He loved 
the child, whom he had watched grow up from infancy. He 
honestly believed that to suffer Adeline to marry an English¬ 
man and a heretic and make her home in Protestant England, 
would be to consign her to perdition. He therefore placed his 
veto upon it, a veto that might not be gainsaid, and forbid the 
contract to be interrupted with de la Chasse. If he interfered, 
with what may appear to us desperate measures, he believed 
the cause to be desjrerate which justified them; and he acted* 
in accordance with the dictates of his own conscience; with 
what he deemed his duty to Adeline, to his religion, and to 
God. • 

She knew it all now: the secret of her father’s obstinacy, and 
why she must give up Mr. St. John and marry dc la Chasse. 
She knew that if her fiither consented to her heretical marfiage, 
or if she of herself persisted in contracting it, the Curse of the 
Church was to alight upon her, and ujion her father’s house. 

Curse of the Church ! Adeline had been reared in all the 
belief and doctrines of the Romish faith, and she could no more 
have dared to act in defiance of that awful curse, than she would 
have dared to raise her hand against her own life. She leaned 
her head back on the uncomfortable chair, and moaned^oud 
in her overwhelming anguish. It might be cruel of Father 
Marc to have whispered of such a thing, but be had done it 
in his zealous love. Desperate diseases require desperate 
remedies. 

• “ 'l*he alternative of a convent,” she gasped, “ cannot that be 
dven me?" 

" No,” replied M. de Castella, who was painfully frigid 
throughout the interview, perhaps as a guard to his dwn feel¬ 
ings. " You must marry. Your mot}\^r and I cannot consent 
to lose you from our sight, as, in the will of Providence, we 
S|. SIanin*< Eve. 10 



290 


ST. MARTIN’S EVE. 


lost Maria. You must choose between this Englishman and 
him to whom you are betrothed. If you marry the English¬ 
man, you—and I, Adeline—will be put beyond the pale of 
Heaven. Marry him who expects, ere three days, to be your 
husoand, and you will lead a tranquil life here, with sure hope 
of a Hereafter.” 

“ Does my mother know of this ? ” she asked. 

“No. She will know it soon enough if your decision be 
against us.” . 

“Oh papa, papal” she burst forth, in momentary abandon¬ 
ment to the feelings that seemed to be killing her, “ can I not 
live on with you and mamma always, unmarried ? 

“ You cannot, Adeline. The only child that is left to us 
must fulfil woman’s appointed destiny on earth. And not 
shrink from it,” he sternly added. 

There was little more to be said, nothing more to be under¬ 
stood. She comprehended it all, and the situation she was 
placed in. She knew that, for her, all of peace and joy on 
earth was over. A mirror of the future flashed before her 
mind’s eye: she saw herself battling with its waves, and it was 
one broad sea of never-ending agony. Her heart fluttered 
violenUy, as it had never before fluttered: there was a strange 
sensation within her, as of some mighty weight, some torment 
rushing to her brain. She tottered as she rose from the chair, 
and laid hold of the table to steady herself. “ There—there is 
nothing more ? ” she whispered. 

“Nothing, Adeline. Save to give your reply to Mr. St. 
John.” 

She was passing to the door when a word arrested her. She 
leaned against one of the secretaires as- her father spoke. 

“ I do not ask what your decision will be, Adeline. I have 
laid the case before you, as it exists, without circumlocution and 
without disguise. I said last night I would not bias your choice 
by a word of mine, and I will not” 

The words sounded in her ear very like a mockery, and wild 
thoughts came across her, as she stood, of falling at her father’s 
feet, and beseeching him to have mercy. But she remembered* 
that mercy, for her, did not rest with him. 

Signor de Castella became alarmed at her ghastly look. He 
went forward and her hands, speaking with more emoUon 
than he had ever wtlRks^ 

“Adeline, may our^^y Mother support you through this I 
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I have but your welfare at heart, and were your temporal 
interests alone in question, I would not oppose your inclina¬ 
tions. Child, I would give the half of my fortune, now, to 
ensure your happiness here. But—when it comes to pass that 
the interests of Eternity are at stake, no choice, as it seems to 
me, is left us. The Church has you in its keeping, and must 
be obeyed: I, at least, have no alternative: act, you, as you 
please. I have said that I would not coerce you; 1 do nob 
If your decision be against us, you shall depart for England 
to-day under the protection of your Aunt Agnes, who will 
remain and see you married. Hush! do not tell yourdccision 
to me; indeed, I am trying to keep my promise of leaving it 
entirely to you. Make your choice, and then give it to Mr. St. 
John.” 

He had released her as he was speaking. She was laying 
her hand upon the door, when her father spoke again. She 
turned towards him. 

“ There is one thing, Adeline. Whatever be your decision 
you must not impart the nature of the impediment to Mr. St. 
John.” 

“ Not tell him the cause ! ” she gasped—and the very words 
spoke all too plainly of what the decision would be—“not tell 
him 1 ” 

“Holy saints, no!” he rejoined, his voice rising betx^cen 
surprise, anger, and emotion. “1 had scarcely ^bought it 
necessary to caution you.* Not a word must be breathed. 
Our Church permits not her modes of dealing to lie revealed 
to- -to heretics.” 

He had made a pause at the last word, as if unwilling to 
speak it. With all his coldness and his bigotry, he was an 
essentially courteous man at heart. Adeline clasped her hands 
in piteous be.seeching, but he interrupted the'prayer hovering 
upon her lips. 

“It must not be, Adeline: Mr. St. John is not one of us. 
Surely you are not growii^ disaffected! ” he continued, in a 
sharp tone. “ It has occurred to me at times that I may have 
(bane wrong in allowing you to be so much here in your grand¬ 
mother’s home. When she married she quitted her Protestant 
fiuth and embraced ours, but I doubt whether she hits ever 
been zealous in it at heart” * 

The tears shone in her eyes at the Accusation, but she was 
too miserable, too agitated to let them fall. 
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“ Only a hint to him, papa! ” she implored. “ Permit it to 
me in mercy. Only a hint! ” 

“Not a hint; not a word," he sternly rejoined. “I forbid 
it.. The Church forbids it. Promise this.” 

“ I promise,” she faintly said, yielding to the compulsion. 

“ Kiss the crucifix.” 

He took down the small, beautiful image of our Saviour, in 
carved ivory, that was wont to hang over the mantelpiece, and 
held it to her lips. She did as she was told, and so sealed the 
secret. 

There was nothing more. Adeline, a very ghost of despair, 
quitted the cabinet. Outside she encountered Rose. 

“ \Vh.at a long time you have been in there! ” was the young 
lady’s eager exclamation. “ Your wedding-dress is come, with 
lots more things, nearly a fourgon full, Louise says. They are 
gone upstairs to inspect them, and I have been waiting for 
you, all impatience. No reason why we should not admire 
them, you know, though matters are cross. But—Adeline 1 ” 

Adeline lifted her eyes at the sudden exclamation. 

“ How ill you look! ” 

“Is Mr. St John in the drawing-room?” was the only 
rejoinder. 

“He has been there this half-hour. I left him there, ‘all 
alon,e in his glor}’,’ for I could stay away'from the view no 
longer. I shall go upstairs without you, if you are not coming.” 

“I will follow you presently,” she murmured. 

“Adeline, let me into a secret I won’t tell. Will the 
dress be worn for the purpose it was intended—de la Chasse’s 
adding?” 

“ Yes,” she feebly answered, passing on to the west drawing¬ 
room. 

Rcse arrested her impatient steps, and gazed after her. 

“Whatever is the matter? How strangely ill she looks! 
And she says the marriage is to come off with de la Chasse! 
I wonder whether that’s gospel: or nothing but a bhnd? 
When the wedding-morning comes, we may find Jo<^ o’ 
Hazeldean enacted in real life. It would be glorious fun!’ • 

Mr. St John was pacing the room when Adeline went in. 
He m^t her with a sunny smile, and would have held her to 
him. But Adeline de Castella was possessed of extreme 
rectitude of feeling: an^ she new knew that in two days’ time 
she should be the wife of the Baron de la Chasse. Alas! in 
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spite of the fears that sometimes assailed her, she had, from 
the beginning, too surely counted on becoming the wife of 
Mr. St. John. She evaded him, and w.ilked forward, panting 
for breath. , 

He was alarmed as he gazed upon her. He saw the agitation 
she was in; the fearful as])cct of her features, which still wore 
the ghastly hue they had assumed in the cabinet. He took 
one of her hands within his, but even th.at she withdrew. 

“ In the name of Heaven, Adeline, what is this ? ” 

She essayed to answer him, and could not. The palpitation 
in her throat impeded her uttcr.ance. Tlie oppression on her 
breath increased. 

“Adeline! have you no pity for my suspense?” 

“I—I—am trying to tell you,” she gasped out, with a jerk 
between most of her words. “ I am going—to—marry him — 
de la Chasse." 

He looked at her for some moments without speaking. 
“ You have been ill, Adeline,” he said at length. “ I saw last 
night the state you were in, and would have given much tef 
remain by you.” 

“I am not wandering,” she .answered, detecting the bent of 
his thoughts. “ I am telling you trull). I must marry him.” 

“ Adeline—if you are indeed in full possession of your senses 
—explain what you would say. I do not understand.” 

“It is easy enough to be understood,” she replied, le&ning 
against the side of the lafge window for support. ()n Satur¬ 
day, their fixed wedding-day, I shall marry him.” 

“ Oh, this is shameful! this is dreadful! ” he exclaimed. 
“ How can they have uimpcfed with you like this ? ” 

“ They have not tampered with me, Frederick. I decide of 
my own will” 

“ It is disgraceful! disgraceful 1 ” he uttered. “ Wljere is 
Signor de Castella ? I will tell him what I think of his conduct 
He talk of honour! ” 

She placed her hand upon his arm to detain him, for he was 
turning from the room. “ He can tell you notljing,” she said. 

•“ He ^es not yet know my decision. Do not blame him.” 

“He said last night that you should be free to choose,” 
impatiently returned Mr. St John. 

“And I am free. He—^laid"—(.she hardly knew how to 
frame her words and yet respect her path)—“ he laid the 
fully before me, and left me to decide for mysehf. ] 
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chosen _you, he said my Aunt Agnes should accompany us 
to-day to England, and see me married. But—I—dared not 
—I”—(she burst into a flood of most distressing tears)—“I 
must marry de la Chasse.” 

“ Explain, explaia” He was getting hot and angry. 

“ I have nothing to explain. Only tliat my father left it to 
me, and that I must marry him: and that my heart will break.” 

When he perfectly understood her, understood that there waS 
no hope, the burst of reproach that came from him was terrible. 
Yet might it not be excused ? He had parted from her on the 
previous night in the full expectation that she would be his 
wife: now could he think otherwise after all that had occurred, 
and the concluding promise of M. de Castella? Yet now, 
without preface, without reason, she told him that she re¬ 
nounced him for his rival. A reason, unhappily, she dared 
not give. 

Oh, once more, in spile of her resistance, Mr. St. John held 
her to his heart. He spoke to her words of the sweetest and 
■ most persuasive eloquence; he besought her to fly.with him, 
to become his beloved wife. And she was obliged to wrest 
herself from him, and assure him that his pr.iyers were wasted; 
that she was compelled to be more obdurate than even her 
father had been. 

It was a fault, you know, of Mr. St. John’s, to be hasty and 
passionate, when moved to it by any great cause; but perhaps 
a storm of passion so violent as that he gave way to now, had 
never yet shaken him. His reproaches w’ere keen; entirely 
unreasonable: but an angry man does not weigh his words. 

‘‘False and fickle that you are, you have never loved me! 
I see it all now. You have but led me on, to increase at the 
last moment the triumph of de la Chasse. It may have been 
a plajined thing between you! Your true vows have been 
given to him, your false ones to me.” 

Adeline placed her hands on his, as if imploring mercy, 
and would have knelt before him; but he held her up, not 
tenderly. 

“ If I thought you did not know your words are untrue, h 
would kill me," she faltered. “Had we been married, as, 
until this day, I thought and prayed we should be, you would 
have knbwn how entirely I love you; how the love will endure 
unto death. I can tell j;ou this, now, because we are about to 
separate, and it is the last time we must ever be togeftier in 
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this world. Oh, Frederick! mercy! mercy!—do not profess 
to think I have loved another." 

“ You are about to marry him.” 

“I shall nmryhim, hating / I shall marry him, loving 
you: do you not think I have enough of misery ? ” 

“As I am a living man,” spoke Mr. St. John, “I cannot 
understand this! You say your father told you to choose 
between us ? ” 

“ I feel as if I should die,” she murmured; “ I have felt so, 
at times, for several weeks past. There is something hanging 
over me, I think,” she continued, passing her hand across her 
forehead, abstractedly. 

“ Adeline,” he impatiently repeated, “ arc you deceiving me ? 
\D/d your father give you free liberty to choose between us ? ” 

“ Yes; he gave it me—after placing the whole case before 
me," she was obliged to answer. 

“ And you tell me that you have deliberately chosen dc la 
Chasse ? You give me no explanation; but cast me off like 
this?” 

“ I dare not give it. That is ”—striving to soften the words 
that were wrung from her—“ 1 h.avc no exjilanation to give. 
Oh, Frederick, dearest Frederick—let me call you so in your 
presence, for the first and last and only time—do not reproach 
me ? Indeed, I must marry him.” 

“ Of your orvn free deliberation, you will, on .Saturdaymext, 
walk to the altar and become his wife ? ” he reiterated. “ Do 
you mean to tell me that ? ’’ 

.She made a gesture in the affirmative, her sobs rising hyste¬ 
rically. What with her confused state of feeling, and the 
anxiety she was under to preserve inviolate the obligation so 
solemnly undertaken, she was perhaps even less explanatory 
than she might have been. But who, in these moments of 
agitation, can act precisely as he ought ? * 

“ Fie upon you! fie ujx>n you ! ” he cried, contemptuously. 
“ You boast of loving ! you may wejl do so. when you had two 
lovers to practise upon. I understand it ali, now; your objec- 
,tioo to my speaking, until the last moment, to M. de Castella; 
yqu would keep us both in your train, forsooth, incense to 
your vanity 1 You have but fooled me by pretending to listen 
to ray love; you have led me on, and playw with mb, a slave 
to be sacrificed on kis shrine! I give you up to him joyfully. 
I am well quit of you. • 
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“ Mercy! mercy! ” she implored, shrinking down, and 
clasping'her hands together. 

“ Fool that I was to be so deceived! Light and fickle that 
you are, you are not worthy to be enshrined in an honourable 
man’s heart. I m'll thrust your image from mine, until not a 
trace, not a recollection of it, is left. I thank God it will be no 
impossible task. The spell that bound me to you is broken. 
Deceitful, worthless girl, thus to have betrayed your false¬ 
heartedness at the last: but better for, me to have discovered 
it before marriage than after. I thank you for this, basely 
treated as I have been.” 

She made an effort to interrupt him, a weak, broken-hearted 
effort; but his fierce torrent of speech overpowered it. 

“I go now; and, in leaving this place, shall leave its 
memories behind. 1 will never willingly think of you again in 
life. Contemptuously as you have cast off me, so will I 
endeavour in my heart to cast off you, and all remembr^ce 
of you. I wish you good-bye, for ever. And I hope, for de la 
„Chasse’s sake, your conduct to him, as a wife, may be different 
from what it has been to me.” 

,There was a strange, overwhelming agony, both of body and 
mind, at work within her, such as she had never experienced 
or dreamt of; a chaos of confused ideas, the most painful of 
which was the conviction that he was leaving her for ever in 
contempt and scorn. A wild desire to detain him; to convince 
him that at. least she was not the false-hearted being he had 
painted her; to hear some kinder words from his lips; and 
those recalled, crowded to her brain, mixing itself tip with the 
confusion and despair already there. 

With his mocking farewell he had hastened from the room 
by way of the colonnade; it was the nearest way to the path 
leading to his home, and he was in no mood to stand upon 
ceremony. Adeline went after him, but his strides were quick, 
and she did not gain upon his steps. She called aloud to him, 
in her flood-tide of despair. 

He turned and saw her, flying down the steps aft» him. One 
repellent, haughty gesture alone escaped him, and he quickened^ 
his pace onwards. She saw the movement of contempt; but 
she still pressed on, and got half-way across the lawn. 'There 
she sank upon the g^s, at first in a kneeling posture, her arms 
outstretched towards him, as if they could bring him back, and 
a sharp, wailing cry of anguish escaping from her Ups. 
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Why did he not look round ? There was just time for it, 
ere he was hidden in the dark shrubbery: he would have seen 
enough to drive away his storm of anger. But waxing stronger 
in his wrath, he strode on, without deigning to cast another 
glance behind. * 

They were in the chamber over the western drawing-room, 
examining the things just arrived from Paris. Rose happened 
to be at the window, and saw Adeline fall. Uttering an’ 
exclamation, which caused Mary Carr also to look, she turned 
ftom it, and ran down to her. Mary followed, but her pace 
was slow, for she suspected nothing amiss, and thought Adeline 
had but stooped to look at something on the gmss. When 
Mary reached the colonnade. Rose was up with Adeline, and 
seemed to be raising her head. 

What was it? >Iiss Carr strained her eyes in a sort of 
bewildered wonder. Of their two dresses, the one was white, 
the other a delicate lilac muslin, and strange spots appeared 
on each of them, spots of a fresh bright crimson colour, that 
glowed in the sun. Were they sjKJts qI— bloodi And—wa» 
Adeline’s mouth stained with it? Mary turned sick as the 
truth flashed upon her. Adeline must have Ijroken a blood* 
vessel 

Terrified, confused, for once Mary Carr lost her habitual 
presence of mind. She not only rang the bell violently, but 
she shrieked aloud, crying still as she hastened to the 4awn. 
The servants came running out, and then the family. 

Rose was kneeling on the grass, pale with terror, supporting 
Adeline’s head on her bosom. Rose’s hair, the ends of her 
long golden ringlets, were touched with the crinison, her hands 

marked with.it; and Adeline- Madame de Castella fell 

down in a fainting-fit. 

Yes, she had broken a blood-vessel. The anguish, the 
emotion, too great to bear had suddenly snapped asundbr one 
of those little tenures of life. Ah ! the truth flashed u|>on more 
than one of those standing around her in their oc>n.sternation—- 
those frail lungs had but been patched up for a short time; not 
,healed. 

They bore her round, gently as might be, from the lawn into 
the yellow drawing-room, avoiding the steps of the colonnade, 
not daring to cany her up to the bed-chambers, and* kid her 
on the c(»tly, though somewhat old-fashioned and large sofa. 
What ft sight she looked 1 the white fifbe, the closed eyes, tell- 
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ing scarcely of life, and the red stains contrasting with the 
amber-velvet pillows. A groom went riding off to Odesque at 
full gallop—that is, as much of a gallop as French by-roads 
will allow—to bring back the Odesque doctor, the nearest 
medical man. He was also charged to send a telegraphic 
message to Belpqrt for the French gentleman who had attended 
her in the spring; and he was requested to bring with him an 
English physician. 

How prone are we to cheat ourselves! that is, to try to cheat 
ourselves. Signor de Castella, the first shock past, affected to 
talk cheerfully—cheerfully for him—of its being only a little 
vessel that had given way on the chest, not the lungs. Adeline 
lay on the sofa, passive. She was quite conscious, fully awake 
to all that was passing around her; as might be seen by the 
occasional opening of the eyes. Madame de Castella, really 
ill, as these impressionable natures are apt to be, was in her 
room, falling from one fainting-fit into another. Madame de 
Beaufoy sat with her; and the Signor, a most devoted husband, 
'made repeated i)ilgrimages to the chamber. The poor old lady 
had taken one look at Adeline, and been led away by her 
maid, wringing her hands in shuddering dismay. So that in 
point of fact the yellow drawing-room was left very much to 
the two sympathizing, but terrified young ladies, the upper 
women-serv.ants, and Aunt Agnes. As she lay there, poor 
child; the angry indignation cast upon her ever since the 
previous night calmed down. Better perhaps that they had 
let her go to her runaway wedding. It would not have much 
mattered either way: a loving bride, or a disappointed, un- 
happy girl, life for her could not last very long. How far the 
sense of shame, so ripe in-her mind for the last few hours, had 
contributed its quota to the attack, will never be known. The 
most indignant of them all had been Agnes de Beaufoy j* and 
she co^ld not quite recover it yet. 

Adeline turned her head as Rose was piassing near her. 
“ Am I dying? " she asked. 

“ Oh, Adeline, you must not speak! ” was Rose’s startled 
rejoinder. “ The doctor will be here soon. . Dying! of course 
you are not.” 

“ Where’s papa ? ’’ 

“jRra/don’t attempt to speak! He was here a minute or 
two ago: he will be here again.*’ 

“ Rose,” came the soil whisper, in spite of the injuncdtm, 
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“1 think I am dying. I should like to see Frederick St. John. 
Only for a minute, tell him.” 

Rose, consulting no one, penned a hasty note to Mr. St. John, 
her tears dropping all the time: she also thought death \\;js at 
hand. It was written in her own rather wild fashion, but was 
clear and peremptory. Louise was called out of the yellow 
drawing-room and despatched with it. .\nd the time p.assed 
slowly on. 

The most perfect quiet, both of mind and body, was essential 
for Adeline; yet there she lay, evidently anxious, inw.irdly rest¬ 
less, her eyes seeking the door, ex])eciing the np])airance of 
Mr. St. John, but he did not come; neither did Louise. 
Hiid Rose done well to iicn that note? Adeline was exhausted 
and silent, but not the less excited. 

In came Louise at last, looking, as usual, fiery hot, her bl.ack 
eyes round and sparkling. Her pro]>cr course would have been 
to call Rose from the room; but she stalked direct into the 
presence of .Adeline, bringing her news. It happened that 
none of the elders were in the room at the moment: Signor dtf 
Castella had again gone to his wife’s chamber; and Mi.ss dc 
Bcaufoy was outside the large entrance-door, looking in her 
impatience for signs of the doctor from Odesque. Louise had 
m.ade haste to Madame IJaret's and back, .as desired, and came 
in at once, without waiting even to remove her gloves, the only 
addition (except the jrarapluic rouge) necessary to rcnd«?r her 
home-costume a walking one. AVhat would an Etiglish lady’s- 
maid say to that? In her hand she bore a p.acket, or very 
thick letter, for Adeline, directed and sealed by Mr. St. Jolin. 
Adeline followed it with her eyes, as Rose took it from Louise. 

“ Shall I open it ?” whLsjjered Rose, bending gently over her. 

Adeline looked assent, and Rose broke the seal, holding it 
immediately before her face. It was a blank sheet of jjiaper, 
without word or comment, enclosing the letters she had written 
to him. They fell in a heap upon her, as she lay. Rose, at 
home in such matters, uiidcrstoorl it as soon as A-deline, and 
turned with a frown to I.ouise. 

“ Did Mr. St John give you this 

“ Ah, no, mademoiselle. Mr. St. John is gone.” 

“ Gone! ” 

“Gone away to England. Gone for good.” 

Rose gathered the letters into the sheet of paper, as if ilf 
abstraction, amusing herself by endellvouring to put together 
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the large seal she had broken. Truth was, she did not know 
what to say or do. Adeline’s eyes were closed, but she heard 
—by the heaving bosom and crimsoned cheeks, contrasting 
with their previous ghastly paleness. Louise, like a simpleton, 
continued in an undertone to Rose, and there was no one by 
to check her gossip. 

“ He had not been gone three minutes when I got there- 

■ Oh, by the way, mademoiselle, here’s the note you gave me for 
him. Madame Baret was changing her cap to bring up the 
thick letter, for Mr. St. John had said it was to be taken special 
care of, and given into Mademoiselle Adeline’s own hands, so 
she thought she would bring it herself. She’s in a fine way at 
his going, is mother Baret, for she says she never saw any one 
that she liked so much.” 

“But what took him off in this sudden manner?” demanded 
Rose, forgetful of Adeline in her own eager curiosity. 

“ Madame Baret says she’d give her two ears to know,” re¬ 
sponded Louise. “She thought something must have happened 
nip here—a dispute, or some unpleasant matter of that sort 
But I told her. No. Something had occurred here unfor¬ 
tunately, sure enough, but it could have had nothing to do with 
Mr. St. John, because he had left the chateau previously. She 
then thought he might*have received ill news from England; 
though no lettem-caaie- for him in the morning. But whatever 
it .ns^rt be, he was in an awful passion. He has spoilt the 
‘•picture.” * 

“ Which picture ? ” quickly asked Rose. 

Before recording the answer, it may be well to explain that 
Adeline’s portrait had been finished long ago, and taken to the 
chdteau. But on the return of M. de Castella from Paris, he 
had suggested some alteration in the back-ground and in the 
drapery, so it was sent back to the Lodge. Events had then 
crowded so fast, one upon another, coupled with Mr. St. John’s 
two visits to England, that the change was not at once effected. 
During the last few days, however, St John had been at work, 
and completed it Oply the previous evening, when he was 
secretly expecting to leave with Adeline, he had given orderso 
that it should be conveyed the next day to Beaufoy. 

“ Which picture ? ” was the impatient demand of Rose. 

“ Mademoiselle’s likeness that he had been taking himself,” 
answer^ Louise. “ He went into the painting-room after he 
got home just now, and began flinging his things togeths: 
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Madame Baret heard sounds and went to look who was there; 
but she only peeped in at the door, for she had not changed 
her night-cap, and there she saw him. There was some blue 
paint on a palette at hand, and he dabbed a wet bmsh in it 
and smeared it right across the face. My faith ! the way he 
must have been in, to destroy Ids own work. And such a 
beautiful face as he had made it! ” 

A pause. Rose, in her astonishment, could only stare. She 
knew nothing, he it remembered, of the breach between him 
and Adeline. No one did know of it. 

“ I knew he could be furiously passionate on occasions,” was 
her first remark. “ I told him so one day.” 

“It was a shame, Madame Haret said in telling me, to vent 
his anger upon ///<?/,” resumed 1 .ouise. “ So senseless; and quite 
like an insult to Mademoiselle Adeline—just as if she had 
offended him. Of course I agreed with the Merc Baret that 
it K'as a shame, a wicked shame: and then, if you’ll believe me, 
mademoiselle, she flew out at me for saying it, and vowed that 
nobody should speak a word against Mr. St. John in her heai* 
ing. He was of a perfectly golden temfier, she went on, he 
always behaved like a prince to everybody, and she was sure 
something out of common must ha%o occurred to shake him, 
for he seemed to be quite beside hiirfself—to know no more 
wh.it he was doing than a child.” ‘ ■ >v- '’ 

Rose glanced at Adeline, whom, perhaps, she staMenly 
remembered. The crimson .had faded on the wan vheeksj; tli«*» 
quivering eyes were closed. What effort might it be costing 
her, let us wonder, to lie there and make no sign ? 

“ I am sure I don’t want to speak against him," continued 
Louise, in an injured tone, meant as a reproach for the absent 
mistress of the Lodge. “1 only chimed in with the Dame 
Baret for politeness’ sake—and what had taken her, to be so 
capricious, I can’t think: one mood one minute, anotller the 
seat Mr. St John was a thorough gentleman, always behaving 
like one to us servants; ^nd you know, besides. Mademoiselle 
Rose, he spoke French like a true angel.” 

“Comme un vrai ange," were the maid’s words. It may be 
as well to give them. Rose nodded. 

“ Which b what can’t be said of most Englishmen,’’ added 
Louise. • 

“ But what has he gone away for so suddenly ? ” qQestioned 
Rose. 
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“Nobody knows, mademoiselle. As he was going in, he 
met Victor—that lazy fellow Perc Baret keeps about the place; 
/ wouldn’t—and ordered a horse to be got ready for him and 
bropght round. Tiicn he went into the painting-room,, where 
Madame peeped in and saw him, but didn’t show herself on 
account of her cap. He was in there ever so long, and then 
he went up to his chamber. By the time he came out his 
anger was over, and he was never more calm or pleasant than 
when he called to Dame Baret and gave her the packet for 
Mademoiselle Adeline, asking her to oblige him by bringing it 
up herself. Then he told her he was going to leave. She says 
you might have knocked her down with a whiff of old Baret’s 
pipe. And 1 don’t wonder at it; what with the unexpected 
news, and what with the consciousness of her cap, which she 
hadn’t had time to change. It’s not once in six months that 
Madame Baret’s coiffure is amiss, but they have the sweeps 
to-day.” 

“ Let her cap and the sweeps alone,” cried Rose, impatiently. 
^ I wish you’d go on properly, Louise.” 

“ Well, mademoiselle, when Dame Baret had recovered the 
shock a little, .she asked him whether he was going away for 
long, and when he should be back. He told her he should 
never come back; never; but would write and explain to^M. 
d’Estival. He thanked her for all her attention, and said she 
and M. Baret should hear from him. With that he rode off; 
giving orders that his clothes and other things should be packed 
and sent after him, and leaving a mint of money for all who had 
waited on him.” 

“ And where is he gone?” questioned Rose. “ To England?” 

“ Mother Baret supposes so, mademoiselle. It’s where his 
things are to be sent, at any rate. He is riding to Odesque 
now; so he must be going to take the train, either for Paris or 
the coast.” 

It is impossible to say how much more Louise would have 
found to relate, and Rose to listen to, but the clattering hoofs 
of a horse were heard outside, and Louise hastened to the 
window, hoping it might be the surgeon from Odesque. 
Hazardous, perhaps, it had been for Adeline to listen to this : 
and yet wxll. As he Aad gone, it was better that she should 
know it; Wd be, so far, at rest 

The surgeon from Odesque it proved to be. Ah! how 
strangely do things fall out in this world! When the two 
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horsemen had met in the road some half-hour befocSj each of 
them spurring his steed to its fleetest pace, and had exchanged 
a passing salutation of courtes}-, how little was Mr. St. John 
conscious that the surgeon was speeding to- her whom he had 
quitted in anger, against whom he was even then boiling over 
with resentment j speeding to her in her sore need, as she lay 
a-dying! , 

Not dying quite immediately; not that day, perhaps not for' 
some short weeks; but still dying. Such was the fiat of the 
surgeon, as whispered to Miss de IJeaufoy; from whom it 
spread to the awe-struck household. Some of them refused 
to receive it: M. de Castella for one; Rose for another. 
Well, the doctor answered, it was his fatal ojiinion; but no 
one would be more thankful than he to find it a mistaken one; 
and he was truly glad that other medical men were telegraphed 
for; he felt his res[)onsibility. 

He assisted to carry Adeline upstairs to her chamber. Very 
gently was she borne to it: and Rose carried the p.icket up 
after her, and put it away safely in the sight of Adeline. Of* 
course the chief thing was to keeii her perfectly quiet, mentally 
and bodily, the doctor said. If further hemorrhage could be 
prevented and the wound healed, she might—might go on. 
He spoke the words in a hesitating manner, as if himself 
doubting it: and Rose, who had stolen into the conference, 
which was taking [ilacc downstairs, said afterwards she slmuld 
have liked to gag him. 

Late in the evening, arrived tiie two doctors from IJeliiort, 
le Docteur Dorre and an English physician. 'I'hcy were more 
reticent than the surgeon of Odesque had been, not saying that 
Adeline was in any soft of danger; not thinking it, so far as 
could be seen. The Englishman was old, the Frenchman 
comparatively younig. Adeline was considerably better then, 
to all appearance: perhaps they did not really detect ‘cause 
for alarm. She lay quite tranquil, smiled at them, and talked 
a little; neither did she look very ill, except that she was pale; 
and all traces of the sudden malady had been removed. In¬ 
deed the wild commotion of the morning had given place to a 
very different state of things. All was tranquil; and Madame 
de Castella was about again, and cheerful. 

After the doctors had seen Adeline, they retired to* a room 
alone, emerging from it after a few minutes’ consultation. Itie 
chief thing, as the other one had said,^-as to keep her still and 
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puiet; no talking, no excitment. One person alone must be 
in the ibom with her at a time; and that, as they strongly 
recommended, should be a sick-nurse. Madame de Gastella 
assented eagerly, hanging, as it were, upon the very words that 
issifed from their lips. Dr. Dorrd spoke of the Englishwoman 
who had attended her in the spring; she had struck him as 
being one of the best and most efficient nurses he had ever in 
■ his life seen. 

“I’ll inqijlre after her the first thing to-morrow morning," 
said the young doctor; “ I think I know her address: and I’ll 
send her over.” 

They were to be over themselves also on the morrow, to meet 
the doctor from Odesque; for visits could not be frequent. 
Belport was too far off to allo\^ of their coming daily. 

“ See after Nurse Brayford! ” exclaimed Rose, when this item 
of intelligence reached her cars after the doctors had departed. 
“ It will be of no use, dear Madame de Castella. She went 
away with my sister, Mrs. Carleton St John. They are travel¬ 
ling somewhere in Germany. Did I not tell you Charlotte had 
taken her?” 

“ But has she kept her all this time? The nurse may have 
returned.” 

“ She may" replied Rose, speaking slowly in her deliberation. 
“ I don’t think she has, though. The last time I heard from 
London, from mamma, she said she feared dear Charlotte was 
being tried sadly, for that she never could get a letter from her 
now. Charlotte was always first and foremost with mamma, 
the rest of us nothing. It’s more than she was with me, 
though,” added Rose, lifting her nose in the air as she shook 
back her golden ringlets. “ A domineering thing! ” 

“ If the little child has got better, the nurse may have been 
dismissed,” observed Madame de Castella, who now remem¬ 
bered to have heard the circumstances under which Nurse 
Brayford had been taken. 

“But I fear he has not got better,” answered Rose. “I 
fear he is getting worse. Mary Anne said so when she wrote 
to me. About the nurse we shall see: I hope, for Adeline’s, 
sake, she is back again.” 

It should have been mentioned that Signor de Castella had 
sent an express to the Baron de la Chasse, to arrest his journey 
to Beaufoy. But. he came, nevertheless: much concerned, of 
course. He saw Adelme for a few minutes in the presence 
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of her mother and aunt It was on the very day they were 
to have been married. He was excessively shocked at her 
death-like appearance—to which there’s not the least doubt 
the sight of himself contributed—but endeavoured to express 
many a kind hope of her speedy recovery, hinting that he Vas 
an interested parly in it 

“ She is very ill! ” he exclaimed to Rose, when they met 
downstairs, before his departure. 

“Very,” lamented Rose. “And to think those beautiful 
wedding things, that were to have been worn to-day, arc shut 
up out of sight in drawers and boxes! ” 

“ Where’s that presuming .\nglais ? ” asked the Frenchman. 

“ Oh, he’s gone back to his own country,” replied Rose, care¬ 
lessly. “ Ages ago, it seem now. I don’t think you and he 
need have ciuarrelled over her. Monsieur le Baron.” 

He detected her meaning—tliat Adeline would not live to 
belong to cither—and he bent his he.ad in sorrow, and stroked 
his silky yellow moustache, and bcg.an to s]>eak in a feeling, 
thoughtful manner of her illness; of the mischief of the .spring* 
which had broken out again, when they had all deemed it 
cured. Jle had no idea, and never could have any, that this 
had been brought on by the misery and emotion tlrnt were too 
great to bear. 

Meanwhile Mrs. Brayford had been sought for in vain. She 
was still absent from lielport, in attendance on the little* heir 
of Alnwick. A French nurse t ame to Bcaufoy to ■occupy her 
place. A tall, thin, dark-eyed, (piick woman, dressed in black; 
kind enough, and very capable; but with a gossiping tongue 
that rivalled at least that of Louise. 


CHAPTER XXVI. 

THE SICK CHAMtiEK. 

.“Draw aside the curtain, Rose,” said Adeline dc Castella, 
feebly. “ The sun has passed.” 

You can take a look at her as she lies. Some few weeks 
have {msed since the sad occurence just related, bu^ there is 
no visits improvement in her appearance. Her face is wan, 
thinner than it was then, and dark cifbles have formed round 

Si. Maniu'> Eve. 'dO 
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her eyes. There had been no recurrence of the alarming 
symptoiils from the lungs: indeed, the hurt seemed to have 
healed itself immediately; but a great deal of fever had super¬ 
vened, and this had left her in a sad state of weakness. The 
doctors seemed a little puzzled at this condition of fever and 
its continuance; some of those around her were not, but knew 
it for the result of her unhappy state of mind. That con- 
■ sumption had set its seal upon her, there was no longer any 
doubt, but it was thought probable the disease might linger in 
its progress. 

Rose and Mary were with her still. Adeline could not bear 
to hear of their leaving. “ They must spare you to me until 
the end,” she said, alluding to their friends, and the young 
ladies seemed quite willing to accept the position. They were 
her chief companions; the French nurse remained, but her 
office was partly a sinecure, and just now she was occupied with 
Madame de Beaufoy, who was confined to her bed with ilL 
ness. Signor de Castella was in Paris on business—he always 
•seemed to have business on hand, but no one could ever quite 
find out what it was. Agnes de Beaufoy sat much with her 
mother. Madame de Castella was almost as ill as Adeline; 
grieving, fretting, repining continually. She paid frequent 
visits to Adeline’s room, but seldom stayed in it long, for she 
was apt to suffer her feelings to get ahead, and to become 
hysterical. A frequent visitor to it was Father Marc; the 
most cheerful, chatty, pleasant of all; He brought her no end 
of entertaining anecdotes of the neighbourhood, and sometimes 
succeeded in winning a smile from her lips. He never entered 
with her upon religious topics, so far as the two young ladies 
saw or heard; never appeared to anticipate that the end of 
life’s race was entered upon. Rose had put aside much of her 
giddy vanity, and they all loved her. She was in bitter re- 
pentoce for her unnecessary and exaggerated revelations 
touching Sarah Beauclerc;— there, in her knpwledge of that, 
lay the keenest sting of Adeline’s misery. Adeline remained 
silent as to her inward life, silent as the grave; but something 
had been gathered of it. She had more than once fallen into 
a sort of delirium—I don’t know any better name for it; partly 
sleep, partly a talking and waking dream, and some painful 
thought^ had been spoken in it It always occurred at the 
dusk of evening, and Adeline herself seemed unconscious of .it 
when she woke up to refility. You may meet with such a case 
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yourselves; when you do, suspect the patient’s state of alarm¬ 
ing bodily weakness. ' 

Adeline’s former chamber had been changed for one with 
a southern aspect. The bed was in a recess, as is customary 
in the country, or rather in a smaller room, for there were 
windows and two doors in it A large cheerful chamber, or 
sitting-room, the chief, the windows lofty, the fire-place hand¬ 
some, the little Turkey-carpet mats, scattered on the polished 
floor, -of bright colours. Adeline’s sofa just now faced the 
windows; it was light, and could be turned easily any way on 
its firm castors ; Madame de Castella leaned back in an easy- 
chair, nearly as pale and worn as Adeline; Mary Carr was 
working; Rose listlessly turned over the leaves of one of the 
pretty books lying on the large round table. 

“ Draw aside the curtain, Rose,” Adeline said. “ The sun 
has passed.” 

Rose drew it aside. An hour or so before, the weak, w.atery 
sun had come forth from behind the lowering grey clouds and 
sent his beams straight into Adeline’s eyes, so they had shut 
him out. Diminished in force though the rays were, they were 
yet too bright for the invalid’s sight. Surely, when you come 
to think of it, there was a singular affinity between the weather 
and Adeline’s health and happiness. Cold, w^et, boisterous, 
and gloomy had it been in the spring, during the time of her 
long illness, up to the period, within a few days, of her arrival 
at Bgaufoy and commencing intimacy with Frederick St. John; 
warm, brilliant and beautiful it was all through the months of 
that intimacy; but with its abnipt termination, the very day 
subsequent to the miserable one of his departure and of 
Adeline’s dangerous accident, it had abniptly changed, and 
become cold, wet, dreary again. Weeks, as you have heard, 
had elapsed since, and the weather still wore the same gloomy 
aspect, in which there seemed no prospect of amendi^nt on 
this side winter. A feeling of awe, almost of superstition, 
would creep over Mary Carr, as she sat by Adeline’s bedside 
in the dim evenings, listening to the moaning! sighing wind, 

, as it swept round unprotected chateau and shook off the 
leaves from the nearly bare trees on the western side. It 
sounded so like a dirge for the dying girl who was passing from 
them r The watchers would look up with a shiyei', and say 
how-dreary it was, this gloomy weather, and wish it would 
change, forgetting that the sweetest sflmmer’s day, the brightest 
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skies, cannot'bring joy to a house where joy exists not, pr 
renew tlte peace of a heart from which hope has flown. Very 
fanciful all this, no doub^ you will say; what has the weather 
to do with events in this busy world of ours? Nothing, of 
cous^e. Still, it had been a curious year; winter, summer, and 
now winter again ; but neither spring nor autumn. 

As Rose drew aside the curtain, humming a scrap of a song 
-at the same time, for she was always gay, and nothing could 
take it out of her, Adeline left the sofa where she had been 
lying, and sat down near the fire in any casy-chair of white 
dimity. 

“ Mamma,” she said, catching sight of Madame de Castella’s 
lifeless, sickly aspect, “ why do you not go out ? It is not rain¬ 
ing to-day, and the fresh air would do you good.” 

“ Oh, Adeline,” sighed the unhappy mother, “ nothing will 
do me good while I see you as you are.” 

“ Now, Madame de Castella! ” remonstrated Rose. “ You 
persist in taking a wrong view of things ! Adeline is getting 
4)etter and stronger every day.” 

True, in a degree. But would it last ? Perhaps Rose her¬ 
self, in her inmost heart, knew that it would not Madame de 
Castella rose abruptly, and quitted the room; and Rose gave 
a shrug to her pretty shoulders. There were times, as she 
privately confided to Mary Carr, when she cOuld have shaken 
Madame for her line of conduct She vented her anger just 
now on the-pillow behind Adeline’s back, knocking it unmerci¬ 
fully, under the plea of smoothing it to comfort 

“ I’m putting it straight for you, Adeline.” 

“ No matter, dear Rose. It will do very well Thank you 
. all the same.” 

“ I wish you’d taste this jelly; it’s delicious.” 

“ But I don’t care for it; I don’t care to eat,” was the apa- 
thetic^eply. 

“Shall I read to you?” asked Rose. 

“As you will, dear Rose; it seems all one to me. But 
thank you very much.” 

Thus had she been all along; thus she continued. Quiet, 
passive, gratefiil for their cares, but showing no interest in any 
earthly thing. No tidings whatever had been heard of Mr. St 
John sinde he left; what quarter of the known world hei might 
be in, whether or not he was aware of Adeline’s state, they 
could not conjecture. It' was assumed that he was in London; 
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Adeline, for one, never thought of doubting it. All this while, 
and not a single remembrance from him 1 

Rose went to the table, turned over the books collected 
there, and took up a volume of Tennyson. • 

“Not that,” said Adeline, quickly glancing up with a faint 
colour. “ Something else." 

No, not that He had given her the book, and been accusi 
tomed to read it to her. How could she bear to hear it read 
by another ? 

Rose tried again: Beranger. “ That won’t do,” she said. 
“ A pretty laugh you would have at my French accent! ” 

“ Your accent is not a bad one. Rose.” 

" It may pass in conversation. But to read poetry aloud in 

any language but one’s own, is- What’s this ? ” continued 

Rose, interrupting herself as she opened another volume; 
which she as quickly dropped again. It was Bulwer’s “Pil¬ 
grims of the Rhine.” 

“ That will do as well as another,” said Adeline. ^ 

“No,” shortly answered Rose, avoiding the book with a 
gesture that was half a shrug and half a shudder. Adeline 
stretched out her hand and drew her near, speaking in a low 
murmuring tone. 

“ You fear to remind me of myself. Rose, in telling of Ger¬ 
trude. Indeed, there is no analogy to be traced betwegn the 
cases,” she added, with bitter smile, “ save in the nature of 
the disease; and that we must both die. One might envy her 
fate.” 

“ I don’t like the book,” persisted Rose. 

“ I do,” said Adeline. “ One tale in it I could never be 
tired of. I forget its title, but it begins, ‘ The angels strung 
their harps in Heaven, and the-’ ” 

“I know,” interrupted Rose, rapidly turning over th&pages. 
“ Here it is. ‘The Soul in Purgatory ; or, Love stronger Uian 
Death.’ It is a tale of woman’s enduring love.” 

“ And its retvard” sighed Adeline. “ Read it It is very’ 
short” 

Rose began her reading. It was quite impossible to tell 
whether Adeline listened or not: she sat silent, in her chair, 
her hand over her face; and, when it was over, she remained 
in the same position, making no comment, till the nurse came 
in to give the medicine. • 

“I’m not wanted in there just now,” said she, with that 
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freedom pf manner which is so characteristic of the depen¬ 
dents in a French family, but which is never offensive, or even 
borders on disrespect; “ so I’ll sit here a bit.” 

“you can wheel the sofa nearer to the fire, nurse,” said 
Adeline. 

It was done, and Adeline lay down upon it. Rose began 
another tale, and read till dusk. 

“ Shall I stir the fire into a blaze, Adeline, and finish it now; 
or wait until candle-light ? ” 

There came no answer. Mary Carr stole forward and bent 
over Adeline. She had fallen asleep. Stay: not sleep; but 
into one of those restless, dreamy stupors akin to it. The 
thought had more than once crossed them—did that Odesque 
doctor, who chiefly saw to the medicine, put laudanum in it, 
and were these feverish wanderings the result ? The uncertain 
light of the wood fire played fitfully upon Adeline’s face, re¬ 
vealing its extreme beauty of feature and its deathly paleness. 
Rose closed her book; and Mary left Adeline’s sofa, and stood 
IDoking through the window on the dreary night. The nurse, 
who had dropped into a doze herself, soothed by the mono¬ 
tonous and incomprehensible tones of the foreign tongue, rose 
and went downstairs for some wood. 

Mary Carr had laid her finger with a warning gesture on 
Rose Darling’s arm, for sounds were heard from Adeline. 
Tumihg from the darkened window where they had been hold¬ 
ing a whispered colloquy, they held their breath to listen. 
Very distinct were the words in the silence of the room: 

“ Don’t -say it! don’t say it! ” murmured Adeline. “ I tell 
you there is no hope. He has been gone too long: one—two 
—three—four—do you think I have not counted the weeks ?— 
Why does he not corhe?—Why does he not write?—^What’s 
this ? My letters ? thrust back upon me with scorn and insult! 
—What is he whispering to Sarah Beauclerc? Oh, mercy! 
mercy 1 ” 

The, nurse re-entered the room, her arms laden with wood. 
By some mishap she let a log fall to the floor, and the noise 
aroused Adeline. Rose ran to the sofa, her eyes full of tears. 

“Oh, Adeline,” she sighed, leaning over her, “you should not 
take it so jjeavily to heart. If things were at an end between 
you and Mr. St. John, there was something noble rather than 
the contrary in his returning you your letters. Indeed, we have 
always seen him honourable in all he does. Another might 



THE SICK CHAMBER. 


311 

have kept them—have boasted of them—^have shown them to 
the world I only wish,” broke off Rose, going from Adeline’s 
affairs to her own, in the most unceremonious way, “ that J 
could get back all the love-letters I have written! AVhat a 
heap there’d be of. them ! ” * 

“ What do you mean ? ” demanded Adeline, sitting up on the 
sofa in her alarm. “Have I been saying anything in my 
sleep?” 

“Not much—only a few words,” said Mary Carr, stspping 
forward and speaking in a c.alm, soothing tone, a very contra.st 
to Rose’s excited one. “ But we can see how it is about Mr. 
St. John, Adeline. He left in ill-feeling, and the inward grief 
is killing you by inches. If your mind were at rest, time might 
restore you to health; but, as it is, you are giving yourself 
no chance of life.” 

“ There is no chance for me,” she answered; “ you know it. 
If I were happy as I once was, as I once thought I should be; 
if I were even married to Mr. St. John, there would be no 
chance of prolonged life for me; none.” • 

Mary Carr did know it; but she strove to soothe her still. 

“ I might have expected all that has happened to me,” smiled 
Adeline, trying to turn the subject to a jest, the first approach 
to voluntary smile or jest they had marked on her lips. “ Do 
you remember your words. Rose, on that notable first of 
January, my ball-night—that some ill-fate was inevitably in 
store for me?” 

“Rubbish!” said Rose. “I was an idiot, and a double 
idiot: and I don’t remember it.” 

But Rose did remember it, all too vividly. She remembered 
how Adeline had laughed in ridicule, had spumed her words, 
then; in her summer-tide of pridie and beauty. It was winter 
with her now! 

There could be no further erroneous opinions on the point 
Physically, she was dying of consumption, as a matter of course, 
and as the doctors said: but was she not just as much dnng 
of a broken heart ? The cruel pain was ever torturing her: 
though her lungs had been strong and healthy, it might have 
worked its work. 

I hardly know how to continue this portion of the history, 
and feel a great temptation to make a leap at once to its close. 
Who cares to read of the daily life of a sick-chamber ? 'Hiere 
is so little variation in it: there was eo little in hers. Adeline 
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better or worse; the visits of the doctors, and their opinions; 
a change’ in her medicine, pills for mixture, or mixture for pills; 

S pd ^ere you have about the whole history. Which medicine, 
y the way, was ordered by the English physician. A French 
one*never gives any. He would not prescribe one dose, where 
the English would choke you with five hundred. It is true. 
Pills, powders, mixture; mixture, powders, pills: five hundred 
•at the>,yery least, where a Frenchman would give none. Warm 
bathsj;^d fasting in abundance they order, but no medicine. 
They are uncommonly free with the lancet, however; with 
leeches; with anything else that draws blood. The first year 
Eleanor Seymour (if you have not forgotten her) was at school 
at Madame de Nino’s, an illness broke out amidst the pupils, 
and the school medical attendant was sent for. It was this 
very Dr. Dorr^, now attending Adeline de Castella. Five or 
six of the younger girls seemed heavy and feverish, and there 
were signs pf an eruption on the skin. Monsieur le docteur 
thought it would turn out to be measles or scarlatina, he could 
not yet pronounce which; and he ordered them to bed and to 
take a few quarts of eau sucree: he then sent for the rest of 
the<pupils one by one, and bled them all round.* “A simple 
measure of precaution,” he said to Madame. 

If this history of the sick-chamber is to be continued, we 
must borrow some extracts from the diary of Mary Carr. A 
good.thing she kept one: othenvise there would have been 
little record of this earlier period in the closing scenes of life. 

Meanwhile it may be as well to mention that a sort of wild 
wish—in its fervour it could be called little else—had taken 
hold of Adeline: she wanted to return to Belport. Every one 
at first opposed it. The cold would be greater in the seaport 
town than it was at Beaufoy; and the journey might do her 
harm. There appeared to be only one consideration in its 
favour; but that was a strong one: they would be on the spot 
with the doctors. She seemed to get better and stronger. 
Sigflifv de Castella came home and was astonished at the 
im]^ira|ement. Perhaps it'was what he had not looked for. 

Extract from the Diary of Mary Carr. 

Nov. 3h/.—^What can make her so anxious to return to Bel¬ 
port? She is growing feverish about iq and the Signor and 
* A fitet, in all its details. 
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Madame see that she is. Rose has been offering to ^t me a 
pair of gloves that it will end in our going. I hope it will. 
This house seems to be dedicated to illness. Madame d« 
Beaufoy does not improve, and one of the servants has taken 
gastric fever. 

Belport, Belport! It is the one wish of her existence; the 
theme of her daily prayer. Has she an idea that she may there 
be in the way of hearing of hm, perhaps of seeing him ? Or' 
is it that she would bid adieu to this place, hoping to bid adieu 
at the same time to its remembrances ? 

She is so much better! She comes downstairs now, dressed 
as she used to be, except the hair. It is braided under a pretty 
little lace cap: the French are such people for keeping the 
head warm ! Often on her shoulders she wears a light cash- 
mere shawl: the one she put on the night when she attempted 
to go away with Mr. St. John. “ I wonder if she thinks of it ? ” 

I said yesterday to Rose. “ What a donkey you ar#! ” was the 
complimentar}’ reply: “ as if she did not think of that miserable 
night and its mishaps continually! ” • 

We now know' that Mr. St. John is in London. In looking 
over the Times —which comes regularly to Madame de Beaufoy 
—I saw his name amidst a host of others, as having attended 
a "public meeting: Frederick St. John, Esq., of Castle Wafer. 

I put the paper into Adeline’s hand, pointing to the list, and 
then quitted the room. On my return to it the journal was 
lying on the table, and her face "was buried amidst the cushions 
of the armchair. 

Is this improvement to turn out a deceitful one ? It might 
not, but for the ever-restless, agitated mind. A calm without, 
a torrent within! The w-eakness is no longer apparent; the 
cough is nearly gone. But she is inert and indifferent as ever; 
buried within herself. This apparently languid apathy, this 
total indifference to life and its daily concerns, is set dofrn by 
her friends to bodily weakness j and so they let it remain un¬ 
checked and unaroused, and she indulges, unmolested, in all 
the bitter feelings of a breaking heart. ^ 

, (sth. —These last few fine days have afforded the pretext for 
complying with Adeline's wish, and here we are, once more, at 
Belport, she wonderfully improved. Still better, still better! 
for how long? Rose has resumed her wild gaiety of spirits, 
and says she will sing a Te Deum for having left the drcai^ old 
chiteau and its ghosts behind us. * 
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A bed has been placed on the hist-Soor for Adeline, in the 
back drawing-room. This is better; for she can now reach 
the front drawing-room, where we sit, without being exposed to 
the cold air of the staircase. And should she be confined to 
her' room at the last, as may be expected, it will be more con¬ 
venient for the servants; and indeed in all respects. 

7/A—Madame de Nino called to-day, bringing two of the 
•elder girls. Adeline asked them innumerable questions about 
the school, ,and seemed really awakened to interest Many 
other. friends have also called; compared with the gloomy 
solitude of the chateau, each day since our arrival has been 
like a levee. The doctors apparently see no impropriety in 
this, for they don’t forbid it J think Adeline is better for it: 
she has not the leisure to brood so entirely over the past 
She is still silent on the subject of hei. misery, never hinting at 
it. Mr. St John’s name is not mentioned by any one, and 
the scenes and events of the last six months might be a dream, 
for all the allusion ever made to them. Never was she s& 
heautiful as she is now; delicate and fragile of course, but that 
is a great charm in woman’s loveliness. Her features are more 
than ever conspicuous for their exquisite contour, her soft 
brown eyes are of a sweeter sadness, her cheeks glow with a 
transparent rose colour. Visitors look at her with astonish¬ 
ment, almost question the fact of her late dangerous illness, 
and say she is getting well. .But there is no exertion: listless 
and inanimate she sits, or lies, her •trembling, fevered hands 
holding one or other of the English journals—looking in them 
for a name that she never finds. 

Yesterday Rose was reading to her in a volume of Shelley, 
when a letter from England was brought in, its superscription 
in the handwriting of Sirs. Darling. Adeline looked up, eager 
and flushed, signing to Rose to open it Madame de Castella 
has stared in her ladylike way at this betrayed emotion when¬ 
ever letters come for Rose. We understand at: and Rose 
always reads them to her. The Darlings are in London, know 
people that Mr. St. John knows, and Adeline thinks there may 
be a chance that his name will be mentioned in these letters., 
“ The letter will keep,” said Rose, glancing cursorily into it; 
and she laid it down and resumed her book. 

“ I love, but I believe in love no more, 

1 fed desire, but hope noL Oh, from Sleep 
Most vainly mf st my weary brain implore 
Its long-lost flattery now ; I wake to weep, 
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And sit, the long day, pawing through the core 
Of my bitter heart- 

I looked up at her, involuntarily, it was so applicable; Rose 
also made a momentary stop, and her glance wandered .in 
the same direction. Adeline’s eyes met ours. It was 6ne 
of those awkward moments that will happen to all; and the 
flush on Adeline’s cheek deepened to crimson. It was very 
applicable: 


•'I wake to weep, 

And sit, the long day, gnawing tlirough the core 
Of my bitter heart." 

Alas! alas I 

Rose’s letter contained ill news of the Darling family. Her 
quick sight saw what it was, and she hastened to put the letter 
up, not caring to speak of it at once to Adeline. Really she is 
growing more cautious than she used to be! That f)Oor little 
child, the heir, in whose life was bound up so much of worldly 
prosperity, is dead: he died more than a week ago. Rose is > 
in aatate of what she is pleased to call “dumps.” Firstly, for 
the child’s own sake: she never saw him but once, this summer 
at Belport, but took a real liking for the little fellow; secondly, 
because Rose has orders to put herself into mourning. If Rose 
hates one thing in this world more than another, it is a black 
bonnet. • 

Adeline was standing by the fire to-day when the English 
physician came in. He was struck with the improvement in 
her looks. “You are cheating us all,” he said. “We shall 
have a wedding yet.” 

“ Or a funeral, doctor,” quietly answered Adeline. 

“ I speak as I think,” he seriously said. “ I do believe that 
now there is great hope of your recovery. If w? could but get 
you to the South! ” * 

“ Adeline,” I exclaimed, as the physician went out, and she 
and I were alone, “you heard what he said. Those words 
were worth a king’s ransom.” 

• “They were not worth a serfs,” was her reply. “I appre¬ 
ciate his motives. He imagines that the grave must of 
necessity be a bitter and terrible prospect, and is willing to 
cheer me with hopes, whether they prove true or false: as all 
doctors do ; it is in their trade. But he knows perfectly well 
that I must die.” 
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“ Hqw calmly you speak! One would think you eeveied the 
approach of death! ” 

“ Well—I don’t know that I regret it.” 

‘‘ Has life no longer a charm for you ? Oh, that you had 
never met Frederick St. John!” 

“ Don’t say so! He came to me in mercy.” 

A burst of tears succeeded to the words, startling me nearly 
out of my senses. 

“There! that’s your fault,” she cried, with a wretched 
attempt at gaiety. “ In talking of regret, you made me think 
of my dear papa and mamma. Their grief will be dreadful” 

“Oh, Adeline, don't try to turn it off in this way,” I 
stammered, not knowing what to say, and horribly vexed with 
myself. “ What do you mean—that he came to you in mercy 
with this wretchedness upon you, the crushed spirit, the break¬ 
ing heart ? I see what you go through day by day, night by 
night. Is there any cessation to the pain ? Is it not as one 
never-ending anguish ? ” 

Adeline was strangely excited; her eyes glistening, her 
cheeks a burning crimson, and her white, fragile, feverish hands 
fastening upon mine. 

“ It is all you say,” she whispered. “ And now he is with 
another! ” 

“ I can understand the misery tZ/at thought brings.” 

“'No, you can’t. If my heart were laid bare before you, and 
you saw the wretchedness there as if really is, it would appear 
to you all as the mania of one insane; and to him as to the 
rest.” 

“ And yet you say this has come to you in mercy 1 ’ 

“ It has—it has. I see it all now. How else should I have 
been reconciled to die? The germs of consumption must\ 
have been in me from the first,” she concluded, after a pause. 
“Yo’u schoolgirls used to teU me I inherited all the Eng¬ 
lish characteristics; and consumption, I suppose, made one of 
them.” 

gtA—Miss de Beaufoy is here for a ,day or two, and We 
had a quiet little soirde yesterday evening. Aunt Agnes, in the 
plentitude of her delight at the improvement visible in Adeline, 
limped down, poor lady, in a splendid canary-coloured silk 
gown, ail standing on end with richness. Who should come in 
unexpectedly after tea, but Monsieur le Comte le Coq de 
Monty! (I do love, aftef the fashion of the good Vicar of Wake- 
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field, to give that whole name— I, not Miss Carr), lousiness 
with the Sous-Prefet brought him to Belport He inquired very 
mal h propos, whether we had recently seen or heard of Mr. St 
John; and while we were opening our mouths, deliberating 
what to say, Ro.s.'i. always apt and ready, took upon herself 
evasively to ansv.'tv that he was in England, at Castle Wafer. 
Adeline’s face was turned away, but the rest of the family 
looked glum enough. De Monty, very unconsciously, but not 
the less out of time and tune, entered into a flowery oration 
in praise of Mr. St. John, saying he was the most attractive 
man he ever came in contact with; which, considering St. 
John is an Englishman, and de Monty French, was very great 
praise indeed. 

She looked so lovely this morning, as she sat in the great 
chair, that 1 could not forbear an exclamation. But it is all 
the same to her, admiration and indiflerence; nothing arouses 
her from that dreamy apathy. 

“Ours is a handsome family,” she answered. “See how 
good-looking papa is! I have inherited his features.” 

Not the slightest sign of gratified vanity as she spoke. All 
ifiat had passed away with Frederick St. John. 

That Signor de Castella was excessively handsome, I did not 
deny; but she was much more so. 

“The complexion makes a difference,” said Adeline, in 
answer. “Papa is pale; sallow you may term it, and in 
complexion I am like mamma. She owes hers, na doubt, to 
her English origin. You never saw a Frenchwoman with that 
marvellous complexion, at once brilliant and delicate.” 

I marvelled at her wondrous indifference. “You were 
formerly sufficiently conscious of your beauty, Adeline; you 
seem strangely callous to it now.” 

“ I have outlived many feelings that were once strong within 
me. Vanity now for »/«/” * 

“ Outlived ? It is a remarkable term for one of your age.” 

“ It is appropriate,” she rejoined, quickly. “ In the last few 
months I have aged years.” 

, “Can this be?” 

. “ You have read of hair turning grey in a single night,” she 
whispered; “ it was thus with my feelings. They Ijecame grey. 
1 was in a dream so blissful that the earth to me was as one 
universal paradise; and I awoke to reality. That awaking added 
the age of a whole life to my heart.” 
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“ I csjinot unaeistand this,” I said. And I really can’t 

“I hope you never will. Self-experience alone could en¬ 
lighten you, nothing else; not all the books and arguments in 
thf world.” 

“You allude to the time when Mr. St John went away in 
anger.” 

“Not so,” she murmured, scarcely above her breath. 
“ When I learnt that he loved another.” 

“ I think it is fallacy, that idea of yours, Adeline,” I said, 
determined to dispute it for her own sake. “How could he 
have cared for Sarah Beauclerc and for you at the same time? 
He could not love you both.” 

“ No, he could not,” she said, a vivid, painful flush rising to 
her cheeks. “ But he knew her first, and he is with her now. 
Can you draw no deduction ? ” 

“ We don’t know where he is,” I said. “ Was your sister 
good-looking, Adeline?” 

“ Maria was beautiful,” she replied. “ We were much alike, 

’ resembling papa in feature, and mamma in figure and com¬ 
plexion.” 

“ And she also died of consumption. What an insidious 
disease it is ! How it seems to cling to particular families ! ” 

“What is running in your head now, Mary? Maria died of 
scarlet fever. She was delicate as a child, and I believe they 
feared she might become consumptive. I don’t know what 
grounds they had to judge by: perhaps little other than her 
fragile lovelines.s.” 

“If consumption is fond of attacking great beauties, perhaps 
Rose will go off in one.” 

“ Rose! ” answered Adeline—and there was a smile on her 
lip—“ if Rose goes off in anything, it will be in a coach-and- 
four with white favours.” 

Ahd so the days pass on ] Adeline, I fear, not really better. 
To look at her, she is well—well, and ver/lovely j but so she 
was before. If they could but get her to the South! But with 
this winter weather it is impossible: the doctors say she would 
die on the road. If they had but taken advantage, while the 3 s 
might have done it, of the glorious summer weather I If!—if! 
—if! These “ ifs ” follow too many of us through life; as they 
may henceforth follow the Signor and Madame de Castella, 
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CHAPTER XXVIL 

THE LITTLE CHILD GONE. 

You have not failed to notice the one item of news in Miss 
Carr’s diary—the death of a little heir—or to recognize it for 
the young heir of Alnwick, 

Since quitting Belport, Mrs. Carleton St. John had pursued 
the same course of restless motion until within t\vo ©r three 
weeks of the final close. Whether she would have arrested her 
wandering steps then of her own accord, must be a question; 
but the sick-nurse, Mrs. Brayford, interfered. “You are taking 
away every chance for Iris life, madam,” she said, one day. “If 
you persist in dragging the child about, I must leave you, for I 
cannot stay to see it. It will surely prove fatal to him before 
his time.” 

A sharp cry escaped from Mrs. St, John as she listened.* 
The words seemed to tear the flimsy make-believe veil from 
her eyes: the end was very near: and who' knows how long 
she had felt the conviction ? They had halted this time at 
Ypres, a city of Belgium, or West Flanders, famous for its 
manufactures of cloths and serges. Handsome apartments 
were hastily procured, and George was moved into them. .Not 
very ill yet did the child* appear; only so terribly worn and 
weak. Mrs. St. John’s anguish, who shall tell of it? She 
loved this child, as you have seen, with a fierce, jealous love. 
He was the only being in the world who had filled every crevice 
of her proud and imjiassioned heart It was for his sake she 
had hated Benja; it was by Benja’s death—and she alone knew 
whether she had in any shape contributed to that death, or 
whether she was wholly innocent—that he had benefited. 
That some dread was upon her, apart from the child’s state, 
was evident—clinging to her like a nightmare. 

The disease took a suddenly decisive form the second day 
^after their settling down at Ypres, telling of danger, speaking 
'palpably of the end. He could not have been moved from 
Ypres now, had it been ever so much wished for. Mrs. St. 
John called in, one after another, the chief doctors of the town; 
she summoned over at a great expense two physicians from 
London; she sent an imperative mandate to Mr. Pym; and 
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not one of them saw the slightest chance of saving the boy’s 
life. She watched his fair face grow paler; his feverish limbs 
waste and become weaker. She never shed a tear. For days 
together she would be almost unnaturally calm; but once or 
twfce a burst of anguish had broken from her, fearful in itself, 
painful to witness. One of these paroxysms was yielded to in 
the presence of the child. Yielded to ? Poor thing ! perhaps 
she could not help it! Oeorge was frightened almost to death. 
She flung .herself about the large old foreign room as one 
insane, tearing her hair, and calling upon the child to live— 
to live. 

“ Mamma, don’t, don’t! ” panted the little lad, in his terror. 
“ Don’t be so sorry for me! I am going to heaven, to be with 
Benja.” 

At his first cry she had stopped and fallen on her knees 
beside him. Up again now; up again at the words, and 
darting about as if possessed by a demon, her hands to her 
temples. 

“ Oh, mamma, don’t frighten me,” shrieked the child. “ I 
shall be glad to go to Benja,” 

Cease, Georgy, cease! for every innocent word that you utter 
seems but renewed torture to your poor mother. Look at her, 
as she sinks down there on the floor, and groans aloud in her 
sharp agony. 

It was on the day of this outbreak, an hour or two after it, 
that Mr. Pym arrived. The good man, utterly innocent of 
French, and not accustomed to foreign travel—or indeed to 
much travelling of any sort, for he was quite a fixture at 
Alnwick—had contrived to reach Yprcs some two days later 
than he should have done; having been taken off, perplexity 
alone knew whither. In the first place, he had called the town 
“ Wypers .whichwas not the surest way of getting to Ypres. 
However, here he was at last, a little ruffled certainly, and con¬ 
fused in mind, but on the whole thankful that he was found, 
and not lost for good. 

George was lying on some pillows when the surgeon entered; 
a very wan, white, feeble George indeed—a skeleton of a, 
George. But he held out his little transparent hand, with a 
glad smile of welcome at the home-face. 

“I’ve not forgotten you!” he panted, his poor breath very 
short and laboured now. “Mamma said you were coming; 
she thought you’d cometyesterday.” 
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“Ay, so did I. But I—lost my way, Georgy.” 

Mr. Pym drew a chair close to the boy, and sat looking at 
him. Perhaps he was thinking that in all his practice he had 
rarely seen a child’s frame so completely worn. But a few days 
of life were left in it; perhaps not that. The blue eyes, large 
and lustrous, were cast up at the surgeon’s face; the hot fragile 
hand lay passively in the strong firm palm. 

“ Did you see Benja’s pony ? ” • ' 

“ Benja’s pony ! ” mechanically repeated the doctor, whoso 
thoughts were far away from ponies. “ I think it is still in the 
stable at Alnwick.” 

“I was to ride it when I went home. Prance said so. 
Grandmamma said so. I wanted to go home to ride it; and 
to see Brave j but I’m not going now.” 

“Not just yet,” said the surgeon. “You are not strong 
enough, are you, Georgy ? How is mamma? ” 

“ I’ll tell Mrs. St. John that you are here, sir! ” interposed a 
respectable-looking woman, rising from a chair at the other end 
of the large room. * 

It startled Mr. Pym. He had not observed that any one 
was present. She went out and closed the door. 

“ Who was that, George ? ” 

“ It’s Mrs. Brayford ! ” 

“Oh, ay; Nurse Brayford. I heard of her from Mrs. 
Darling.” * 

“ Mamma won’t let hfcr be called nurse. She said I did 
not want a nurse. We call her .Brayford. Have you seen 
Benja?” continued the lad, speaking better, now that the 
excitement arising from the doctor’s entrance had subsided; 
but with the last words his voice insensibly dropped to a low 
tone. 

“ Seen Benja! ” echoed Mr. Pym, in his surprise. “ 9° you 
mean Benja’s tomb ? It is a very nice one: on rather too large 
a scale, though, for my taste, considering his age.” 

“No,” said George; “I mean Benja.” 

“ Why, child, how could I see Benja ? He is gone away 
from our eyes; he is safe in heaven.” 

“ Mamma sees him.” 

“ Oh no, she does not,” said Mr. Pym, after a slight pause. 

“ But she does,” persisted Georgy. “ She sees him in the 
night, and she lays hold of me and hides her face. She sees 
the lighted church; it blazes up sometimes." 

St. Mutin's Eve. 21 
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There jvas a curious look of speculation in Mr. Pym’s eyes 
as he gazed at the unconscious speaker. “ Mamma dreams,” 
he said; “ as we all do. Do you remember my old horse Bob, 
Geo^ ? Well, he died this summer, poor fellow, of old age. 
I dream of him some nights, Georgy; I think he’s carrying me 
along the road at a sharp trot.” 

Georgy’s imaginative young mind, quickened by bodily 
weakness, took hold of the words with interest. “ Do you see 
his saddle and bridle, Mr. Pym ? ” 

“ His saddle, and bridle, and stirrups, and all; and his old 
mane and tail. They had grown so grey, Georgy. He was a 
faithful, hard-working servant to me: I shall never have his 
like again.” 

“ Have you got another horse ? Is his name Bob ? ” 

“ I have another, and his name’s Jack. He’s not a second 
Bob, Georgy. When he has to stand bcfc re people’s doors in 
my gig, he gets impatient and begins to dance. One day when 
I was on him, he tried to throw me, and wt had a fight for the 
mastery: another day, when I wanted him to turn down Bell- 
yard, he wished to walk into the brush-shop, and we had 
another fight.” 

Georgy laughed, with all the little strength left in him. “ I 
wouldn’t keep him. Benja’s pony never did .all that” 

“Well, you see, Georgy, I am trying to train him into 
better ways; that’s why I keep him. But he’s a naughty 
Jack.” 

“ Why shouldn’t you have Benja’s pony ? I’m sure mamma 
would give it you: she says she doesn’t care what becomes of 
anything left at Alnwick. It was for me; but I’m not going 
back now; I’m going to heaven.” 

“ Ah, my little generous lad, Benja’s pony would not carry 
me; I’m heavier than you and Bcnja. And what about the 
Frencfe tongue, Georgy ? Are you picking it up ? ” 

“It’s not French tliey talk here,” said Georgy; “it’s 
Flemish. We have two Flemish servants, and you should hear 
them jabbering.” 

■ Mr. Pym stroked back the child’s flaxen hair: to his touch it 
felt damp and dead. In mind, in sp^h, he seemed to have 
advanced quite three years, though it Wts not yet a twelvemonth 
since he quitted Alnwick. 

The door opened, and Mrs. St. John came into the room. 
Kot die anguished excifed woman who had gone into that 
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insane paroxysm ap hour or two before; but a cold high-bred 
gentlewoman, whose calm exterior and apparently impassive 
feelings were entirely under self-control. Her dark hair, 
luxuriant as ever, was elaborately dressed, and her black silk 
gown was of rich material and the most fashionable make 

“ I have been expecting you these two days,” she said as she 
advanced. “ I thought this morning you must have given up 
all intention of coming, and I looked for a letter instead.” 

“Ah,” said Mr. Pym, holding out his hand to her, “I got 
lost, as I have been telling Georgy. Never was abroad before 
in my life : never got puzzled by any language but once, and 
that was in Wales.” 

She heard nothing in the sentence except the one word, 
“ Georgy.” 

“,How do you think he is looking, Mr. Pym ? ” 

“Well—there might be more flesh upon his bones,” was all 
the surgeon answered, his tone bordering upon jocularity rather 
than dismay. Doubtless he knew what he was about. 

“ I thought, if any one could do him good, it was you,” said 
Mrs. St. John. “The doctors here say they cannot; the phy¬ 
sicians I had over from London said they could not, and went 
back again: and then I sent for you.” 

“ Ah, yes,” answered Mr. Pym, in an unmeaning tone. “ I’m 
glad to see my little friend again. Georgy and I always got on 
well together, except on the score of physic. Do you remember 
those powders, Georgy, thsft you and 1 used to hav6 a battle 
over ? ” 

“ Don’t I!” answered Georgy. “ But you won—you made 
me take them.” 

The surgeon laughed. 

•‘Can you give him some powders now?” asked Mrs. St. 
John; and there was nothing of eagerness in her voice and 
manner, only in her glittering eyes. * 

“ Pm not sure that it is exactly powders he requires now,” 
was the answer, spoken in evasion. “ We’ll see.” 

Mrs. St. John walked to the distant window and stood there. 
Cor a moment her face was pressed against its cold glass, as 
one whose brow is in pain; the next, she stood up—tall, 
haughty, commanding; not a symptom of care upon her hand¬ 
some face, not a shade, of sorrow in her resolute eye. It is very 
probable that this enforced self-control, persisted in as long as 
Mr. Pym was at Ypres, cost her more dian even be dreamt of. 
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Tursing her head, she beckoned to the surgeon. Mr. Pym, 
waiting only to cover George with the silken coverlet, for the 
boy had settled down on his pillow exhausted, and seemed 
inclined to sleep, approached her. The house on this side 
faced the green fields; there was no noise, no bustle; all that 
was on the other side. A quaint old Flemish tower-and clock, 
from which the hands were gone, stared them in the face at a 
field’s distance: the Flemish cook had tried to make Prance 
understand that it was about to be taken down, when that 
fastidious lady’s-maid protested against its ugliness. 

“ I have sent for you for two purposes, Mr. Pym,” began 
Mrs, St. John, taking a seat, and motioning the surgeon to 
another, both of them beyond the reach of George’s ears. “ The 
medical men I have called in to him, say, or intimate, that he 
cannot live; they left one by one, all saying it. The two w'ho 
attend him regularly were here this morning. I saw them go 
out whispering, and I know they were saying it, I have sent 
for you to confirm or dispute this: you know what is the con¬ 
stitution of the St Johns, and are acquainted with his. Must 
George die ? ” 

Not a sign of emotion was there about her. Could this be 
the same woman whose excitement for months had been a 
world’s w'onder, whose anguish, when uncontrolled, had been 
a terror to her servants? She sat with an impassive face, her 
tortes measured, her voice cold and calm. One very small sign 
of restlessness there was, and it lay in her fingers. A thin 
cambric handkerchief was between them, and she was stealthily 
pulling at one of its comers; when the interview was over, 
the fine texture of threads had given way, leaving a broad hole 
there. 

Mr. Pym knew that the child must die: it had required but 
one moment’s glance to see that the angel of death was already 
on ftie wing j but to say this to Mrs. St. John might be neither 
kind nor expedient. He w'as beginning some evasive reply, 
when she stopped him peremptorily. 

“ I sent for you to know the truth, and you must tell it me. 
Must George die?” 

That she was in no mood to be trifled with, the surgeon saw.. 
To attempt it might not be wise. Besides, the signs on George’s 
face were such this (^y, that she must see what the truth was 
as clearly as he saw it. 
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“ That is not a decisive answer yet. Carit you give Ae one ? 
—you have come far enough to do it. Will he die ? ” 

‘‘ I fear he will.” 

“ He has gone too fat to recover ? He will shortly— r- ” 
A momentary pause, but she recovered instantly. “ A few 
hours will see the end ? ” 

“ I do not say that. A few days will no doubt see it.” 

Mrs. St. John looked across at the handless clock, as if ask¬ 
ing why it did not go on. The surgeon glanced itt her face, 
and was thankful for its composure. She resumed; 

“Then the other motive with which I sent for you need 
scarcely be entered upon. It was, that you, who have watched 
him from his birtli, might perhaps suggest some cure that the 
others could not.” 

“ Some mode of treatment, I dare say you mean, Mrs. St. 
John. No, I fear nothing would have been effectual. I could 
not save his father; there is no probability that I could have 
saved him.” 

“Why is it that the St. Johns of Alnwick die in this way?” * 
she returned, her voice taking a passionate tone. 

“ Nay,” returned Mr. Pym, soothingly, “ none may question 
the will of God. It is not given to us always to discern causes: 
we see here through a glass darkly. Of one thing we may ever 
rest assured, Mrs. St. John—that at the Great Final clearance 
we shall see how merciful God has been, how all happened for 
the best.” 

“ Is he dying of the same wasting disease that his father died 
of?” she resumed after a pause. “Or of—of—of what he took 
the evening of the birthday dinner?” 

“What did he take the evening of the birthday dinner?” 
returned Mr. Pym, asking the question in surprise. “ He took 
nothing then, that I know of.” , 

“ He took a fright—if nothing else. / have never under¬ 
stood what it was that ailed him.” 

“ Pooh ! A momentary childish fright, and a fit of indiges¬ 
tion,” said the surgeon, lightly. “ They are not things to injure 
j^boy permanently.” 

“He has never been well since,” she said, in low tones. 

“ Never for an hour.” 

“The disease must have been stealing upon him then, I 
suppose, and the little derangement to the system that night 
brought out its first symptoms.” obsefted Mr, Pym. “Who 
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knows but he might have caught it from his father during the 
latter’s illness?” 

“You think, then, that nothing could have saved him?” 

V I think it could not. Where there is a strong tendency to 
hereditary disease, it is sure to show itself.” 

“And—I have not taken him about too much? It has not 
injured him?” 

“ I hope not,” cheerfully replied Mr. Pym. Where was the 
use of his Saying it had, whatever his opinion might be ? 

She had her finger right up through the hole in the hand¬ 
kerchief now, and was looking at it—at the finger, not the hole. 
Mr. Pym watched every turn of her features, seeming to keep 
his eyes quite the other way. 

“ What right had George St. John to marry ? ” she suddenly 
cried. “ If people know themselves liable to any disease that 
cuts off life, they should keep single; and so let the curse die 
out” 

“Ay, if people would! Some have married who had a less 
right to do so than George St John.” 

The remark seemed to have escaped him unwittingly. Mrs. 
St John turned her eyes upon him, and he hastened to resume: 

“No blame could attach to your husband for marrying,Mrs. 
St. John. When he did so, he was, to all appearance, a hale, 
hedthy man.” 

“ He njight have suspected that the waste would come upon 
him. It had killed the St Johns of Alnwick who had gone 
before him.” 

“ It had killed one or two of them. But how was George 
St John to know that it would attack him? He might have 
inherited his mother’s constitution: hers was a sound one.” 

“And why—and why—could not Georgy inherit mine?” 

The pauses were evidently made to recall calmness, to 
subdue the rebellious breath, which was shortening. A very 
peculiar expression momentarily crossed the‘surgeon’s face. 

“ All is for the best, Mrs. St John. Jiely upon it,” 

A little feeble voice was calling out for mamma, and Mr. 
Pym hastily quitted his seat at the sound. Any one might 
have said he was glad of the interruption. The child’s sweet 
blue eyes were raised as the surgeon bent over him, and his 
wan tips parted with a smile. 

“ Best as it is; oh, thank God, best as it is! ” he murmured 
to himself, as he gentfy drew the once pretty curls from the 
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white and wasted brow, and sufifered his hand to rest there. 
“ A short time, and then—one of God’s angels. Here, had he 
lived—^better not think of it. All’s for the best.” 

The surgeon remained twenty-four hours at Ypres, and Jhen 
took his departure. Not once, during all that time, was Mrs. 
St. John off her guard, or did she lose her self-possession. 

The hour came for the child to die, and he was laid in his. 
little grave in Belgium. For a day or two, Mrs. St. John was 
almost unnaturally calm, but the second night, at midnight, her 
cries of despair aroused the house, and a violent scene came on. 
Prance shut herself up in the room with her, and silence at 
length supervened. So far as Mrs. Brayford could make out 
—but that was not very much, through France’s jealous care— 
the unhappy lady laboured under some perpetual terror—fancy¬ 
ing she saw a vision of Benja coming towards her with a lighted 
church. These paroxysms occurred almost nightly: and Mrs. 
St. John grew into a terribly nervous state from the very dread 
of them. She sometimes drank a quantity of brandy, to the 
dismay of Prance: not, poor thing, from love of it, but as an* 
opiate. 

What would be her career now ? It would seem that the old 
restlessness, the hurrying about from place to place, would form 
a feature in it. No sooner were the child’s remains removed 
from her sight, than the eagerness for change came on. It had 
been thought by all around her that George would have been 
taken to Alnwick, to be iifterred with his forefathers! but it had 
not pleased Mrs. St. John to give orders to that effect. Indeed, 
she gave no orders at all; and but for Prance, the tidings had 
not been conveyed even to Mrs. Darling. The blow fallen, 
all else in the world seemed a blank to the bereaved mother. 
Apart from the child’s personal loss, his.' death took from her 
state and station; and she was not one to disregard {hose 
benefits. That the boy had been more precious to her than 
heaven, was unhappily too true; and all else had.died with 
him. If she had indeed 'any sin upon her conscience con¬ 
nected with that fatal night, what terrible retribution must now 
Jiave been hers. Were Benja living, she would still be in the 
enjoyment of wealth, pride, power; would still be reigning at 
the once much-coveted Hall of Alnnick, its sole mistress. With 
the death of the children, all had gone from her. No human 
care or skill could have saved the life of her own son; but 
Benja ?—Heaven did not call him. • 
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It seaBied that the ill-fated boy’s image was rarely absent 
from her. Not the burning figure, flying about and screaming 
(as there could be no reasonable doubt he did fly about and 
scr^m), but the happy, child, marching to and fro in the room, 
all pleased ndth his pretty toy, the lighted church. After 
George’s death, when grief was telling upon her system and 
calling forth all of nervousness inherent in it, she hardly dared' 
to be alone in the dark, lest the sight should appear to her; 
she dreaded the waking up at night, and Prance’s bed was 
removed into her room. A little time to renew her strength 
of body, and these nervous fancies would subside; but mean¬ 
while tiiere was one great comprehciisive dread upon her—the 
anniversary of the fatal day, the roth of November,—St Martin’s, 
Eve. It was close at hand,—the intervening hours were slipping 
past with giant strides; and she asked herself how she should 
support its remembrances. “ Oh, that he had lived! that he 
were at my side now! that I could give to him the love I did 
not give him in life! ” she murmured, alluding to poor Benja. 

From Ypres she hastened away to Lille, and there spent a 
day or two; but she thought she would go back to England. 
That renowned saint’s vigil was dawning now, for this was the 
ninth. Should she spend the tenth in travelling?—or remain 
where she was, at rest, until the eleventh? At m//—while 
this state of mind was upon her ? It were mockery to call it 
so. ‘ Rather let her whirl over the earth night and day, as the 
fierce raveh whirled over the waters on being set loose fi:om.the 
Ark; but not again let her hope for rest! 

The tenth day came in, and she was to all appearance calm. 
But a fit of restlessness came upon her in the course of the 
morning, and she gave orders to depart at once for a certain 
town on the coast—a town belonging to France now, but whose 
population still cling to their Flemish tongue. A steamer was 
about to leave the port of this town for London that night, and 
the sudden idea had taken her that she would go by it—to the 
intense indignation of Prance, who had never in all her life 
heard of civilized beings crossing the Channel except by the 
short passage. , 

They quitted Lille, and arrived at the town about four in the 
afternoon, putting up at the large hotel. Mrs. Brayford was 
still in her train: her services had been useful during the 
recent excited state of Mrs. St. John; but she was not to attend 
her to England, and here thby would part company. 
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“Will Madame dine in her salon, or at the table-d,’h 6 te?” 
inquired the head-waiter of the man-servant, in sufficiently plain 
English. 

“ At the table-d’hdte, no doubt,” was the man’s reply, speaking 
in accordance with his own opinion, “ Madame has lost ‘her 
two children, and is in low spirits, not caring to be much alone. 
To-day is the anniversary of the eldest’s death.” 

“ Tiens! ” returned the w'aiter. “ To-day is the eve of St • 
Martin. All the children in the town will be gay to-night.” 

“ Yes, it’s the eve of St Martin,” .assented tire servant, paying 
no attention to the other remark, and not in the least under¬ 
standing it 

The domestic proved correct in his surmises. At five o’clock, 
when the bell rang for table-d’hote, Mrs. Carleton St John 
entered the dining-room. Very few were present; all gentle¬ 
men, except herself, and mostly pensionnaires; the hotels on 
the coast are empty at that season. The dinner was excellent, 
but it did not last long; and the gentlemen, one by one, folded 
their large serviettes, and quitted the room. • 

She was seated facing the mantelpiece, its clock in front of 
her. The hands were approaching six—the very hour when, 
twelve months before, while she sat in her dining-room at 
Alnwick, Benja was on fire with none near to rescue him. 
Nervousness tells in various ways upon the human frame, and 
it seemed to Mrs. St. John that the striking of the hour would 
be her own knell. Every symptom of one of those frightful 
paroxysms was stealing over her, and she dreaded it with an 
awful dread. As long as the rest of the dinner-guests were 
present, endurance was pojsible, though her brain had throbbed, 
her hands had trembled. But they w’ere gone, those gentle¬ 
men. They had gazed on her beauty as she sat before them, 
and wondered that one so young could be so wan and careworn. 
A choking sensation oppressed her; her throat seemed W swell 
with it; and that sure minute-hand grew nearer and nearer. 
Invalids have strange fancies; and this poor woman wats an 
invalid both in body and mind. 

The agitation increased. She glanced round the large space 
of the darkened room—for the waiter, as was his custom, had 
put out the side-lamps now that dinner was over—almost 
believing that she should see Benja. The hands were all-but 
pointing to the hour; the silence was growing horrible, and 
she suddenly addressed an obsert'stion to the waiter at'fte 
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sidebo^d behind her; anything to break it There was no 
answer. Mrs. Carleton St John turned sharply round, and 
became aware that the man had gone out j that she was alone 
in that dreary room. Alone ! The nervous climax had come; 
and with a cry of horror, she flew out at the door, and up the 
broad lighted staircase. 

What is it that comes over us in these moments of super¬ 
stitious fear? Surely we have all experienced this sensation: 
ay, even we who pride ourselves upon our clear consciences— 
the dread of looking behind us. Yet look we must, and do. 
The unhappy lady had only taken a few steps up the stairs, 
when she turned her head in the impulse of desperation, and 
there— there —at the foot of the stairs, as if he had but stepped 
in through the open doors of the courtyard, stood the indis¬ 
tinct form of a boy, bearing a lighted church; the very fac¬ 
simile of the one that other boy had borne on his birthday 
night, while a dull, wild, unearthly sound, apparently proceed¬ 
ing from him, smote upon her ear. 

She knew not how she got up the stairs, how she burst into 
her chamber in the long corridor. Prance ought to have been 
there; but Prance was not: there was only the wood-fire in 
the grate; the two wax lights on the mantelpiece. 

And at the same moment she became conscious of hearing 
a strange noise; the wildest sounds that ever struck on the ear 
of man. They seemed to come from the street; the very air 
resounded with them; louder and louder they grew; loud 
enough to make a deaf man hear, to strike the most equable 
mind with a vague sense of momentary terror. The same 
basilisk impulse that had caused hef to glance round on the 
staircase, drew her now to the window. She dashed it open 
and leaned out—perhaps for company in her desperate lone¬ 
liness, poor thing 1 But—what was it she beheld ? 

In sill parts of the street, in every comer of it, distant, near, 
nearer, pouring into it from all directions, as if Ihey were making 
for .the hotel, as if they were making for her, flocking into it in 
crowds,—from the Place Jean Bart, from the Rue de I’Eglise, 
from the Rue Nationale, front the Rue David-d’Angers, from 
the Place Napoleon,—came shoals upon shoals of lighted 
churches, toys, similar to the one she had just seen below, to 
the one carried by that unfortunate child a year ago, at Alnwick. 
Of all sizes, of all forms, of various degrees of clearness and 
light, a few were red and a few were green, came on these 
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conspicuous things: paper models of cottages, of houses, of 
towers, of lanterns, of castles, and many models of churches; 
on, on they pressed; accompanied by the horrible din of these 
hollow and unearthly sounds. With an awful cry, that was 
lost in the depths of the room—what could be heard arilidst 
that discordant babel ?—Mrs. St John turned to fly, and fell 
to the floor in convulsions. She had only imagined that she 
saw Benja in those previous nervous dreams of hers: now it 
seemed that the dream had passed into reality, and these were 
a thousand Benjas, in flesh and blood, come to mock at her. 

And where was Prance ? Her mistress had said to her on 
going down to dinner, “ Wait for me in my room ; ” but Prance 
for once neglected to observe the mandate. For one thing, 
she had not supposed dinner would be over so soon. Prance 
was only in the next chamber; perfectly absorbed, both she 
and Mrs. Brayford, in this strange sight, which was all real; 
not supernatural, as perhaps poor Mrs. St. John had been 
thinking. They stood at the window both of them, their necks 
stretched out as far as they could stretch, gazing with amazed 
eyes at all this light and dia Nothing of the supernatural did 
it bear for them: they saw the scene as it was, but wondered 
at its cause and meaning. It was a wonderfully novel and 
pretty sight, though the two women kept petulantly stop[)ing 
their ears and laughing at the din. The lighted toys, lanterns, 
churches, or whatever you please to call them, were chiefly 
composed of pai>er, the frames of sjjlintcrs of wood; a few 
were of glass. They were borne aloft on long sticks or poles, 
chiefly by children; but it seemed as if the whole population 
had turned out to escort them j as indeed it had. The Flemish 
maids, in their white caps, carried these toys as well as the 
children, all in a state of broad delight, except when one of 
the lanterns took fire and was extinguished for evermore. It 
was a calm night: it generally is so, the inhabitants of that 
town win tell you, on St. Martin’s Eve. The uproar proceeded 
from horns: cows’ horns,-clay horns, bra-ss horns, any horns; 
one of which every lad under twenty held to his lips, blowing 
with all his might. Prance, who rarely exhibited curiosity 
about any earthly thing, was curious as to this, and sought for 
an explanation amidst the servants of the hotel. The following 
was the substance of it— 

When the saint, Martin, was on earth in the flesh, sojourning 
in this French-Flemish town, his ass^as lost one dark night on 
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the nei|hbouring downs. The holy man Vas in despair, and 
called upon the inhabitants to aid him in his search. The 
whole population responded with a will, and turned out with 
horns and lanterns, a dense fog prevailing at the time. Tradi¬ 
tion says their efforts were successful, and the lost beast was 
restored to its owner. Hence commenced this annual custom, 
and most religiously has it been observed ever since. On 
•St. Martin’s Eve and St. Martin’s Night, the loth and nth of 
November, as soon as darkness comes on, the principal streets 
of the town are perambulated by crowds carrying their horns 
and lanterns. It is looked upon almost as a religious fSte, and 
is sanctioned by the authorities. Police keep the streets clear; 
carriages, carts, and horses are not allowed to pass during the 
two or three hours that it prevails; and, in short, every con¬ 
sideration gives way to the horns and lanterns on St. Martin’s 
Eve and Night. 

It was a strange coincidence that had taken thither Mrs. St. 
John ; one of those inexplicable things that we cannot explain, 
only wonder at. The women, their number augmented by two 
of the Flemish maid-servants, remained at the window, enduring 
the din, admiring some particularly tasty church or castle; 
laughing at others that took fire, to the intense irritation of 
their bearers. In the midst of this, Prance suddenly bethought 
herself of her mistress, and hastened into the adjoining room. 

A sharp cry from Prance summoned Nurse Brayford. Their 
lady "was lying on the floor, to all appearance insensible. 


CHAPTER XXVIII. 

MRS. BRAYFORD’s BELIEF. 

f- 

The deceitful improvement in the state of Adeline de Castella 
still continued. Herself alone (and perhaps the medical 
faculty) saw it for what it was—a temporary flickering up of 
the life-flame before going out. Now and then she would 
drop a word which betrayed her own convictions, and they did * 
not like to hear it. 

Rose had put on her mourning, as slight as was consistent 
with any sort of decency; but she heard few particulars of the 
last days of th? little heir, except that he die^ at Vpres, an^ 
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was buried there. “ Ypres! of all the places in the world ! ” 
ejaculated Rose, in astonishment. Mrs. Sl John had gone to 
England, but not to Alnwick. Alnwick had passed into the 
hands of the other branch—the St. Johns of Castle Wafer. 

“ What a miserable succession of misfortunes! ” mused I^osc, 
one day, upon reading a letter from her mother. “All Char¬ 
lotte’s grandeur gone from her! First her husband, then the 
little stepson, next her own boy, and now Alnwick.” 

“ Has she nothing left ? ” asked Adeline. “ No fortune ? ” 

“Just a pittance, I suppose,” rejoined Rose. “About as 
adequate a sum to keep up the state suited to the widow of 
George St. John of Alnwick, as five pounds a year would be to 
find me in bonnets. There was something said about George 
St. John’s not being able to make a settlement at the time of 
the marriage. Most of his money had come to him through 
his first wife, and his large fortune in prospective has not yet 
fallen in.” 

“Will it fall to your sister? ” 

“ Not now. It passes on to Isaac St. John. How riclf 
he’ll be, that man ! ” 

Adeline was looking so well.^ She sat at the table, writing a 
note to one of the girls at Madaflie de Nino’s. Her dress was 
of purple silk; its open lace cuffs, of delicate texture, shading 
her WTists; its white collar, of tjie same, falling back from her 
ivory throat. And the face was so lovely still! with its deKcatc 
bloom, and its rich dark tyes. Madame de Castella came in. 

“ Adeline, that English nurse is downstairs—the one who 
nursed you in the spring,” she said. “ Would you like to see 
her ? ” 

“ What, Nurse Brayford ! ” exclaimed Rose, starting up. ** / 
should like to see her. I shall hear about little Georgy St. 
John.” 

“ Stay a minute. Rose,” said Madame de Castella, layiflg her 
hand upon the impulsive girl. “ Adeline, this person is very 
skilful; her judicious treatment did you a great deal of good 
in the spring. I feel inclined to ask her to come here now for 
, a week.” 

Adeline looked up from her writing, the faint colour in her 
cheeks becoming a shade brighter. 

“ Surely, mamma, you do not think I require two nurses 1 
It has seemed to me of late that the one already here is 
superfluous.” 
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“ My<iear child! don’t suppose I wish her to come here as 
a nurse. Only for a few days, my child! it would be the 
greatest satisfaction to me. I’ll say a word of explanation to 
the garde” added Madame, “or we shall make her jealous. 
These nurses can be very disagreeable in a house, if put out.” 

She rang the bell as she spoke, and Rose made her escape, 
finding Mrs. Brayford in one of the downstairs rooms. Rose, 
’a very Eve of curiosity, liking to know every one’s business, 
whether it concerned her or not, as her mother did before her, 
poured out question, upon question. . Mrs. Brayford, not having 
the slightest objection to answer, told all she knew. Rose was 
rather indignant upon one point: why had they left the poor 
little fellow at Ypres ? Why was he not taken to Alnwick ? 
The nurse could not tell: Prance had been surprised too. She 
supposed Mrs. St. John was too much absorbed by grief to 
think of it.” 

“Does Charlotte—does Mrs. St. John feel it very much?” 
asked Rose. 

■ “ Oh, miss 1 my firm belief is, that ”—the woman stopped, 
glanced over her shoulder to see that they were alone, and 
lowered her voice to a whisper—“ the sorrow has turned her 
brain.” 

“ Nonsense! ” uttered Rose, after a pause. “ You don’t 
mean it!” 

“It’s the truth. Miss Darling, I’m afraid. She was always 
having visions of—did you know, miss, that the eldest little 
boy died through an accident, a paper church taking fire that 
his nursemaid had left him alone with ? ” 

“ Of course I know it,” replied Rose. “ That nursemaid 
ought to have been transported for life! ” 

“ Well, miss, poor Mrs. St. John used to fancy that she saw 
the boy with his lighted church. I heard of this first firom 
little George j but after his death she was worse* and I wit¬ 
nessed one of these attacks myself. She seemed to have an 
awful dread of the vision. If brain’s not affected, my 
name’s not Nancy Brayford.”. 

I never heard of such a Aing,” cried Rose. “ Fancies she 
sees- Oh, it can’t be.” 

“ It ts, miss. I’ve not time to tell you now, excepting just 
the heads, but we had such a curious thing happen. At the 
last place we stopped at, where Mrs. &. John went to take the 
steamer direct for London, there was a street show at night* 
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consisting of these veiy churches and lanterns, all lighted up 
and carried about on poles. It’s their way of keeping St. 
Martin’s Eve; and I don’t say it wasn’t pretty enough, but of 
all the noises ever heard, which was caused by about a thousand 
horns, all being blowed together, that was the worst. We 
found Mrs. St. John on the floor in her room in a sort of fit; 
and when she came to, she said the wildest things—about 
having, or not having, we couldn’t make it out, set fire herself 
to the child. She was aS mad that night. Miss Darling, as 
anybody ever was. The sight of the lighted things hpd put 
the finishing touch to her brain.” 

•Rose hardly knew whether to recoil in fear, or to laugh in 
derision. The tale sounded very strange to her ear. 

“Prance was frightened, for once,” went on the woman, 
“ and it’s not a little that can frighten her —as perhaps you 
know, miss. She telegraphed to Mrs. Darling, and we got 
Mrs. St. John on board the London boat—which was starting 
at three in the morning. She was calm then, from exhaustion, 
and seemingly sensible. Prance brought her up one or two 
of the lanterns and a horn to show her that they were real 
things and quite harmless.” 

“ She is very well, now,” said Rose. “ I had a letter from 
mamma this morning; and she says how glad she is that 
Charlotte is recovering her spirits.” 

“ Ah, well, miss, I’m rejoiced to hear it,” was the answer,*its 
tone one of unmistakable disbelief. “I hope she’ll’keep sa 
But that she was mad in the brain then, I could take my 
affidavit upon. Bless you, miss, I’ve seen a great deal of it: 
the notions that some sick people take up passes belief. I’ve 
known ’em fancy themselves murderers and many other things 
that’s bad,—delicate ladies, too, who had never done a wrong 
thing in their lives.” 

“ My sister was always so very calm.” 

“And so she was throughout, except at odd moments} 
quite unnaturally calm. She—but I’ll tell you more about it 
another opportunity. Miss Darling,” broke off the woman, as 
^adame de Castella entered the room. “ It’s no disparage¬ 
ment to the poor young lady—and she is young f sick folks are 
not accountable for the freaks their minds take.” 

Rose returned a slighting answer, as if the words had made 
Htde impression on her. But as the hours went on, she some¬ 
how could not get rid of their remembrance; they seemed to 
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grow deeper and deeper. What a horrible thing if the woman 
were right! if the grief and trouble should have turned 
Charlotte’s brain! 

Extract from Miss Carr’s Diary. 

Dec. 10th. —Oh this deceitful disease! all the dreadful 
weakness has returned. Adeline cannot go downstairs now. 
She just comes from her chamber into the front room, and lies 
on the sofa the best part of the day. Ma^me de Castella, 
who fully believed in the amendment, givii^ way more than 
any one of us to the false hopes it excited, is nearly beside her¬ 
self with grief and despair. She is perpetually reproaching 
herself for allowing Nurse Brayford to leave. The woman 
stayed here for a few days, but Adeline was so well it seemed a 
farce to keep her, and now she has taken another place and 
cannot return. I am glad she’s gone, for my part. She could 
not do Adeline the slightest good, and she and the garde kept 
up an incessant chatter in strange French. Brayford’s French 
was something curious to listen to: ‘Le feu est sorti,’ she 
said one day, and sent Rose into a screaming fit. Signor dc 
Castella we rarely see, except at dinner; now and then at the 
second d^jeftner j but he is mostly shut up ii^ his cabinet. Is 
it that the sight of his fading child is more than he can bear.? 
Cold and reserv-ed as he has always been, there’s no doubt 
that he loves Adeline with the deepest love. 

15///.—Five days, and Adeline not out of her bedroom! 
The cough has come back again, and the doctors say she must 
have taken cold. I don’t see how she could; but Dr. Dorris 
as cross as can be over it. 

A fancy has taken her these last few days to hear Rose sing 
English songs. On the. first evening. Rose was in the front 
rocfe, the intervening door being open, singing in a sweet, low 
voice to amuse herself; but Adeline listened and asked for 
more. More songs, only they must be English. 

“ I think I have come to the end of my stock,” answered 
Rose; “ that is, all I can remember. Stay !—what was th^t 
long song so much in request this year at school ? Do you 
remember the words, Mary Carr ? ” 

“ How am I to know what song you mean ? ” I asked. 

“Some of us set it to music,—a low, soft chant Last 
spring it was, after Ad«line had left. You must remember it 
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It was strummed over for everlasting weeks by the whble set 
of us. It begins thus,” added Rose, striking a few chords. 

I recollected then. They w'ere lines we saw in a book 
belonging to that Emma Mowbray, an old, torn magazipe, 
which had neither covers nor title-page. Some of the girls 
took a violent fancy to them, and somebody—^Janet Duff, was 
it?—set them to music. 

“ I have it,” cried Rose, striking boldly into the song. Nearly 
with the first words Adeline rose into a sitting postuie,her eyes 
stjained in the direction of Rose though she could nobsee her, 
and eagerly listening. 

■' When woman's eye grows dim, 

And her cheek palcth ; 

When fades the beautiful, 

Then man's love faileth. 

He sits not beside her chair. 

Clasps not her fingers, 

Entwines not the damp hair 
That o'er her brow lingers. 

“ He comes but a moment in. 

Though her eye liglitens. 

Though the hectic flush 
Feverishly heightens. 

He stays but a moment near. 

While that flush fadeth ; 

Though disappointment's tear 
Her dim eye shadeth. 

"lie goes from her chamber, straight 
Into life's jostle: 

He meets, at the veiy gate, 

Business and bustle, 
lie thinks not of her, within. 

Silently sighing; 

He forgets, in that noisy din. 

That she is dying." 

“ There is another verse,” I called out, for Rose had ceased. 

“I know.there is,” she said, “but I cannot recollect it. 

■ Only its purport! ” . • 

“ Try, try,” exclaimed Adeline; “ sing it all.” 

Rose looked round, astonished at the anxious tone, as was I. 
.What was the ma,|yr with her ?—she who never took interest 
in anything. ^ 

“Mary Carr,” said Rose, “do you recollect the last verse?” 

“ Not a word of it.” 

Rose struck the notes of the chant upon the piano, murmur¬ 
ing some words to herself, and slopping now and &en. 

St. Maltin’) Eve. 22 ’ 
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Presently she burst out, something after the manner of an 
improvisatrice— 

" And when the last scene's o'er, 

And cold, cold her cheek, 

His mind's then all despair, 

And his heart like to break. 

But, a few months on,— 

His constancy to prover- 
He forgets her who is gone. 

And seeks another love." 

** They are not exactly the original words,” said Rose, “ but 
they will do.” ^ 

“They will do, they will do,” murmured Adeline, falling 
back on the sofa; “ Sing it all again. Rose.” 

And every evening since has this song been sung two or 
three times to please her. What is it she sees ill it ? 

2zrd .—I fear the day of life is about to close for Adeline. 
All the ominous symptoms of the disease have returned ; pain 
oppresses her continually, and now she experiences a difficulty 
in breathing. Ah, Mr. St John, if you were to come now and 
comfort her with all your love, as of yore, you could not restore 
her to health, or prolong her life by one single day. How 
strange it is we never hear of him! Is he in London ?—is he at 
Castle Wafer ?—is he abroad ?—^where is he ? 

26th. —It is astonishing that Madame de Castella continues 
to fcheat herself as to Adeline’s state—or, rather, make believe Xq 
cheat hers'elf, as the children do at fheir play. She was deter¬ 
mined there should be only one dinner-table yesterday, Christ¬ 
mas Day; so it was laid in the drawing-room, and Adeline 
went in, the nurse and Louise making a show of dressing her 
up for it. But all the dress, and the dinner, and the ceremony, 
could not conceal the truth—that she was dying. Madame de 
Castella was in most wretched spirits; her silent tears fell, in 
spite of her efforts, with every morsel she put into her mouth. 
The Signor was gloomy and reserved; latterly he had never 
been odierwise. Had it not been for Rose, there would have 
been no attempt at conversation; but Rose, with all her faults, 
is a downright treasure in a house, always gay and cheerful 
We gathered round the fire after dinner. Rose cracking filberts 
for us alL 

I “ Do you remember our Christmas dinner last year ? ” she 
said to Adeline. 

“At Madame de Nino’s ? Quite well.” 
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“ And our sly draw at night at Janet Duff’s cards, ai>d the 
French marigold falling, as usual, to you ? ” 

Adeline answered by a faint gesture, it may have been of 
assent, it may have been of denial, and Rose bit her repentant 
tongue. She had spoken without reflection: does she ever 
speak with it ? 

2gtk —A dark, murky day has this been, but one of event 
for Adeline. The lights were brought in early in the after¬ 
noon, for Rose was reading to her, and it grew too dusk to 
see. It was the second volume of a new English novel, and 
Rose was so deeply interested in it, that when Susanne came 
m with a letter for her, she told her to “put it down anywhere,” 
and read on. 

“Not so,” said Adeline, looking eagerly up; “open your 
letter first. Wio is it from?” 

“ From Mary Anne, of course: Margaret never writes to 
me, and mamma but seldom," replied Rose, breaking the seal 
And, not to lose time, she read it out at once. Mrs. Darling 
and her family are spending Christmas with old Mrs, Darling, 
in Berkshire. 

“My DEAR Rose, 

“ We arrived here on Christmas Eve, but I have 
found no time to write to you until now. Grandmamma is 
breaking fast; it is apparent to us all: she has aged much 
in the past twelve months. • She was disappointed you did not' 
make one of us, and particularly hopes you have grown steady, 
and arc endeavouring to acquire the reserve of manner essential 
to a gentlewoman.” (“ Or an old maid,” ejaculated Rose, in a 
parenthesis.) “Charlotte is here: she has recovered her 
spirits wonderfully, and is as handsome as ever. Frank joined 
as on Christmas morning : he has only got leave for a fortnight. 
He reports Ireland—the part he is now quartered in—as bffing 
in a shocking state. For my part, I never, listen to .anything 
le may have to say about Such a set of saveges. Frank lays 
down the law beautifully—says he only wishes they would make 
■lim Viceroy for a spell: he’d do this, and he’d do that. I 
Jon’t doubt he does wish it 

“In your last letter you ask about Frederick SL John-—” 
Rose looked off, and hesitated; but Adeline’s flushed, eager 
»aze, the parted lips, the breathless interest, told her there was 
aothing for it but to continue. “ We giet him lately at one of 
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the Dowager Revel’s assemblies—very crowded it was, con¬ 
sidering the season. It was whispered last year that he was 
ruined, obliged to leave the country, and I don’t know what. 
People ought to be punished for inventing such falsehoods. 
Instead of being ruined, he enjoys a splendid income, and has 
not a single debt in the world. It is reported that his brother 
has made over to him Castle Wafer, which I- should think to 
be only a report: it may be true, though, now he has come 
into Alnwick. He is again the shadow of Sarah Beauclerc; at 
least he was her shadow this evening at Lady Revel’s, and 
I should think it will inevitably be a match. I wish we knew 
himj but did not dare ask for an introduction, he looks so 
haughty, and mamma was not there. Grandmamma sends her 
love, and-” 

I went forward and raised Adeline on he» pillows. The 
emotion that she would have concealed was struggling with 
her .will for mastery. Once more the burning red spot we 
thought gone for ever shone on her hollow cheeks, and her 
hands were fighting with the air, and the breath had stopped. 

“ Oh, Adeline ! ” cried Rose, pushing me aside without cere¬ 
mony, “ forgive, forgive me! Indeed I did not know what 
there was in the letter until I had entered upon the words: I 
did not know his name was mentioned. What is to be done, 
Mary? this excitement is enough to kill her. La garde, la 
garde !” called out Rose in terror; “que faut-il faire. Made¬ 
moiselle se trouve malade ! ” 

The nurse, who was in the next room, glided up with a 
rapid step; bttt, in regaining her breath, Adeline’s self-posses¬ 
sion returned to her. “ It is nothing,” she panted; “ only a 
spasm." And down she sank on her pillow, whispering for 
them to remove the lights. 

“ Into the next room—^for a little while—they hurt my 
eyes.” 

The nurse went out with the tapers, one in each hand, and 
I knelt down by the sofa. 

“ What of your deductions, now, Mary ? ” she whispered, after 
a while; referring to a former conversation. “ He is with hj? 
early love, and I am here, dying.” 

“Adeline,” I said, “have you no wish to see him again? 
Did I do wrong in asking it?" 

She turned h» face to the wall and did not answer. 

“I know that you parted in anger, but it all seems to me a 
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great mystery. Whatever cause he may have had for estrang¬ 
ing himself, I did not think Mr. St John was one to forsake 
you in this heartless way, with the grave so near.” 

“ He forsook me in health,” she said, and her voice now had 
assumed that hollow tone it would never lose in this world; 
“you might admit there was an excuse for him if you knew £dl. 
But—all this time—never to make inquiry after me—never 
to seek to know if I am dead, or living, or married to another! 
Whilst to hear of him, to see him, I would forfeit what life is 
left to me." 

New Year’s Day .—And a fearful commotion the house has 
been in, by w.iy of welcome. This morning Adeline was taken 
alarmingly worse; we thought she was dying, and doctors, 
priests, friends and servants, jostled each other in the sick 
chamber. Thfe doctors gained jicssession, expelled us all in a 
body, and enforced quiet. She will not die yet, they say, if 
she is allowed tranquillity—not for some days, perhaps weeks, 
but w’ill rally again. I think they arc right, for she is mucb 
better this evening. Adeline is nineteen to-day. This tiraic 
last year! this time last year! it was the scene and hour of her 
brilliant ball-night. How things have changed since then! 

Yesterday Adeline showed her hands to young Docteur 

H-. It has struck her as being very singular that their 

nails should have turned white. It strikes me so too. He 
seemed to intimate that it was a very uncommon occurretlfce, 
but said he had seen it happen from intense anxiety of mind. 
“Which,” he added, “cannot be your case, my dear Made¬ 
moiselle de Castella.’’ Adeline hastily drew her hands under 
the blue silk sofa cover, and spoke of something else. 

Jan. ^th .—“ Could you not wheel the chair into the other 
room—to the window ? ” Adeline asked suddenly to-day. “ I 
should like to look out on the worl^ once more." ^ 

Louise gbneed round at me; and I at the nurse, not knowing 
what to do. But the nurse made no objection, and she and 
Louise wheeled the large chair, with as little motion as possible, 
to one of the drawing room windows, and then raised her up, 
and supported her w'hile she stood. 

It was no cheering prospect that she gazed upon. A slow, 
small rain was falling; the snow, fast melting on the housetops, 
was running down in streams of water, and patches of snow 
lay in the streets, but they were fastf turning into mud and 
slop. Through an open sjace a glim^e of the distant cobntiy 
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was obtained, and there the snow lay bleak, white, and dreary. 
What few people’ were passing in the street hurried along under 
large cotton umbrellas, some as red and round as Louise’s, 
the women with their heads tied up in blue and yellow kerchiefs. 
“ Dreary, dreary 1 ” she murmured as she gazed; “ dreary and 
void of hope, as my later life has been ! ” 

Old Madame G-’s cook came out of their house with an 

earthen pan, and placed it underneath the spout to catch the 
water, 

“Is that Madame G-herself?” cried Adeline, watching 

the movement. “Where can her two servants be?” , 

“It’s nobody but old Nannette, with white bows in her cap,” 
said Louise, laughing. “Mademoiselle’s eyes are deceiving 
her.” 

“ Is not that M. de Fraconville ? ” resumed Adeline, pointing 
to a gentleman who had just come in view, round the opposite 
corner. 

“ Something must have taken your eyesight to-day, Adeline,” 
exclaimed Rose, who was at the other window; “ it’s a head 
and half too tall for M. de Fraconville.” 

“You say right,” meekly sighed Adeline; “my sight is dim, 
and looking on the white snow has rendered it more so. Take 
me back again.” 

^t will be her last look at out-door life. 

They wheeled her into the other room, and settled her 
comfortably on her chair, near the fire, her head on the pillows 
and her feet on a footstool. Rose followed, and took up a 
light work to read to her, 

“Not that,” said Adeline, motioning away the volume in 
Rose’s hands; it is time I had done with such. There is 
ANOTHER Book there. Rose.” 

In coming in from church last Sunday, I laid my Bible and 
Prayer-book down in Adeline’s room, and forgot them. It was 
towards these she pointed. Rose took up the Bible. 

“Where shall I read?” she asked, sitting down. Adeline 
could not tell her. The one was almost as ignorant as the 
other. The Bible, to Adeline, has been a seded book, and* 
Rose never opens it but as a matter of form. Rose turned 
over its leaves in indecision. “So many chapters 1” she 
whispered to me, pleadingly, “ Tell me which to fix upoa” 

“Take the Prayer-lxw^k,” interrupted Adeline, “and read me 
your Service for the Burial of the Dead.” 
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Rose found the place at once, for she knew it was close to 
the Marriage Service, and began: 

“ ‘ I am the resurrection and the life, saith the Lord: he that 
believeth in me, though he were dead, yet shall he live: and 
whosoever liveth and believeth in me shall never die.’ ” • 

There she stopped, for the tears were falling, and she could 
not see the page; and, just then, Miss de Beaufoy came into 
the room, and saw what Rose was reading. For the first time, 
in our hearing, she interfered, beseeching Adeline to remember 
she was a Roman Catholic, and recommending that,a priest 
should be sent for. 

“Dear Aunt Agnes,” exclaimed Adeline, impressively, 

“ when you shall be as near to death as I am, you will see the 
fallacy of these earthly differences,—how worse than useless 
they must appear in the sight of our universal Father, of our 
loving Saviour. There is but one heaven, and I believe it is 
of little moment which form of worship we pursue, so that we 
pray and strive earnestly in it to arrive there. I shall bo none 
the worse for listening to the prayers from this English book: • 
they are all truth and beauty, and they soothe me. The priests 
will come later.” 

A bold av 0 w. 1 l for a Roman Catholic, and Agnes de Beaufoy 
crossed herself as she left the room. Rose read the Burid 
Service to the end. 

And so, existence hanging as it were upon a thread, the days 
still struggle on. • ' . . 

There will be no more extracts from this 'young lady’s diary. 
And indeed but little more of anything j this portion of the 
history, like Adeline’s life, draws near its close. 


CHAPTER XXIX. 

Louise’s whispered words. 

• 

You could see at a first glance that it was only a temporary 
bed-chamber—a drawing-room converted into one, to serve 
some special occasion. Its carpet was of unusual richness} 
its chairs and sofa, handsomely carved, were covered with 
embossed purple velvet; its window-^irtains, of white flowered 
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muslin, were surmounted by purple velvet and glittering yellow 
cornices j and fine paintings adorned the walls. The bed 
alone seemed out of place. It was of plain mahogany, a 
French bed, without curtains, and was placed in the corner 
which made the angle between the two doors, one of which 
opened on the corridor, the other on the adjoining room, a 
large, magnificent drawing-room, furnished en suite with the one 
in which the bed was. 

On a couch, drawn before the fire, she lay, her sweet face 
white and wasted. The sick-nurse sat near the sofa, and the 
lady’s-maid, Louise, was busy with the pillows of the bed. 
Adeline was about to be moved into it, but as they were dis¬ 
robing her, she suddenly fell back, apparently without life or 
motion. 

“ She has fainted,” screamed Louise. 

“ She is taken for death,” whispered the nurse. 

Louise flew into a fit of anger and tears, abusing the nurse 
for her hard-hearted ideas. But the nurse was right. 

“ You had better summon the family. Mademoiselle Louise,” 
persisted the nurse; “they must have done dinner; and let 
the doctors be sent to,—though they can do nothing for her, 
poor young lady.” 

“She has not fainted,” whispered Louise. “She is con¬ 
scious.” 

“No, no, it is no fainting-fit,” was the brief answer. “I 
have seen, more of these things than you have. She will rally 
a little, I dare say.” 

No one w’ent to bed that night at Signor de Castella’s: 
it w’as a general scene of weeping, suspense, and agitation. 
Adeline was tranquil, except for her laboured breathing. 

Early in the morning, she asked to see her father. He 
remained with her about twenty minutes, shut up with her 
alon^ What passed at the interview none can tell. Did she 
beg forgiveness for the rebellion she had unihfentionally been 
guilty of in loving one whom, perhaps, she ought not to have 
loved? Or did Ae implore pardon of her, for having been 
instrumental in condemning her to misery? None will ever^ 
know. When Signor de Castella left the chamber, he passed 
along the corridor on his way to his cabinet with his usual 
measured, stately step; but there were traces of emotion on 
his face—they saw it as he strode by the drawing-room door. 
Mary Carr opened the door between the two rooms, and went 
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in, knowing that Adeline was alone, and she gathered a little 
of the interview. Adeline was sobbing wildly. She had heard 
the last words of impassioned tenderness from her much-loved 
father—always deeply loved by her ; tenderness that he would 
never have given vent to in the presence of a third persdh, or 
under any circumstances of less excitement: but when these 
outwardly-cold natures are aroused, whether for anger or for 
tenderness, their emotion is as that of the rushing whirlw'ind; 
Adeline had clung round him with the feeble rcnjnant of her 
strength, whispering how very dear he had always been tQ her, 
dearer far than he had ever suspected: and the Signor had 
given his consent (now that it was too late) to the true facts of 
the separation being disclosed to Frederick St. John. 

The day grew later. The nurse, for the twentieth time, was 
arranging the uneasy pillows, when Susanne went in to tell her 
to go to dinner, taking herself the nurse’s place, as she in 
general did, during her absence. Madame de Castella, quite 
exhausted w'ith grief, had just gone away for a little repose. 
Adeline, though comparatively free from pain, w'as restless t» 
an extreme degree, as many persons are, in dying. When not 
dozing, and that was rare, she was never still for two minutes 
together, and the pillows and bedclothes were continually mis¬ 
placed. Scarcely had the nurse left the room, when Miss Carr 
had to lean over her to put them straight. 

“ Who is that ? ” inquired Adeline, in her hollow voico, her 
face being turned to the wall. She detected, probably, the 
difference of touch, for in this the sick are very quick. 

“ It is I—Mary. Nurse has gone down to her dinner.” 

She .took Miss Carr’s hand, and held it for some time in 
silence. “ I have been wanting—all day—to speak to you— 
Mary—but I—have waited.” She could say now but few 
words consecutively. 

“What is it you would say, dearest Adeline ?” 

“ Who is in the room ? ” 

“ Susanne. No one else.” 

“ Tell her to go. I want you alone.” 

“ She does not understand our language.” 

“ Alone, alone,” reijeated Adeline. “ Susanne.” 

The lady’s-maid heard the call, and went to the bedside 

“ Help me to turn round, Susanne. I have not strength.” 

With some difficulty they turned her, for they were not so 
clever at it as the nurse. Adeline tljpn lay looking at them, as 
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she panted for breath. Susanne wiped the cold dew from her 
pale forehead, and some tears from her own face. 

“Leave us alone, Susanne. I have something to say to 
Mademoiselle Carr.” 

"Stay in the next room, within call, Susanne,” whispered 
Miss Carr to the servant It may seem strange, but dearly as 
Mary Carr loved Adeline, she experienced an indescribable 
awe at being left alone with her. She did not stay to analyze 
the sensation, but it must have had its rise in that nameless 
terror which, in the mind of the young, attaches itself to the 
presence of the dead and dying. 

“ I am about to entrust you with a commission to him, 
Mary,” she panted. “You will faithfully execute it?” 

“ Faithfully and truly.” 

And, stretching out her white and wasted hand, she held out 
the key of her writing-desk. “ There is a secret spring in the 
desk, on the righ^ as you put in your hand,” she continued j 
“ press it” 

« With some awkwardness, Mary Carr did as she was desired, 
and several love-tokens were disclosed to view. Two or three 
trinkets of value, a few dried flowers, and some letters, the 
edges much worn. 

“ Throw the flowers in the fire,” murmured ’Adeline, “ and 
put all the rest in a parcel, and seal it up.” 

“How the notes are worn, Adeline 1 ” exclaimed Mary. 
“ One would think them twenty years bid.” 

“ Yes,” she said, “ until I took to my’ bed I carried them 
here," touching her bosom. “ They are his letters.” 

Miss Carr speedily made up the packet, and was about to 
seal it. 

“ Not that seal,” said Adeline. “ Take my own; the small 
one, that has my initials on it. Mary, do you think I ^could 
directlt?” 

“ You direct it!” exclaimed Miss Carr, in surprise. “I 
don’t see how.” 

“ If you could raise me up—and hold me—it would not take 
more than a minute. I wish to write the address myself” 

“ Let me call Susanne.” 

“ No, no, I will have no one dse here. Put the letter before 
me on a book, and try and raise me.” 

It was accomplished after some trouble, Mary Carr was 
nervous, and feared, besides, that the raising her up might do 
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, some injury; but she knew not how to resist Adeline’s’beseech- 
ing looks. She supported her up in bed, and held her, whilst 
she wrote his name, “ Frederick St. John.” No “ Mr.,” no 
“ Esquire; ” and written in a straggling hand, all shakqp and 
angles, bearing not any resemblance to what Adeline’s had 
been. Mary laid her down again, and Adeline, in a few words, 
explained the secret of their being parted, and charged her to 
enlighten him. 

“ Tell him I have returned all except the' ring, and that will 
be buried w'ith me. That it has never been off my linger since 
he placed it there.” 

“ What ring ? ” exclaimed Mary C.arr, surprised, even at such 
a moment, into curiosity. “ The ring you wear is de la Chasse’s 
eng.agement-ring,” she continued, looking down at the plain 
circlet of gold, that w-as only kept on Adeline’s emaciated finger 
by the smaller guard worn to protect it. 

She shook her head feebly. “He will know.” 

“ What else, Adeline ? ” 

“ Tell him my he.art will be faithful to him in death, as*il 
ever was in life. Nothing more.” 

“ Why did you not write to him— ” asked Mary Carr, “ a 
last letter?” 

“ He might not have cared to receive it. There is another 
now." 

The close of the afternoon came on. The nurse was ‘sitting 
in her chair on one side the fireplace; Louise* silently see¬ 
sawed herself backwards and forwards upon another; Mary 
Carr was standing, in a listless attitude, before the fire, her 
elbow lodging on the mantelpiece; and Rose Darling sat on a 
low stool, half asleep, her head resting against Adeline’s bed. 
They were all fatigued. In the next room were heard murmur- 
ings of conversation: M. de Castella talking with one,of the 
medical men. Adeline, just then, was quiet, and appeared to 
be dozing. 

“ I say, la garde,” began Louise, in a low whisper, “ is it true 

that mademoiselle asked old H-this morning how many 

hours.she should live ? ” 

The nurse nodded. 

“Chfere enfant!” apostrophized Louise, through her tears. 
“ And what did he say ? ” 

“^Vhat should he say ?” retorted the nurse. “ He do6s not 
know any more than we da” 
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“ Wliat do you think ? 

The nurse shook her head, rose from her seat, and bent over 
the bed to look at Adeline, who was lying with her face turned 
away. 

“She sleeps, I think, nurse,” observed Rose, whom the 
movement had disturbed; and her own eyes closed again as 
she spoke. 

• “ I suppose she does, mademoiselle. I can’t see her face; 
but, if she were not asleep, she wouldn’t remain so quiet.” 

“ I heard a word dropped to-day,” cried Louise, in a mys¬ 
terious voice, as the nurse resumed her chair. 

“ What word ? ” 

But there Louise stopped, pursed up her mouth, and dried 
her eyes, which, for the last fortnight or so, had been generally 
overflowing. 

“I don’t know,” resumed Louise. “It mayn’t be true, 
and I am sure, if it should turn out not to be, I shouldn’t 
choose to say anything about it. So 1 had better hold my 
tongue.” 

Now the most effectual way to induce Louise not to hold her 
tongue, was to exhibit no curiosity as to anything she might 
appear disposed to communicate. The garde knew this, and ‘ 
for that reason, probably, sat silent Aftet awhile, Louise 
began again. 

“ But it can do no harm to mention it amongst ourselves. It 
was Susanne told me, and of course she must have gathered it 
from madame. She said—you are sure she’s asleep ? ” broke 
off Louise, looking round at the bed. 

“ She’s asleep, fast enough,” repeated the nurse; “ she is too 
quiet to be awake.” And Louise resumed, in the hushed, 
peculiar tone she had been using; it sounded awfully myste¬ 
rious, taken in conjunction with her subject, through the space 
of that “dying room. 

“ Susanne thinks that mademoiselle will be exhibited.” 

“ WhatV' ejaculated the nurse, in a startled tone. 

“Qu’elle sera expos^e apres sa mort” (I prefer to give 
this sentence in the language in which the conversation was 
carried on.) 

“ What in the world do you mean ? ” demanded Rose, waking 
up from her semi-sleep. 

“That Mademoiselle Adeline will hold, a reception after 
death, mademoiselle.” «. 
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“Louise, whatyou mean?” persisted Rose, opening her 
eyes to their utmost width. 

But Mary Carr had taken in, and understood, the full mean¬ 
ing of the words; she was more generally acquainted with 
French manners and customs than Rose: and as her eye 
caught the reflection of her own face in the large pier-glass, she 
saw that it had turned of a ghastly whiteness. 

“You don’t follow this fashion in your country, mademoi¬ 
selle, so I have learnt,” whispered the nurSe, addressing Rose. 
“ Neither is it kept up here as it used to be. We scarcely ever 
meet with a case now. But I have heard ray mother say—she 
was a sage-femme, mademoiselle, as well as a garde-malade— 
that when she was a girl there was scarcely a young gentle¬ 
woman of good family, who died unmarried, but what held her 
reception after death. And in my time, also, I have seen many 
splendid exhibitions.” 

“Oh, nurse, nurse,” shivered Mary Carr, ''don't talk so.” 

“What’s the matter, mademoiselle?” asked the woman, 
kindly gazing at Miss Carr’s scared face. “You look ill,” 

“ I feel sick,” was Mary Carr’s faint answer. “ I cannot help 
it. I think what you are talking of is horrible." 

“ Do explain what it is you are talking of,” interrupted Rose, 
impatiently. “La garde! what is it all?” 

" I will tell you one instance, mademoiselle,” said the woman, 
“and that will explain the rest My aunt was housekeeper in 
Madame Marsac’s family. Madame was a widow with three 
children, and lived in a grand old chdteau near to our village. 
The eldest, Mademoiselle Marsac, was married to an officer in 
the army, and had gone away with him, the Saints know where, 
but a long way ofT, for it was in the time of Napoleon, and we 
were at war with half Europe then. Young Marsac, the only 
son, was a captain in the same regiment; he was also aw§y with 
it; and Mademoiselle Emma was the only one left at home, 
and madame her mother-doted on her. A fine, blooming young 
lady she was, with a colour like a rose; you might have taken 
a lease of her life. But, poor thing, she fell suddenly ill. Some 
said she had taken cold, others thought she had eaten some¬ 
thing that did her harm, but an'inward inflammation came on, 
and she was dead in a week. Madame was nearly crazed, and 
my aunt said it was pitiful to hear her shrieks die night after 
the death, and her prayers to the good Virgin to be ta&n with 
her child. But madame’s sister came to uie ch&teau with the 
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early ligHt, and she forthwith gave orders that poor Mademoi¬ 
selle Emma should be exhibited.” 

“ Do go on, nurse,” pleaded Rose, whose cheek was getting 
as w]iite as Mary Carr’s, the woman having stopped, in 
thought 

“I was but a little child then, mademoiselle, as you may^ 
suppose, for it was in 1812 j but my aunt suddenly sent for me 
lip to the chateau, to assist They did not keep many ser¬ 
vants ; my aunt had only one under her, besides the old gar¬ 
dener, for Madame Marsac was not rich; so I was put to do 
what I could. My faith! I shall never forget it: it was the 
first thing of the sort I had seen. They dressed the corpse up 
in rich white robes, as if for her bridal, with flowers and jewels, 
and white gloves, and white satin shoes. And then she was 

E laced upright at the end of the grand salon, and all the neigh- 
ouring people for miles round, all the rich, and as many of 
the poor as could get admission, came to visit her. My aunt 
slipped me into the room, and I was there for, I should think, 
five minutes. It had the strangest effect! That dressed-up 
dead thing, at one end, and the live people, all dressed up in 
their best too, and mostly looking white and awestruck, coming 
in at the other. There was a long table going down the room, 
and they walked once round it, looking at her as they passed, 
and going out in silence. I don’t think it was the thing, made¬ 
moiselle, for that aunt of mine to send a timid young child 
of five or so, as I was then, to see such a sight; but she was 
always indulgent to me, and thought it would be a treat. I 
could scarcely keep down my terror whilst I stayed in the 
room, and I am sure I must have looked as white and shock¬ 
ing as Mam’selle Mary looks just now. 1 did not dare to go 
about in the dark for long afterwards, and I could not over¬ 
come the feeling for years. Though I have seen many such a 
sight ance, none have stayed upon my memory as that first did. 
I did not seem to see much, at the time, either: I never looked, 
but once, to—to that part' of the room where the bridal robes 
were.” 

“ But why dress them in bridal robes ? ” questioned Rose, 
breathlessly. 

“As a symbol that they are going to be the bride of Heaven. 
At least, that is the interpretation I have always put upon it, 
mademoiselle,” answered the woman. 

“ The first one / ever isaw,” interposed Louise, jealous that 
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the nu?se should have all the talking, “ was a young priest who 
died at Guines. Stay—I don’t think he was quite a priest, but 
would have been one if he had lived. His name was Theodore 
Borne. He died of an accident to his hand, and they ipade 
him hold a reception after death. I have never seen but two be¬ 
side him. One was the sister of the Count Plessit, a lady about 
forty, but she had never been married ; and the other was a 
young girl in this very town, the daughter of a couple who kept' 
a general-furnishing shop, hired out, and sold furniture, and 
that; and a mint of money they had made. Wasn’t Sire dressed 
' out, that girl! She was an only child, poor thing, and they 
spared no money on her reception. Her veil was real Brussels; 
and her dress was half covered with Brussels lace, and little 
sprigs of orange-blossoms, and bows of white satin ribbon. 
Their shop faded the m.arket-placc, and they stuck her up at 
the window, looking down on to the Place.* It W'as market- 
day, and the Place was full of people; crowds of them, for the 
news spread, and everybody came. It was a wet day, too. 
Many children were frightened at the siglit. Susanne had nof 
met with the custom till she came to these parts: she says they 
never heard of it where she comes from, just beyond Paris; at 
least, s/ie never did. Tliat Theodore Borne-” 

At this moment, Adeline stirred. Louise’s tongue stopped 
as still as if it had been shot through, and the nurse made a 
quiet rush to the side of the bed. She was awake, and wanted 
her mouth moistened. 

As the nurse was putting down the tea and the teaspoon. 
Dr. Dorrd, who had been talking in the other room, came in 
to look at Adeline before he quitted the house. She tvas quite 
sensible, and said she felt easy. In the bustle of his leaving, 
the nurse going out to attend him to the staircase, Adeline put 
out her hand and touched Mary Carr, who was now standing 
by the bed. Her voice was very faint, and Mary had to*lean 
close to hear. 

“ I—was not asleep—when Louise said—//w/. I hem’d ib 
Mary 1 do not let it be done.” 

, Miss Carr felt much distressed. She knew not what to say. 

“ I—I am sure nothing will be done that you do not wish, 
Adeline," she stammered. “I think it must have been a mis¬ 
apprehension on the part of Louise. Shall 1 speak to Madame 
deCastella?” 


* A fact 
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“Not now. When I am dead—^you will see if diey are 
making preparations—speak to mamma then.” 

“Do not let this distress you, Adeline,” proceeded Mary, 
wishing Louise had been at the bottom of the sea before she 
had introduced so unfitting a subject in Adeline’s hearing. 

“ Rely upon it, every wish of yours will be sacredly respected.” 

“It does not distress me,” was the feeble reply. “But I 
would rather be left in peace after death.” 

Madame de Castella came down, but soon went away to her 
chamber again, for her hysterical grief disturbed Adeline;. 
Agnes de Beaufoy remained with her sister, endeavouring, by 
persuasions and remonstrances, to keep her there. Old 
Madame de Beaufoy was expected; and, a little before five, M. 
de Castella went to the railway station to receive her. Rose 
and Mary were in the drawing-room then, drinking some tea, 
when the old servant, Silva, came in with a letter on a salver. 

“ Pour qui! ” demanded Mary. 

, “Pour Mademoiselle Rose Darling,” responded the old 
man. 

Rose, who was sitting before the fire, her feet on the fender, 
took the letter, without turning her head to look at it, and 
threw it on the table. 

“ That worrying Mary Anne! There’s no end to her letters: 
and they are nothing but prosy lectures of admonition. If 
they think .1 am going to answer all she chooses to write, they’ll 
find their mist^e. If mamma made it a condition for a 
double allowance for me, I wouldn’t do it.” 

“ It is not your sister’s handwriting,” observed Mary Carr. 

“No?” And Rose condescended languidly to turn .her 
eyes towards the epistle. “Why, I do believe it is firom 
Frank! ” she exclaimed, snatching it out of Maiy’s hand. 
“ Wjiat can he have to write about ? Perhaps grandmamma’s 
dead, and has left us all a fortune 1 But it’s a red seal.” 

And, breaking the red seal, she skimmed hastily over it 

“ Good Heavens ! how singular! Mary! Mary! ” 

Miss Carr looked at her in wonder. Her countenance, 
which had been pale all day with anxiety and the previous* 
night’s watching, was now glowing with colour and excitement 

“ He is coming to Belport How passing strange! Mary, 
can it be some unknown sympathy that attracts him hither at 
this hour?" 

“ Your brother 1" 
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“ He ! Do you think his coming here could put me but like 
this ? What a stupid you are, Mary Carr 1 Do listen 

“ Mv DEAR Rose, 

'• Our dear and venerable grandmother, whom may 
all good angels preserve—though her long life does keep us 
an unreasonable time out of our own—entrusted me with a* 
mission concerning you upon my coming to London tw'o‘ 
days ago. She had made, or purchased,- or in some way 
prepared for you, a splendid article, but whether it is intended 
to represent a purse or a bag, I am unable to say, being, in my 
uninitiated opinion, too large for the one, and too small for the 
other. A magnificent afifair it is, redolent of silver beads and 
gleaming silks, and it was lined with her usual Christmas pre¬ 
sent to you. Being in a generous mood myself, I slipped in 
another lining, knowing your partiality for feathers and laces, 
and any other sort of trumpery that costs money. This cadeau, 
duly prepared for transportation, and directed for you to the 
care of Madame de Nino, I brought to town, and was to havtf 
handed over to a quondam schoolfellow of yours, Miss Single- 
ton, who was returning to Belport Now you have frequently 
honoured me by saying I have a head that can retain nothing, 
and in this instance certainly the bag and the commission 
slipped clean out of it In packing my carpet-bag this morn¬ 
ing, preparatory to starting for Ireland, for which delectable^pot 
of the globe I am bound,’ what should I come upbn but this 
unlucky parcel What was to be done ? I called a hansom, 
and galloped to Miss Singleton’s address, invoking blessings 
on my forgetfulness all the way. No result Miss Singleton 
and the archdeacon had started for Belport I was walking 
down Brook Street, on my return, wondering what I should do 
with the money, and who, amongst my fair friends in Ireland, 
would come in for the bag, when I nearly ran over FreS St 
John, or he over me, coming out of Mivart’s. 

“ ‘^^y, where have you been buried ?’ said I. 

‘“At Castle Wafer, for nearly the last month. And I am 
,off to-morrow for Paris. Any commands ? * 

“‘I should just think I had, if your route lies through 
Belport’ And forthwith I delivered to him the unlucky parcel 
and its history. 

"So the long and short of it is, Rose, that you may expect 
to receive your bag safe and sound. cNot so snre, thouj^ as 
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to the ^y, for St John is proverbially uncertain in his move¬ 
ments. 

“I hope your friend Mademoiselle de Castella’s health is 
immoving. I would beg my remembrance to her, but. have ho 
doubt I have long since gone out of hers. She has my best 
wishes for her recovery. 

” Your affectionate brother, dear Rose, 

“F. Darung.” 

" What news for Adeline ! Get out of the way, Mary Carr.” 

“Rose,” said Miss Carr, in a tone of remonstrance, “it 
will not do to tell her.” 

“ Not tell her ! ” exclaimed Rose. 

“She is resigned and quiet now. Let her die in peace. 
News of him will only excite and disturb her.” 

“ Don’t talk to me! Let me, go ! ” for Mary had laid hold 
of her dress to detain her. 

“ Rose, you are doing very wrong. She is almost in the 
last agony. Earthly hopes and interests have flitted away.” 

“ You don’t understand these things,” rejoined Rose, with a 
curl upon her lip—“how should you? Has she not for 
months been yearning to see him—has not the pain of his cold 
neglect, his silence, his absence, hastened'her to the grave— 
and, now that he is coming, you would keep it from her ? 
Why, I tell you, Mary Carr, it will soothe her heart in dying.” 

She broke away impetuously, and went into the bed-chambgr. 
Adeline unclosed her eyes at her approach. What Rose sa!37 
as she leaned over her and whispered, Mary Carr could not 
hear; but even in that last hour, it brought the red hectic to 
her faded cheek. How wildly and eagerly she looked up ! 

“ But it is too late,” she sighed, in a troubled whisper—" it 
is too latej I shall be gone. If he had but come a day 
earlier 1 ” . • 

She closed her eyes again, and remained silent. The next 
words she uttered, some time afterwards, were to Miss Carr. 

“ Mary—you—that which Louise was saying to-day-” 

“Yes. I understand.” , 

“If mamma wishes it—do not prevent it I—I—should 
■like hip to see me—the wreck I am. And then he could 
come—you would bring him.”, 

. Rose assented eagerly, before Mary Carr could speak. ^ 

- “And othearwise—^if he had not been here—I'have been 
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reflecting—that it would answer no end to oppose my mother 
—what can it matter to me, then ? If I—had a child—and 
she died—^it is possible -I might wish the same. Don’t inter¬ 
fere. But—you will bring hitn f " 

“ Dearest Adeline, yes,” cried Rose, “ if he is to be found. 
I promise it to you solemnly.” 

“ And now—dear friends of my girlhood. Rose! Mary !" 
she breathed, holding out her hands, “ I have but to say fare-, 
well. All things are growing dim around me. You know not 
how grateful I have been for your care of me. Yoij will think 
of me sometimes in after-life.” 

The pause that ensued was only broken by Rose’s sob.s. 
Mary Carr’s aching grief was silent. 

“ Remember—you es])ecially, Rose—that life—will not last 
for ever—but—there is one beyond it; t/iaf will. Endeavour 
to inherit it Will you not kiss me for the last time ? ” 

They leaned over her, one by one, their aching hearts beating 
against the counterpane, the tears raining from their eyes. ^ 
“You—will— come—to me—in heaven ?” 

Barely had the words left her lips—and they were the last 
that either of them heard her utter—when Louise, with a 
solemn face, full of Tniglity importance, threw the corridor 
door wide open, and whispered something which only the 
nurse caught. She jumped up, thrust her chair behind her, 
and dropped down upon her knees where she stood. 

“ What in the world has taken her ? ” ejaculated Rose. 

“ Don’t you understand ? ” was Mary’s hurried answer, draw¬ 
ing Rose after her, and escaping to the drawing-room. 

They saw it througli the open door. The line of priests, 
in their white robes, coming up the stairs; the silver crucifix 
borne before them ; the “ Bon Dieu ” sacredly covered from 
observation. Louise sank on her knees in the passage, as the 
nurse had done in the room, and they swept past her with 
solemn step, towards Adeline’s chamber, looking neither to 
the right nor left. They had come to l)estow absolution, 
according to the rights of the Roman Catholic fiiith—to 
administer to her the Sacrament of the dying. 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

THK llECEPTiaN OF THE DEAD. 

It was a sad day to describe—that next one. Adeline had 
. died a little before midnight, fully conscious to the last, and 
quite peaceful; all her relatives, and they only, surrounding 
her bed. 

Not only a sad day to describe, but a strange one; and I 
liardly know how to do it. You may look upon its chief inci¬ 
dent as a disagreeable fiction; but it was sober fact, truthful 
reality. Perhaps you have never met with -the like in your 
experience ? I wiU transcribe it for you as exactly and faith¬ 
fully as I can. The anecdotes of the same nature mentioned 
in the last chapter, were all facts too. 

Louise was right: the corpse of Adeline de Castella was to 
.hold a reception. 

It was rumoured in the house that Signor de Castella was 
averse to the exhibition, but yielded the concession to his 
broken-hearted wife. Old Madame de Beaufoy made no secret 
of being against it; every English idea within her revolted from 
it. But Madame de Castella carried her point. There was 
perhaps a negative soothing to her wild grief in the reflection 
that before her beautiful and idolized child should be hidden 
away for dl time, the world would once more look upon her, 
arrayed in all the pomp and splendour of life. 

Early in the morning—^the printers had been set to work 
betimes—the black-bordered death-circulars went forth to 
Belport 

“ Monsieur et Madame de Castella; Madame de Beaufoy; 
Mademoiselle de Beaufoy; 

“ Ont I’honneur de vous faire part de la perte doulou?euse 
qu’ils viennent de faire en la personne de Mademoiselle Adeline 
Luisa de Castella, leur fille, petite filte, et ni^cej ddcCdde k 
Belport le 8 Janvier, k I’age de 19 ans. * 

“ Priez pour elle.” 

The invitations to the reception—or it may be mote correct 
to say the intimations that it was to be held, for no invitations 
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went out—were conveyed privately to the houses of friends by 
one or other of the Castella servants j by word of mouth, not 
officially. And I can tell you that it caused a commotion in 
the town, not forgotten yet. ' * 

It was about midday when Silva came to a little boudoir on 
the ground-floor, tenanted by Rose and Mary only, for the 
family kept their chambers. He said one of Madame de Nino’s ' 
maid-servants was asking to see Miss Darling. 

“ She can come in, Silva,” said Rose, getting up from her 
low chair by the fire, and passing her hand across her heavy 
eyes. 

The woman came in—Julie. She handed a packet to Rose, 
which the latter divined at once must be the one her brother 
had written about. “It was left at the school for you this 
morning, mademoiselle.” 

“ Who left it ? ” asked Rose. 

“A tall handsome Englishman, for I happened to answer the 
gate myself,” responded Julie. “He inquired for you, made-* 
moiselle, and when I said you were not with us now, but 
visiting in the town, he handed in his card. You’ll see it if 
you turn the parcel. Mademoiselle Rose: I slipped it inside 
the string for safety, coming along.” 

Rose scarcely needed to look at the card. She knew it was 
Frederick St John’s.” 

“ Did he say where he was st.iying ?—at what hotel ? ” 

“ He said nothing else, mademoiselle, but just left the parcel 
and card, with his compliments. Madame charged me to ask 
you, me-sdemoiselles, at what hour it would be best for her to 
come to see the poor young lady?” continued Julie, dropping 
her voice. 

“It begins at two, Julie. Any time between that hour and 
five.” * 

“ I wish I might come, and see her too! ” cried Julie. “ I 
think us servants who served her so long at Madame de Nino’s, 
might be allowed it.” 

“ I dare say you might,” said Rose. ' “ Of course, you might 
'Tell Madame I say so.” 

“ Julie,” interposed Mary Carr, “ I shall see her, of course; 
it would be looked upon as a slight in the house if I did not; 
but I can tell you I would rather walk ten miles away from it? 

“But think of the beautiful sight jt will be, Mademoiselle 
^ Carr I” remonstrated Julie. “We hear she is to wear her real 
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wedding-dress—to be adorned with flowers and jewels. Ah, 
poor, poor thing! ” broke off the girl, giving way to her ready 
tears. “ But a few months ago, well and happy, and going to 
be ftiarried; and now, dead." 

“ Mary,” said Rose, when they were alone, “ I shall go out 
and find him, now I know he is in the town. Will you come ? ’’ 

Mary Carr hesitated. “ Would it be a proper thing. Rose, 
for "us to go about to hotels, inquiring after gentlemen? I 
don’t much like it” 

“We have to do many things in this life that we ‘don’t 
like,’” was Rose’s sarcastic answer. “Do you fear the hotels 
would eat you ? ” 

I “ It is not the thing.” 

“ Not for you, I dare say, so you can stay away: I’m sorry 
I asked. I promised that poor girl I would bring him to sec 
her, were there any possibility of doing it; and I zw//.”, 

“ Then I shall go with you.” 

*• “ Oh,” retorted Rose. 

The preparations for the great event were all but completed. 
The preparations 1 I feel nearly as ill, now that I am writing 
it, as I felt then; and some years have gone by. The large 
salon, next to the room in which she died, Was laid out for the 
visitors, part of the furniture removed, and a barrier placed 
down the middle—a space being left clear at either end. It 
was a very long, large room, and so far suitable. She—Adeline 
—was placed against the wall at the far end, upright, standing, 
facing the companjr who were to come in, as if waiung to 
receive them and give them welcome. I cannot tell you how 
they fixed and supported her: I never asked then; I would as 
little ask now; I knew none of the details j the broad facts W'ere 
enough. 

A% Mary Carr went creeping upstairs to -put on her bonnet, 
she heard voices in the death-chamber, and looked in. They 
were dressing Adeline. The French nurse was standing be¬ 
fore the upright corpse, supporting it on her shoulder, her own 
face turned aside from it; and the hairdresser stood behind, 
dressing the hair. Louise seemed to be helping to hold the 
dead weight; Susanne handed hair-pins to the man. If ever 
there was a revolting task on earth, that seemed one; and 
Mary Carr turned sick as she hastily closed the door ^ain, 
and leaned against the yall to recover, if that might be; from 
her faintness. 
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“ What hotel do you mean to try ? ” she inquired, wfien she 
went out with Rose into the broad daylight, a welcome relief 
from the darkened house and what was being transacted in it. 

“I shall try them all in succession, until I find him," 
returned Rose. “ I think he must use the H6tel des Shins. 
I know Frank does." 

Rose bent her steps towards that renowned hostelry, and 
turned boldly into the yard. A man came forward with a cloth 
on his arm, waiter fashion. 

“Monsieur de Saint John,” she began, “est-il descendu 
ici ? ” 

The man stammered something in UTCtched French, “com- 
prenais pas,” and Rose found he was a very native Englishman. 

Mr. St. John was staying there, but was going on to Paris in 
the evening. He was out just then. 

“OutI” cried Rose, not expecting this check to her im¬ 
patience. “ Where’s he gone ? ” 

Of course the waiter could not say where. Rose intimated 
that her business .was of importance; that she must see hiril. 
The group stood looking at each other in indecision. 

“ If you would like to go to his room and wait, ladies, 1 
have the key,” suggested the man. “ It is only on the first 
floor.” 

“ What is to be done, Mary Carr ? ” cried Rose, tapping her 
foot in jiettish annoyance. 

“ Don’t ask me. It is your expedition, not minfi.” 

What Rose would have done, is uncertain. She was looking 
at the man in hesitation, perhaps thinking of the room and the 
key, when who should turn into the yard with -a light quick 
step but Mr. St. John himself. 

Not changed—not a whit changed. The same high bear¬ 
ing, the same distinguished form and face, the same frank 
manners, possessing for all so irresistible a fascination. * 

Rose, in a somewhat confused, anything but an explanatory, 
greeting—for she would not tell him the truth of what she 
wanted, lest he should decline it—said she had come to request 
him to accompany her for a short time. He answered that he 
was at her service, and in another moment the three were 
walking down the street together. 

“ Of all the sticklers for etiquette, I think Mary Can's the 
worst,” began Rose. “ I wonder she does not apply for a post 
as maid-of-honour at court. The ntan asked us to go and wait 
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in youi’-rooms, and I should have gone had you not come in. 
She looked fit to faint at the bare idea.” 

Mr. St. John laughed j his old low musical laugh. 

“ Where would have been the harm? ” went on Rose. “ Wc 
are Cousins, you know.” 

“Of course we are,” said Mr. St. Joha “I thought you 
both expected tQ have been in England before this ? ” 

1 .“ We shall be there shortly now. At least, I shall. Mary, 
I believe, ingoing first to Holland. And you? You are going 
to Paris, we hear.” 

“ Yes, but not to stay. My old roving love of travel has 
come upon-me, and I think I shall gratify it A friend of 
mine leaves Paris next week for a prolonged exploration of the 
Holy Land, and I feel inclined to accompany him.” 

“It does not look as though he were on the point of 
marrying Sarah Beauclerc,” thought Rose to herself. For a 
wonder, she did not put the question. 

But not a word of inquiry from him after Adeline I And 
yet, only a few months before, they had been on the nearest 
and dearest terms, but a few hours removed from the closest 
tie that can exist in this world—that of man and Wife. Oh, 
the changes that take place in this transitory world of ours. 
She was dead, sleeping well after life’s fitful fever; and he 
was walking there in all the pomp and pride of existence, 
haughtily indifferent, never unbending so far as to ask 
whether she was married to another, whether she was living 
or dead. 

And so they reached the residence of Signor de Castella, 
and entered the courtyard, St. John unconscious where he was 
going. He had never gone to the house but once, and then it 
was at night, and in Sir Sandy Maxwell’s carriage. The hall- 
door was placed wide open. Silva stood on one side of it, 
bareheaded, another servant opposite to him.^and as the various 
visitors passed between them, they bowed to each group in 
silence. It was the manner of receiving tjrem. Mr. St. John, 
talking with Rose, advanced close to the door; but when he 
caught sight of Silva, he drew back. The old man looked at 
him with a pleasant look: Sb John had always been a fiivourite 
with the Castella servants. Mary Carr left them then, and ran 
upstairs. 

“ Why have you brought me here ? " he demanded of Rose. 
“ This is Sijpior de Castell^’s 1 ” 
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“I have not brought you without a motive, Mr. St.*John. 
Pray come in with me.” 

“ You must excuse me,” he said, very coldly. 

“ I cannot,” answered Rose. “ Do you think I shouW go 
dancing after you to the hotels, shocking Mary Carr and’the 
waiters out of their notions of propriety, without an urgent 
motive ? Pray come along: we are obstructing the entrance.” 

Mr. St John indeed saw that a group of several ladies were ' 
gathered close behind him, waiting to go-in. He stepped 
inside the hall—he had no other alternative—and so allowed 
them to pass. They moved noiselessly towards the broad stair¬ 
case : but he drew aside with Rose. 

“ Rose, this is beyond a joke,” he said. “ Why did you 
bring me here ? I will wish you good morning.” 

"Indeed,” she murmured, clasping her agitated hands on his 
arm, in her fear lest, after all, he should escape her, " this is no 
joke. Do you suppose Mary Carr would lend herself to one ? 
and she came with me. Pray come upstairs with me, Mr. St. 
John.” 

"You forget,” he began, in answer more to her evident 
excitement than to her words, “ that—putting aside any objec¬ 
tion I may experience—my presence here may not be accept¬ 
able to the family.” 

" You will not see the fiimily. They are not visible to-day.” 

"Who are all these people going up the stairs?” he said, 
looking on in amazement,'as more groups were sileritly bowed 
in by &lva. “ It seems like a reception.” 

“ It is one,” said Rose: “ nevertheless the family do not 
hold it There comes Madame de Nino! She is directing 
those strict eyes of hers towards us, and I shall catch a sharp 
lecture for standing whispering with you. Do come, Mr. St 
John.” 

" I cwnot understand this. Rose. Thes^ visitors, flocking 
to the house, while, you say, the family arc not visible 1 Why 
do they come, then? ^Wby do you wish me to go up?” 

“ There’s—there’s—a show upstairs to-day," stamroefed Rose 
,"That is why they come. And I want you to see it” 

I “ A flower-show ? ” said Mr. St John, somewhat mockingly. 

' "A faded one,” murmured Rose, as she took his hand, and 
drew him towards the staircase. 

His manner was hesitating, his step reluctant; and but for 
the young lady’s pertinacity, which he^ould not resist without 
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downright rudeness, he had certainly retreated. Involuntarily, 
he could not tell why or wherefore, the remembrance of a past 
scene came rushing to his mind; when he, Frederick St John, 
had in like manner forced a resisting spirit up the stairs and 
into the room of a college-boy who was dying. 

At the head of the stairs they met Mary Carr, who held out 
a small sealed packet 

“A commission was intrusted to me yesterday, Mr. St 
John,” she said, “that I would deliver this into your own 
hands. I have also a message-” 

“ Which you can give him presently,” interrupted Rose. 

He glanced at the packet ; he glanced at the seal, “ A. L. de 
C.; ” he looked at the other side, at the strange, sprawling 
address. 

“ Not a very elegant superscription,” he observed, carelessly, 
as he slipped the parcel into the breast-pocket of his coat “ I 
don’t recognize the handwriting.” 

“ Yet you were once familiar with it, Mr. St Joha’ 

* “ Oh, never ! ” answered he. “l^ot, certainly, to my recol¬ 
lection.” 

They were now at the door of the drawing-room. Rose, 
feeling a sick terror at the thought of what she was going to 
behold, laid her hand momentarily on Mr. St John, as if 
doubting her own capability to support herself. 

‘‘Are you ill?” he inquired, looking at her pale face. 

“A slight faintness,” she murmured. “ It will go off.” 

It was in front of them, at the other end of the room as 
they entered. It! But they could not see it distinctly for a 
moment together, so many persons were pushing on before 
them. Mr. St John, who was taller than most persons pre¬ 
sent, obtained a more distinct view than Rose. 

“Who is that—standing yonder—receiving the company?” 

he aSked hastily. “ It looks like-no ;.it cannot be. Is it 

Adeline ? ” 

“Yes, it is Adeline de Castella,” replied Rose, under her 
breath, her teeth chattering. She is holding her reception.” 

Adeline de Castella. Did the name strike oddly upon Mr. „ 
St John ? But if it did, how then came he not to ask why it 
was not Adeline de la Chasse ? 

“ You have deceived me,’ Miss Darling,” he said in severe 
tones; “you assured me the family were not here. What 
means all this?” , ' 
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“ They are not here,” whispered Rose, whose face and lips 
were now as white as those of the dead. 

“ Not here! There stands Adeline.” 

“Yes, true; Adeline," she murmured. “But she wiU not 
speak to you. You—you will pass and look at her: as we 
look at a picture. You can’t go back now, if you would: see 
the throng. Trust me for once,” she added, as she seized his 
arm; “ Adeline will not speak to you—she will not, as I live 
and breathe.” 

Partly from the extreme difficulty of retreating, f6r they were 
in the line of advance, not in that formed for returning accord¬ 
ing to the arrangements of the room, partly in comjjliance with 
Rose Darling’s agitated earnestness, and partly yielding to his 
own curiosity, which was becoming intensely excited, Mr. St. 
John continued his w£iy, ever and anon catching a glimpse of 
the rigid form opposite, before which all were filing. 

“ It cannot be Adeline ! ” he exclaimed, involuntarily. “And 
yet it is like her! AVho is it ? JV/ia/ is it ? How strange she 
looks! ” 

“ .She has been ill, you see,” shivered Rose, “ and is much 
attenuated. But it is Adeline.” 

They were nearly up with her. Rose, in her faintness, not 
having yet dared to look at the sight, clung to the arm of Mr. 
St John. He was gazing on her—Adeline; and his face, 
never very rosy, had turned of a yet paler hue than comiAon. ’ 

Oh, the rich and flowing robes in which they had decked 
her! white satin, covered with costly lace; white ribbons, 
white flowers, everything about her white; the festive attire of 
a bride .adorning the upright dead, and that dead worn and 
wasted 1 A narrow band of white satin was passed tightly 
under the chin, to keep the jaw from falling, but it was partly 
hidden by the hair and the wreath of flowers, and the vgil that 
floated behind her. Never, in health, had those beautiful 
ringlets been seen on Adeline as they were set forth now, to 
shade those hollow cheeks : but all the richness of her dress 
and the flowing hair, all the flowers and the costly lace, could 
not conceal the ghastliness of the features, or soften the fixed 
stare of the glazed eyes. Yet, in the contour of the face, there 
was something still inexpressibly beautiful. To a stranger 
entering the room, unsuspecting the truth, as Mr. St. John, she 
looked like one fearfully ill, fearfully strange: and how was 
Mr. St John, who had never heard of the, custom, to divine 
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the truth ? Did the idea occur to him that Adeline was stand¬ 
ing in the very spot where he had first met her, a year before, 
when the French marigold in his button-hole was accidentally 
caugbt by her? Did the strange gloomy silence strike omi¬ 
nously upon him; putting him in mind of a funeral or a lying- 
in-state, rather than a gay reception ? 

He w’ent close up, and halted in front of her: Rose by him, 
shaking from head to foot. Forgetting, probably, what Rose 
had said, that she would not spe^ to him, or else obeying the 
impulse of the moment, he mechanically held out his hand to 
Adeline : but there was no answering impulse on her part. 

He stood rooted to the spot, his eyes running rapidly over 
her. They glanced down on the flounces of the rich lace 
dress, they wandered up to her face—it was the first close, full 
view he had obtained of it. He saw the set, rigid features, the 
unmistakable stare of the glassy eye; and, with a rushing 
sensation of sickening awe and terror, the tenible truth burst 
upon his brain. 

That it was not Adeline de Castella, but her corpse which 
stood there. 

He was a strong-minded man—a man little given to betray 
his feelings, or to suffer them to escape beyond his own con¬ 
trol : yet he staggered now against the wall by her side, in 
what seemed a fainting-fit. Rose, alarmed for the conse¬ 
quences of what she had .done, burst into tears, knelt down, 
and began to rub his hands. 

“ Open the windows—^give some air here,” called out little 
Monsieur Durante, who had come all the way from Ostrohove 
to see the sight. “ Here’s a gentleman in an attack.” 

“ Nothing of the sort,” returned an Englishman, who made 
one of the company; “he has nearly fainted, that’s all. 
There’s no cause for alarm, young lady. I suppose he came 
in, not knowing what he was going to see, and the rfhock 
overpowered him. It ts an odd fashion, this. See; he revives 
already.” 

Consciousness came to Mr. St John. He rose slowly, shook 
himself out of a shiud dering-fit, and with a last wild yearning 
glance at the- dead, fell into the line of the retreaters. But it 
was Miss Carr who now detained him: Adeline’s message had 
yet to be given. 

“ The' address on the padtet was in Aer handwriting, Mr. St 
John," she whispered; ‘Vhe wrote it yesterday, only a few 
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hours before she died She charged me to say that everything 
is there, except the ring, which- has never been off her finger 
since you placed it there, and will be buried with her; and to 
tell you that she had been ever faithful to you; as in life, so 
unto death.” • 

Mr. St. John listened, and nodded in reply, with the 
abstracted air of one who answers what he does not hear, 
touching unconsciously the breast-pocket of his coat, w'here 
lay the packet 

“ There was something else,” continued she, “ but I dare not 
venture to breathe that here. Later, perhaps ?” 

Again he nodded with the same look of abstraction, n^ver 
speaking ; and began to follow in the wake of the crowd, who 
had taken their fill of gazing, and were making their way from 
the room. 

“ He is a fine young man, though,” exclaimed M. Durante, 
looking after St John with eyes of admiration. “But he is 
very pale: he has scarcely recovered himself.” 

“ To think that he should have dropped at seeing a corpse, 
just as one might drop a stone, a fine strong man like him ! ” 
responded a neighbouring chemist, who had stepped in to have 
a look at the reception. “ Qu’ils sont dr61es,,ces Anglais-lk 1 ” 


CHAPTER XXXI. 

UNAVAILING REPENTANCE. 

Rose Darling struggled out of the room with Mr. St. John: 
not caring to remain in it, possibly, without his sheltering 
presence. They went downstairs with the crowd—^all .silent 
and well-behaved, but still a crowd—and then Rose drew him 
into the small snug room that had been her abiding place and 
Mary’s for the day. 

Mr. St John sat down, and leaned his head upon his band. 
In a shock like this, he could not make believe not to feel it, 
or to gloss it over j indeed he was an independent man at all 
tim^, utterly refusing to give in to the false aitificialities of 
society. Rose slipped away, and brought him a glass of ftiae ; 
but he shook his head, dechning to take it Mary Carr liad 
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not coHie with them; it turned out afterwards that she thought 
he had left the house. - 

“ When did she die ? ” was the first question he presently 
asked. 

“ Last night; a few minutes before twelve.” 

“Just as I was stepping on board the steamer at Folke¬ 
stone,” he murmured to himself “ Why is she— there. Rose ? 
-.--dressed—in that form ? Are they mad ? ” 

“ It is a custom they have in France, as it seems; but I had 
never before heard of it,” answered Rose. “Hark at the 
people passing up still! ” 

A shiver of remembrance took him, but it was conquered 
immediately. Rose untied the black string of her straw 
bonnet, and put it on the table. 

“ I suppose we are both in mourning for the same person,” 
she remarked, in allusion to the narrow band of crape on his 
hat: “little George St. John.” 

“ Yes,” he shortly answered. “ What did she die of? ” 

1 “ Of consumption: at least, that is what the doctors would 
tell you. I won’t say anything about a broken heart” 

Mr. St John made no reply.. Rose resumed : 

“ From the moment that blood-vessel burst, there has been, 
I suppose, no real hope, no possibility of. cure. But. she rallied 
so greatly, and seemed so well, that I, for one, believed in it” 
He looked at Rose; the words seemed to arouse his curi¬ 
osity. “ When did she burst a blood-vessel ? ” 

“ It was at Beaufoy. It was—^why, yes, it was the very day 
you were last there, Mr. St John, almost in your sight You 
remember the morning you quitted the house, and never came 
back again ?-T-did you notice Adeline ruiming down the steps 
of the colonnade after you, imploring you to stop ?—did you 
notice that she sank down on the grass, as if from fatigue ? ” 

“ L think I did,” he answered, in allusion to the last ques¬ 
tion. “ I know she followed me down thfe steps.” 

“ It was then the blood-vessel broke; through emotion, no 
doubt. Had you but looked back once again, you might 
have seen what was amifes. I never shall forget the sight 
Just at first I had thought her foot slipped and threw her down, 
next I thought she was kneeling for a joke: but when I 
reached her, I saw what it was. One minute longer, and you 
would have seen the whole house gathered round her on the 
lawn. She was got indoors, and the doctors were sent for. 
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What a house it was! She thought she was dyin^; and 
I believe the chiefest wish of her heart then was to see 
you.” 

“Why did you not send for me ?” 

“ We did send. I wrote to you, and Louise took the hote 
at once to the Lodge. But you had already gone—turning 
Madame Baret’s brains upside down with the shock.” 

“ You might have sent it after me to England.” 

“ Of course I might—if I had only known you were gone to 
England. How was I to know it ? I might be wishing to get 
a note to some one in the moon, but not see my way clear to 
writing the address. It was weeks, and weeks, and weeks, Mr. 
St. John, before we ever heard a syllabic of you, whether you 
were in England or in any other part of the known world, or 
whether you were .at the bottom of the sea.” 

“And she never married de la Chasse?” 

The words seemed spoken as a remark, not as a question. 
Rose, who seemed to have a touch of one of her ironical 
moods coming on, answered it: 

“ Would you have had her marry him when death had set 
in ? After the doctors had met that day, it was known through¬ 
out the house that nothing could save her. At least, they said 
so. The old malady of the spring had but been lying dor¬ 
mant ; it was in her still; and the terrible trouble she went 
through had brought it forth again. Under the very happiest 
circumstances, had she married you, even—and I snppose that 
might have been /w idea of happiness,” added Rose, satirically 
—“ she could not haye lived long. De la Chasse saw her for 
a few minutes on the day they were to have been married, and 
expressed himself very much concerned, and all that, as a 
matter of course; I don’t suppose he broke his heart over it.” 

“ And she has been ill ever since ? ” 

“Ever since. The disease has fluctuated, as you‘may 
imagine; some weeks she would be at death’s door, some 
weeks comparatively well; but it has all the while been pro- 
gre.ssing on gradually to the ending. Frederick St. John”— 
and Rose stepped up to him in her excitement—“I don’t 
believe you were ever absent for one minute from her mind; 
by day and by night it was fllled with that miserable love for 
you; and the yearning wish, destined not to be gratified, was 
ever upon her—that you would come and see her before she 
died." 
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“ did you riot let me know it?—why could you not 
have written to me ?" he asked, in a sharp tone of pain. 

“ For one thing, I tell you, I did not know where to write. 
For another, Adeline would not have let me. She had an idea 
that^you did not care to come to her—that you perhaps would 
not, if summoned. And 1 ”—Rose paused a moment, and 
angrily compressed her repentant lips—“I could wish my 
tongue had been bitten out for a share I took in the past. 
There’s not the least doubt that one ingredient in Adeline’s 
cup of bitterness was worse than all the rest—the thought of 
Sarah Beauclerc.” 

He uttered an exclamation. 

“ And of your love for her. And I say I wish Sarah Beau¬ 
clerc had been smothered, and I with her, if you like, before 
I had ever breathed her name to Adeline. But for that, but 
for deeming that s^e was your true love, and would some time 
be your wife, Adeline would have sent to the far ends of the 
earth after you for a parting interview.” 

' He sat, leaning his head upon his fingers, looking into the 
Are. 

“ What a miserable business it seems altogether! Nothing 
but cross-purposes, the one with the other. Sarah Beauclerc! ” 

^-Are you still engaged—perhaps at a moment like this I 
may be pardoned for asking it—to Sarah Beauclerc ? ” 

“.I never was engaged to Sarah Beauclerc. I had once a 
sort of passing fancy for her ; I don’t know that it was more. 
I have had no thought of her, or of anyone else, since I parted 
from Adeline.” 

“ In a letter I had from London, not very long ago,” resumed 
Rose, slowly, “your name was coupled wiA Miss Sarah Beau- 
clerc’s. It said you were her shadow.” 

“ Who said it ? ” 

“ Never mind. It was a lady.” 

“ Your correspondent laboured under a mistake. Rose j you 
may tell her so, for her satisfaction. Sarah Beauclerc will very 
soon be a wife, but not mine.” 

“ Who is she going to marry ? ” 

“ Lord Raynor.” 

Rose exhausted her surprise in ejaculations. She had thought 
Sarah Beauclerc would be Frederick St John’s chosen wife; 
had felt utterly certain of it in her own mind. He sat in 
alence, never heeding ^er. Remembrances of the past tme 
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crowding upon him. That he had been very near loving‘Sarah 
Beauclerc, was indisputable: and but for the meeting with 
Adeline, this might have come to fruition : there was no know¬ 
ing now. At Lady Revel’s—the evening spoken of to Rose by 
Miss Mary Anne Darling—he had learnt that she, Sarah, *was 
going to be married to the Viscount Raynor, a man who, as 
Captain Budd, h.ad been attached to her for years. She herself 
told him of this. In her calm, cold, cutting manner, she spoke* 
of his contemplated marriage to Mademoiselle de Castella; 
was any covert reproof intended in this ? any secret intima¬ 
tion that Hiat justified her own engagement? However that 
might be, all chance of their being one in this world, had any 
such chance ever e.xisted, was at an end; and Frederick St. 
John had no regret left in regard to it. All his regrets were 
for another. 

“ If Adeline had but known it! ” murmured Rose, genuine 
tears of vexation filling her eyes. “ Did you not know she was 
dying, Mr. St. John?" 

“ No. I knew nothing about her." • 

“ Have you been in England ever since you quitted us that 
day ? ” 

“ I went straight to London from Beaufoy, saw my brother 
Isaac, explained matters to him, and then accompanied him to 
Castle Wafer. Subsequently I went to Scotland, deer-stalking; 
running over once to I-ondon from thence, to see my mother. 
Bfiefc Christmas, I was hgain for a week in London, and then 
i^scorted my mother to Castle Wafer. Now you know what 
my movements have been. Rose. I heard nothing of Adeline.” 

“ Perhaps you kept yourself out of the way of hearing of 
her?” 

‘‘I did.” 

“ That was your temper ! ” 

“ Just so. Our faults generally bring their own punishiftent.” 

“We beard you were in an awful passion at Madame 
Baret’s,” remarked Rose, who plunged into things irrelevant 
without mercy. 

“ I thought I had cause to be. I thought so them I do not ‘ 
know the reason now why she rejected me.” 

“ Carr will tell you that Ill-fated Adeline 1 She would 

have given her poor life to have been allowed to whisper it to 
you then, to justify herself in your eyes. The fact is,” ndded 
Rose, after a pause, “the Church interfered to prevent the 

St. Mattin’t Eve. 24 
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marriage, and Adeline was sworn to silence on the crucifiy. 
/did not know it until to-day. She thought of you until the 
last, Mr. St. John, and in her dying montents got permission 
froiji her father for the truth to be disclosed to you. Mary was 
charged with it.” 

Mr. St. John’s eyes blazed up with an angry light. “Then 
1 know that was the work of Father Marc ! ” 

“ I dare say it was. He was very fond of Adeline, and no 
doubt thought her marriage with a heretic would be perdition 
here and hereafter. I don’t see that you can blame him: you 
would have done the same in his place, had you been true to 
your creed. Father Marc’s one of the best gossipers living. 
We saw a great deal of him in Adeline’s sick-room, after you 
left. I fell in love with the charming old phre.” 

Would she ever be serious I The question might have 
orossed Mr. St. John at a less bitter moment. 

“And I think his gossip did Adeline good,” continued Rose. 
“ It was a sort of break to her misery. How could you have 
doubted her—have doubted for a single moment, whatever your 
passionate rage might have been, that her whole love was 
yours ? ” 

How indeed ? But perhaps in his inmost heart he never had 
doubted it. He sat there now, bearing the bitter weight of 
remembrance as he best might, his eyes looking back into the 
pasti his delicate lips drawn in to pain. 

“ They have no portrait of her,” went on Rose, not in her 
mercilessness, but in her giddy, gossiping lightness. “ And the 
one you took of her, you defaced.” 

“ Don’t, Rose 1 ” 

The words came from him with a wail. His remorse wanted 
no feeding j it was already as great as he well knew how to 
bear.. Rose was not quite without feeling, and the words and 
their tone checked her. She sat thinking how unkind she had 
been, and began flirting th6 strings of her bonnet about, as it 
lay near her on the table. . 

But it was not in her nature to remain silent long. Some¬ 
thing, perhaps the black ribbon, took her thoughts to another 
subject: and in truth she did not like to say more of Adeline. 

“ Does it not seem like a fatality? All three of them to have 
died, one after the other! ” 

Mr. St^ John came slowly out of his pain, and loolefed at her 
f&r an explanation. “ Tlvee of whom ? ” 
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" Oh, I was thinking of Alnwick. Mr. Carleton St. John first 
and then his two boys. I suppose you have inherited ? ” 

“My brot'irer has. Yes, it is a very sad thing. Quite a 
fatality, as you say.” 

“ What fortune has Charlotte now ? Much ? " 

“ I really do not know. I fear not much.” 

“ She reckoned so surely—I know she did—upon being Lady 
St. John!” 

“ That seems to be a chief portion of life’s business, I think,” 
he remarked: “ the reckoning ui>on things that never come to 
pass.” 

“ I suppose you have not seen her since ? ” 

“Mrs. Carleton St. John? Yes, I have. I heard she was 
staying with Mrs. D.arling in town, the week I spent there 
before Christmas, .and I called.” 

“ How was she looking ? How did she seem ? ” asked Rose, 
rather eagerly. 

“ She seemed quite w'ell, and she looked well. Very thin 
but in good he.aUh and spirits.” 

“There was no—excitement in her m.mner, was there?” 

“On the contrary. She struck me as being one of the 
calmest, quietest-mannered women I ever saw'.” 

“ Did you think her pretty ? ” 

“ No. I thought her handsome.” 

“ What did mamma s<vy to you about me ?—an4 Margkret 
and Mary Anne? No good, I know. They are always abusing 
me.” 

“ I did not sec them. Mrs. Carleton St. John said they had 
all gone out to call on some old friend.” 

“ You had no loss. Mamma you know; I don’t say anything 
against her, though it was a shame of her to keep me at school 
so long ; but Mary .\nne and Margaret are the primmest old 
creatures yon can picture. Why, they are going <mi for thirty 1 
I sent them over a cap apiece the other day, in return few a 
little interference of theirs. Lottie Singleton took the parcel. 
Didn’t it make them wild! ” 

A faint smile parted his lips. 

“ Where is Charlotte going to live ? ” resumed Rose. “ Have 
you heard?” 

“ I have heard nothing. I believe m^ brother wrote to beg 
of her to go back to Alnwick, and remain &ere as loqg as she 
f chose. But she declined.” 



372 ST. MARTIN’S EVE. 

“I know one thing—that I hope she’ll not live with us,” 
cried Rose, tossing back her golden curls. “ Charlotte always 

was so domineering, and now—especially- You are sure 

you«observed no undue excitement of manner?” she broke off, 
after a pause. 

' “Why do you ask it? To me she appeared to be almost 
.unnaturally aJm.” 

“I think I’ll tell you why,” said thoughtless Rose. And 
forthwith she disclosed to Mr. St John all she had heard from 
Nurse Brayford. It was lamentably imprudent of her, without 
doubt j but she meant no harm. And the notion she herself 
had gathered from the story was, that the trouble had temporarily 
touched Charlotte’s brain, just as a passing fever will touch it 
That was all the real thought of her heart; but her expressions 
were exaggerated as usual, meaning less than they implied. 
It had the effect of fully arousing Frederick St. John from his 
own care; and Rose was surprised to see him make so much 
, of it 

“ That Charlotte—that your sister at the time of the child’s 
death was mad / ” he repeated. “ Surely not. Rose! ” 

“ It was nothing less. How else could she fancy she saw all 
sorts of visions of the child? Not her child; I don’t mean 
him: the little heir, Benja. He was always walking before her 
with the lighted toy, the church; the one that caused his death, 
you know., She had awful fits of this terror, frightening Georgy 
nearly to death.” 

} Mr. St. John made no reply. His eyes were fixed on Rose, 
and he was revolving what she said. 

“ It was Mrs. Brayford told me this; the nurse who was with 
Adeline in the spring. You heard that she had gone from 
Belport with Mrs. Carleton St John to watch George. But I 
don,’t think the woman told me quite all,” added Rose, casting 
her thoughts back: “ she seemed to reserve something. At 
least, so it struck me.” 

“ It must have been a sort of brain fever,” remarked Mr. St 
John. 

“I» must have been downright madness,” returned Rose. 
“ They hojd a curious custom, it seems, in one of the towns of 
France: on St Martin’s Rve eveiy one turns out at night with 
horns and lighted paper lant^s, which they parade about the 
streets for a couple of hours, It happened that Charlotte was 
there this very night: ehe had gone to the town to iske the 
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steamer for London. The lanterns were of various forms and 
devices, many of them being churches; and Charlotte was in 
her room when the show began, and saw it all. She had a sort 
of fit fi'om terror,” continued Rose in a whisper. “ She was 
quite mad when she came to, fancying it was a thousand Btnjas 
coming after her .to torment her. Prance had alwa)rs locked 
Brayford out of the room before, when these attacks came on; 
but she couldn’t do it that night, for Charlotte had to be held 5 
she was raving.” 

“ It is very strange,” said Mr. St. John. 

“That is why I asked you whether you saw anything unusual 
in her manner,—^any excitement. Of course I can’t \vrite and 
ask j I can’t hint at it. They say Charlotte is well, but if she 
were not I know they would never tell me, and I like to be 
at the top and bottom of everything. I’m mamma’s true 
daughter for that." 

“ Rose, I wish you had not told me this,” 

“Why?” exclaimed Rose, opening her eyes very wide. 

He seemed to have spoken involuntarily. The retort and 
its surprised tone woke him from his dream, and all his senses 
were in full play again. 

“ It is not pleasant to hear of women sufiering. I can’t bear 
it. Your sister must have gone through a great deal.” 

“ Oh, poor thing, yes she must I’ll not call her hard names 
again. And I do hope and trust the brain trouble hasjreally 
left her.” 

“ She seemed quite well I saw no trace whatever of the 
mind’s being affected. It must have been a sort of temporary 
fever. Rose, were I you, I think I would never talk of this.” 

“ I don’t. I only said it to you. I assure you I wouldn’t 
say a word of it to mamma to be made Empress to-morrow. 
She’d box my ears for me, as she used to do when I was a little 
girl.” • 

Mr. St. John rose to leave, “There’s nothing more you 
have to say, Rose?” 

She knew as well as he that he alluded to Adeline. “ There 
was nothing more, just then,” she answered. “Mary Carr 
would, no d 9 ubt, see him later.” * 

He shook hands with Rose and was leaving the room, when 
Miss Carr came in. She uttered an exclamation of surprise. 

“ I thought you had gone," she said. “ Will you come with 
me and see old Madame de Beaufo^ ? 1 was in her room just 
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now, aud told her you had been here; she thought I ought to 
have taken you up to her; and she cried when she said how 
great a favourite you had been in those happy days, now gone 
by for ever.” 

WHh some hesitation—for he did not care to see the family 
again, especially on that day—Mr. St. John suffered himself to 
be conducted to her room. The show people were still silently 
jostling each other on the staircase, passing up and down it 

Ma^me de Beaufoy was in her chamber: it'is the custom 
you know to receive visitors in the bed-chambers in France: a 
handsomely furnished room, the counterpane a blue satin, 
richly quilted, and the large square pillows, lying on it, of the 
finest cambric edged with choice Mechlin lace. As she held 
Mr. St John’s hand in greeting and drew him to the fire, the 
tears coursed freely down the fine old face. 

“Ah, my friend, my friend!” she said, speaking in English, 
“if they had but suffered her to marry you, she might not be 
lying low this day. A hundred times I have said to Maria, 
that she should not have been severed from Frederick St John. 
But Maria, poor thing, had no hand in it; she is not a devote; 
it was the Church that did it And we must suppose all’s for 
the best, though it sacrificed her.” 

No tears shone in his eyes, his grief was too deep for that. 
It could be read in every line of his face, of his rigid features. 

“ I jwish to Heaven things had been allowed to take a different 
course,” he answered in low tones. “ But they tell me that no 
care, no amount of happiness could have saved her.” 

“ Tush! ” returned the old lady. “ The greatest mistake they 
made was in not taking her to a warmer climate while they 
had the opportunity. Had that been done, and had you been 
allowed to marry her, she might have enjoyed years of life. I 
don’t say she could have lived to be old; they insist upon it 
that she could not: but she w'ould have had some enjoyment 
of this world, poor child, and not have been cut off from it, as 
she is now.” 

The thought crossed him—and it came in spite of his regrets, 
and he could not help it—that all things might still be for the 
best Had ’she lived to bear him children—and to entail upon 
them her fragility of constitution- 

“You did love her, Mr. St John.” 

“With my whole heart and soul.” 

“Ay, ay; and she was bound up in yojl, I don’t see why 
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you should have been parted—and we all liked you. For my 
part,” continued the tolerant old lady—“but you know it 
doesn’t do to avow such sentiments to the world—I think one 
religion is as good as another, provided people do their duty in 
it. She had as sure a chance of going to heaven as your wife, 
as she had if she had married that de la Chasse, whom I never 
liked.” 

“ Indeed I trust so.” 

“ I became a Roman Catholic to please my husband and his 
family, but I was just as near to heaven when I was a. Protestant. 
And I say that Adeline need not have been sacrificed. You 
have been in to see her, I hear.” 

“ Yes. Not knowing what I was going to see.” 

“ Was ever such a barbarous custom heard of! But Maria 
would listen to no sort of reason : and Agnes upheld her. I 
wonder the Signor allowed it. They will not get me in. I shall 
see the dear lost one in her coffin to-night; but I will not see 
her the actor in all that mummery.” 

The old lady was interrupted by the entrance of Madame de 
Castella. She did not know St. John was there; and her first 
surprised movement was that of retreat. But a different feeling 
came over her, and she stepped forward sobbing, holding out 
both her hands. 

A few broken sentences of mutual sorrow, and then the 
scene became disagreeably painful to Mr. St. John. Madame 
de Castella’s sobs were loud and hysterical, her motuer’s 
tears rained down quietly. He took his leave almost in 
silence. 

’ “ Would you like to attend the funeral ? ” asked the old lady. 

“ It takes place to-morrow.” 

“ To-morrow! ” he echoed: the haste striking upon his Eng¬ 
lish ideas as unseemly. 

“ To-morrow at eleven.” • 

“Perhaps Mr. St John, would not like it?” interposed 
Madame de Castella between her sobs. “The Baron de la 
Chasse is coming for it” 

“ And what if he is! ” cried her mother. “ Surely their 
animosities must have ended now. Be here a quarter before 
eleven, my firiend, if it would be any satisfaction to you to see 
the last of her.” 

Ah yes, all animosities had ended then, and St John did not 
fail to be th^e, It was one of the grandest lunertds ever seen 
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in Belt)ort Amidst the long line of priests was Father Marc: 
and he recognized St. John and saluted him courteously and 
cordially, as if entirely oblivious of the past, and of the share 
he had taken in it. Signor de Castella walked bareheaded 
after the coffin ; de la Chasse and another near friend were 
next. St John was lost amid the crowd of followers, and his 
companion was Monsieur le Comte le Coq de Monty. 

“So happy to have the honour of meeting you again, though 
it is upon, this melancholy occasion! ” cried the Comte, who 
was very fond of talking and had hastened to fasten himself on 
Mr. St John. “What a sad thing that consumption is! And 
de la Chasse is here! How he must feel her loss! the 
engaging, beautiful demoiselle that she was! ”■ 

The procession moved on. To the church first, and then to 
the grave. But amidst all its pomp and show, amidst the tall 
candles, the glittering crucifixes, the banners of silver and 
black, amidst the array of priests and their imposing vest¬ 
ments ; through the low murmurs of their soothing chant, lost- 
in the echoes of the streets; even beyond that one dark mass, 
the cheaf feature of the pageant, borne by eight men with 
measured tread, through his regrets for what was in it—his 
buried love—there came something else, tptally foreign to all 
this, and uncalled for by. will, floating through tlie mind of Mr. 
St. John. 

TJie curious tale whispered to him by Rose Darling the 
previous day, touching the fancies of* Mrs. Carleton St. John, 
was connecting itself, in a haunting fashion, with certain words 
he had heard dropped by Honour at Castle Wafer. 


CHAPTER XXXII. 

SOME MONTHS ONWARDS. 

It was August weather. The glowing suiilight of the day had 
&ded, and the drawing-rooms were lighted at Castle \Vafer. 
A an^l group of guests had gathered there; it may afmost be 
said a family group; had be.en spending there some five or six 
weeks. Changes have taken place since you met them last. 
Its master has come into the inheritance so coveted by Mrs. 
Carleton Sh John for hpr own child: and he is also in stronger 
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health than he has been for years. Look at him as he’sits in 
the remotest comer of the room, his table covered with books 
and bearing a small shaded reading-lamp. ' But he is not read¬ 
ing now; he is listening with a fond smile to a charming girl in 
white evening attire, as she sits close to him and talks in & low 
voice. Her great eyes, of a blue grey, are raised to his face, 
and the gold chain glistens bn her fair white shoulders as she 
bends towards him, and she seems to be petitioning some 
favour .; for he keeps shaking his head in the negative, as if to 
tantalize her; but the. kindly look in his eyes, and' the sweet 
smile on his face are very conspicuous. You have met her 
before: it is Miss Beauclerc, the daughter of the Dean of 
Westerbury. 

Unpleasantly conspicuous, that smile and that tender look, 
to one of the distant group. The glittering chandelier—and 
only one chandelier has been lighted to-night, as is usual on 
these quiet evenings—is reflected as in a thousand prisms by 
the W’ax-lights, and the glitter shines full on the face of this one 
lady, who sits back in the satin chair unnoticed, her dark eyes 
disagreeably fierce and eager. Is she a young girl ? She really 
looks like one, in her black silk dress with its low simple body 
and short sleeves, edged only with a narrow niching of white 
crape; looks almost as young as Miss Beauclerc. But she is 
not young; she has passed her thirtieth year, and more than 
that^ and you have met her before, for she is the widpw of 
George Carleton St. Jolm of Alnwick. They call her here at 
Castle Wafer Mrs. Carleton, in a general way, as her additional 
name would interfere with Mrs. St. John’s. SVe had better do 
the same. Sometimes they call her Charlotte •, and she likes 
that best, for she hates the name of Carleton, simply because 
it was the name of her late husband’s first wife. 

Right underneath the chandelier, both of them at some sort 
of work, sit Mrs. St. .John and Mrs. Darling. Mrs. Sfc John 
has recovered the accident of a year agoj it left a languor 
upon her which she is rather too fond of indulging. Isaac St. 
John is glad that-visitors should be staying at Castle Wafer, for 
they: divert his step-mother, whom he greatly esteems and 
respects, from her own fancied ailments. That accident would 
seem to have aged her ten years, and you would take her to be 
nearly sixty. Lastly, talking and laughing at the open glass 
doors, now halting inside, now stepping forth on the terrace in 
die balmy summ^a nigh^ are Rose Darling, and Frederick St; 
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John." Frederick has been but a few days arrived, after an 
absence of many months, chiefly spent in the Holy Land j the ■ 
rest have been for six weeks at Castle Wafer. 

Six weeks, ^ind they went for only one! Isaac pressed the 
visit'upon Mrs. Carleton, whose position he much pitied, and 
politely invited Mrs. Darling to accompany her with any of the 
Miss Darlings she might like to bring. Mrs. Darling accepted 
the invitation and brought Rose. The other two were staying 
with old Mrs. Darling in Berkshire, who was flourishing and 
seemed lijcely to live to be a hundred. It almost seemed to 
Isaac St. John, in his refined sensitiveness, that he had com¬ 
mitted a wrong on Charlotte St. John, by succeeding to the 
property that would have been her husband’s and then her 
son’s, had they lived. Could he have done it with any sort of 
delicacy, he had made over to her a handsome yearly incopre. 
Indeed, he had hinted at this to Mrs. Darling, but that lady 
said she felt sure it could not be done with Charlotte’-s proud 
spirit. Isaac hoped still: and meanwhile he pressed Charlotte 
to stay with them at ‘Castle Wafer, not to run away, as her 
mother talked of doing. Mrs! Darling had been talking of it 
this month past j and" her departure was now really fixed for 
the morrow. She was going with Rose to Paris; but Charlotte 
had accepted tlie invitation to remain. 

Her fate really deserved sympfathy. Bereft of her husband, 
of h^r cherished son, bereft not only of the fortune but also bf. 
the position.she had thought to secure in marrying the master 
of Alnwick, she had perforce retired into a very humble 
individual again, who could not keep up much of an establish¬ 
ment of her own. In health she was perfectly well: all that 
dark time seemed to have passed away as a dream: she was 
better-looking than ever, and the 'inward fever that used to 
consume her and render her a very shadow, did not waste her 
now. t Mrs. Darling had spoken to her seriously of what her 
future plans should be: that lady herself would probably have 
desired nothing better than to keep her favourite daughter with 
.her always: but her other daughters rose rather rebelliously 
against it, and some unpleasantness had been the result^ 

Rose spoke out freely, as was her custom. If Charlotte did 
remjun with them, she should not stand any domineering; and 
Mary Anne and Margaret Darling intimated that they should 
not leave grandmamma until home was free for them. Charlotte 
had brought this ill-will upon herself by the very line of bon- 



SOME MONTHS ONWARDS. 379 

duct Rose spoke openly about—domineering. Mrs. Darling 
was a little perplexed: but she was an easy-tempered woman, 
and was content to let trifles take their chance. There was no 
immediate hurry: Charlotte’s visit -at Castle Wafer was to be 
extended, against the wish of Mrs. Darling, and might be dbn- 
tinued' for an indefinite time. Who knew but that Charlotte 
might captivate its bachelor master ? And udio knew but Char¬ 
lotte herself was enterlaining the same possibility 1 Mrs. Darling 
feared «q j and, in all cases where Charlotte was concerned, she 
was a keen observer. What, though Isaac St. John had' a hump 
upon his back, he was, apart from that, a lovable man—a man 
that even an attractive woman might covet for her own. 

Mrs. Darling’s employment this evening was some intricate 
working of gold beads on canvas. And every time she 
looked off to take up a bead upon the long needle, she seized 
the opportunity to glance at Charlotte. How entirely still she 
was I—leaning back in the armchairher delicate hands lying 
motionless on her lap. But for the eyes, directed to one part 
of the room,,and the angry glare beginning now. to shine in 
them, Mrs. Darling had deemed her entirely at rest. She, 
Mrs. Darling, moved her chair, apparently to get some better 
light for the beads, and the change of position enabled her to 
look towards the spot herself. 

Miss Beauclerc, her fair face bending forward in its eagerness, 
her wide open, fine grey eyes raised to his, hSd laid her iwo 
hands on Isaac St. John’s^ and he had playfully made prisoner 
of them and was keeping them fast. In the stillness of the 
room their voices were distinctly heard. 

“ You will promise it to me, then ! ” 

Isaac laughed and shook his head. “ You don’t know how 
incorrigible the man has been, Georgie.” 

” All the more reason for your forgiving him.” 

“ If the dean were here, I’m not sure that he would say so. 
He has .had the greatest trouble with him, Georgina.” 

“ That’s just why I’m asking you,” cried the girl prettily and 
saucily. “ Papa might refuse me; you must not. You know 
you can’tf 

“ What will you give if I say yes ? ” 

“I’ll give you-” she dropped her voice and laughed. 

Isaac bent and kissed her crimson cheek. Kissed it as a &ther 
might kiss a child ; but she drew back shyly, and blushed to 
her fingers’ ends, half glancing towards the window, • ' 
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' Somethiflg like a £unt sound of anger came from Charlotte. 
It was smothered beneath a sudden cough. No ears heard it 
save those of the anxious mother; no eyes, save hers, saw the 
involuntary clenching of the impassive hands. She—Mrs. 
Doling—sat upright in her chair and turned her eyes in the 
direction where her daughter’s were fixed. 

“ Did you obtain that information to-day. Sir Isaac ? ” 

Sir Isaac was again laughing—oh, how much tetter in health 
was he now than of yore!—^and did not hear the question. 

“ Are you speaking to me, Mrs. Darling ? ” 

“ That information you said you would obtain for me about 
the conjunction of the trains. Did you do so? ” 

“ Brumm did. I thought he had given you the paper. He 
has all particulars set down, 1 know, in black and white. Per¬ 
haps he gave it to Miss Rose?” 

“Who is taking my name in vain?” cried Rose, looking in, 
her bright face aglow with mirth. 

Mr. St. John had been standing for the last few minutes 
inside the room. Rose on the threshold. As he talked to her, 
his eyes had unconsciously rested on the face of Mrs. Carleton'; 
and the strange expression in hers, their look of fierce anger, 
liad struck him with amazement; even the movement of the 
hands, telling of suppressed pain, was not wholly hidden from 
him. With a rush and a whirl there came back to his mind 
certain &cts connected with Mrs. Carleton St. John, which 
had almost faded out of his remembrance. But what could 
be the cause of her antipathy to Miss Beauclerc ? And there 
was antipathy in those ^es, if he ever read eyes in this world. 

It was over directly,—quick as a flash of lightning,—and the 
relative situations of the parties changed. Georgina Beauclerc. 
came to the table with a light step, as gay and careless as 
Rose ; Sir Isaac followed more slowly, and sat down by Mrs. 
Carleton. 

“You look pleased, my dear,” observed. Mrs. St John, 
glancing up at Georgpa. . 

’^1 have been teasing Sir Isaac, and I have gained my wish. 
But—you didn’t see ”—and she bent her lips with » smile— ^ 
“ I had to give him a kiss for the concession.” 

. “Rather a hazardous favour tq grant in a general way,” 
observed Mrs. Darling, whose ears the whispered words l^d 
reached. “Some gentlemen, in the bachelor position of Sir 
Isaac, might deem the |ift signiflcant.” 
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She put down’ her beads and her canvas, and looked full at 
Georgina, expecting a protest against such motives. But in 
this'she was mistaken. Georgina only threw back her pretty 
head with a laugh; and in it—at least to Mrs. Darling’s ears— 
there was a sound of triumph. * 

“ What was your petition to him, my dear ? ” asked Mrs, St. 
John. 

“Ah, that’s a secret} it’s something between himself and- 
me;’’ and Miss Georgina Beauclerc vyent dancing tpwards the 
window, as if desiring a breath of the fresh night air. ' 

The scene was almost more lovely than by day, with tliat 
moon, brighter than you often see it in August, shining on the 
landscape, and bringing out its light and its shade. Mrs. 
Carleton, every vestige of dissatisfaction removed, talked to 
Sir Isaac St John. The tones of her voice were low and 
tender; the psJe, passive countenance was singularly attractive. 
Sir Isaac had grown to like her very much indeed; and she 
knew it But, what perhaps she did not know, liking with 
him had hitherto been confined to respect, esteem, friendship, 
—as the case might be. Never had the probability of its going 
further occurred to any one. He had always expressed a deter¬ 
mination to live and die unmarried, and it was accepted as a 
matter of certainty. 

Mr. St John leaned against the wall, partly shaded by the 
blue satin window-curtains. He was watching her kepnly. 
All that old gossip which had reached him, creating a strange 
suspicion in his mind, was rising up bit by bit Site, mad 1 
Surely not I In that low, modulated voice; in that composed, 
self-controlled countenance; in those dark eyes, lighted now 
with a pleasant smile, there was no madness to be traced, past, 
present, or to come,—not a symptom of it What had Rose 
meant by taking up the idea seriously?—by speaking of it to 
him? Nay, his was the fault for having listened to her. 
Rose 1 vain, giddy, careless as of old. Mr. St John had 
wondered two or three times this past week what she was 
coming ta 

As he looked, an idea flashed over him. He had noticed 
this last week, since his residence with them, little odds and 
ends b Mrs. Carleton’s conduct How she strove incessantly 
to make herself agreeable to Sir Isaac; how she walked out 
with him, drove out with him, sat with him oftentimes b his 
mombg-room, how suave she was to Mr. Brutnm; how, m 
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short/ she seemed to have one object in life—and that, to 
devote herself to Sir Isaac. It was very kind of her—very 
considerate, had been Frederick’s only thought until now, and 
he felt grateful to her, though rather wondering; he felt grate¬ 
ful to any one who appreciated his brother; but now the truth 
seemed to have opened his eyes, and removed thfe scales that 
were before them. She was hoping to become Lady St. 
■John. 

Every feeling of Frederick St. John rose up in arms against 
it. Not against his brother marrying. If it would be for his 
comfort and happiness, Frederick would have been glad to see 
him marry on the morrow. But to marry her —with that 
possibility of taint in her blood? Any one in the wide world, 
rather than Charlotte Carleton. The room suddenly felt too 
hot for him, and he turned from it impetuously, his hand lifted 
to his brow. 

, “Who’s this? Don’t run over me, Mr. St. John.” 

He had nearly run over her; she was so still; gathered there 
against the wall, just beyond the window. , 

“ I beg your pardon, Georgina; I was deep in thought.” 

“ Is it not a lovely night ? ” 

“ Yes, I suppose so. How long -he dropped his voice—• 
“is Mrs. Carleton going to remain here? Do you know?” 

“ Not I. How should I ? Mrs. Darling and Rose leave to¬ 
morrow.” 

There was a pause. He held out His arm to Georgina, and 
began slowly to pace the terrace with her. She looked very 
.fair, very lovely in the moonlight. 

“ How came Mrs. Carleton to prolong her stay beyond that 
of her mother and sister ? ” 

“As if I knew! Sir Isaac pressed it, I think. I heard him 
say to her one day that as Mrs. St John intended to spend the 
wintef at Castle W^afef, she could not do better than promise 
him to remain also. Don’t you like her ? ” 

“ Not very much, I think.” 

“ I did like her. I cannot tell you how much 1 pitied her. 
It seems so hard a fate to lose her husband and her two 
children, and now to have lost Alnwick. But she won’t let me 
like her j she is so very distant with me j repellant might be 
the better word; and so I think she is making me </Mke her. 
I like Rose.” 

He laughed. “ No on(^ can help liking Rose; widi all her 
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faults she is open as the day. Do you know, Georgina, f used 
at times to think Rose very much like you.” 

“ In face ? ” 

“No. And yet there may be a certain resemblance even there: 
both of you .are fair, and both—pretty. You need not fling 
away from mfe as if it were treason to say so. But I meant in 
manner. You were once as wild as Rose is now.” 

“ You saw a great deal of her this time last year, did you not, • 
when she was staying with Adeline de Castella ? “ 

“ Yes,” he laconically answered. 

Georgina Beauclerc turned to the terrace railings, and leaned 
over them, looking far away. He stood by her side in silence. 

“ Do you think I am wild in manner now ? ” she presently 
asked. 

• “ No; you have greatly changed.” 

“Those old, old days in Westerbury—and I know I was 
wild in them—have faded away as a dream. It seems so long 
ago!—and yet, marked by the calendar, it is only a short time. 
One may live years in a few months, Mr. St. John.” 

With the privileged freedom of his boyhood he turned her 
face towards him, and saw what he had suspected. The blue 
eyes were filled with tears. 

“What is it, child?,” 

“Nothing. Past days are often sad to look back to.” 

“ Do you know that you have changed—wonderfully 
changed ? ” * * ■ 

“ From my wildness ? Yes, I think I have been tamed.” 

“ And what has tamed you ? ” 

“Oh,”^—there was a slight pause—“nothing but my own 
good sense.” 

“ And now please tell me why you call me Mr. St John. 
You have been doing it all the week” 

The tears vanished, and a slight smile 'parted the pretty*lips. 

“ You are Mr. St John now.” 

“ Not to you, I should have thought” 

“ I remember the lecture you once gave me for calling you 
tred.” 

“ No doubt I gave you little else than lectures then ; some 
of them in earnest, some in fun. The lecture you speak of 
was of the latter description.” ' 

“ I know how vexed you used to vet with me. You must 
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“ Wrong, young lady. Had I cared for you less, I should 
not have lectured you. We don’t get vexed with those we 
dislike. I should lecture you still, if I saw cause to do it.” 

Georgina laughed. They were again pacing the terrace, for 
he had placed her arm in his. 

"I always believed in you, Georgina, though you did 
require so much keeping in order. You were as wild a young 
damsel as I ever wish to see. It is well your mood has 
changed.”, . 

“ I dare"say you mean to say my manners.” 

“ Call it what you will. I like you best as you are. What’s 
that, shooting up like a bonfire ? ” 

They paused and watched the appearance he spoke of: a 
flaming light in a distant field. 

“I know,” cried Georgina, “Old Phipps is burning that 
dead tree of his. Sir Isaac told him this morning not to let it 
lie there across the path.” 

“ Were you there with Isaac this morning ? So far off as 
that 1 ” 

“ He and I and Mrs. Carleton had walked there. He is a 
•famous walker' nOw.” 

“ A little bird whispered a tale to me about you, Georgina, 
as I came through London,” he said, resuming their walk. 
“Shall I tell it?” 

“ Tell it if you like. What is it ? ” 

‘^hat you might, at no very distant time, be mistress of 
Hawkhurst His lordship—— ” 

“ What a wicked untruth,” she burst forth, as impulsively as 
■-'ever she had spoken in former days. “ Who told it you ? It 
was Sarah, I’m sure; and she knows I refused him.” 

“ I’m sure he is a well-meaning young man; easy, good- 
tempered, and very fond of you.” 

“He is as stupid as an owl,” returned Georgina, in her 
anger. “ Oh—I see: you are only laughing at me.” 

" Tell me why you would riot have him. We used to tell 
each other mutual secrets in bygone days. Do you remember 
that reUl secret—that accident—^when you nearly set the 
deanery on fire, by placing the lamp, too close to the window- 
curtains, and I burnt my hands in putdng the fire out, and 
then took down the curtains afterwards, remove idl traces of 
fire from them ? I suppose the dean ddes not know the truth 
to this day.” 
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“ Mamma does not; and that is a great deal more to the 
purpose. She still believes the curtains were mysteriously 
stolen. They were fortunately very beautiful.” 

• “ Fortunately! But you have not told me why you dismissed 
Hawkhurst and his coronet.” , 

“ I wouldn’t have him if he had ten coronets. I wouldn’t 
have any one.” 

“ Do you intend never to marry, Miss Georgina ? ” 

“Never, never. Papa and mamma have no-one but me, 
f and I shall not leave them.*' “ ' - 

Her blushes were conspicuous even in the . moonlight. 
But she raised her head, as if in defiance of the emotion, and 
looked straight out before her. 

“ So you did see Sarah as you came through London! She 
has made a good marriage, has she not? ” ' , 

“ Very good, in all senses of the word. She has rank, wealth; 
and her husband, for a Viscount, is really a superior man.” 

“ For a Viscoimt I What next ? Is Sarah as beautiful as 
ever?” 

“Well—no. She was both thin and pale. She’ll get up 
her looks again by-and-by, I dare say.” 

“ I’m sure she’s happy, and that’s the chief thing. They are 
to come to us at Westerbury next winter. Talking of Wester- 
bury,” continued Georgina, “ Rose Darling had a letter from 
,Westerbury this morning.” 

“ Indeed ! I was not ajvare that Rose was acqut^ted ^ith 
Westerbury, or any one in it Here she comes.” 

She had been standing outside the window, and came forward 
as he'spoke. She had caught the sound of her own name, and 
wanted to know—as she had just before, in the drawing-room— 
why they were taking it in vain. 

“Miss Beauclerc says you heard from Westerbury this 
morning.” , 

“ Well, so I did,” cried Rose “ The letter was from Ma^ 
Carr. She is staying with some friends there: what’s them 
name?—Mr. and Mrs. Travice ArkelL” 

“ Ah, yes,” said Mr. St John. “ I heard from Travice not 
•long ago.” 

“ Did he mention Lucy ?” asked Geoigina. 

“ He said Lucy had senfher love to me, and that that was all 
he could get out of her, for she was rapturously absorbed in her 
new toy, the baby.” 

Martin's Ere, ?S 
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“Mary Carr says you are to be its godfather,” reixarked 
Rose. 

“ Oh, are you ? ” cried Georgina. “ Which is it—^a boy or a 
girl?” 

IJIr. St John considered, and then laughed. “I declare I 
don’t know,”^he said; “ it’s one of the two. Travice told me, I 
think, but I forget Knowing who the godmother is to be, 

I forgot all about the baby.” 

“ And who is it to be—Mrs. Dundyke ? ” 

“ Not at alk It is a lady of a great deal more importance— * 
in size, at any'rate. Miss Fauntleroy.” 

. Georgina laughed Rose' was a little puzzled : the bygone 
histories were strange to her. And she was feeling cross 
besides. Where Rose took a fancy—and she had taken one 
long ago to Frederick St John—she did not like to see atten¬ 
tions given to any one but her own sweet self. She tossed her 
head, throwing back her blue ribbons and golden curls. 

“Is your sister going to make a long stay with us. Rose? ” 
he quietly asked. 

“ My opinion is, that she’ll make it just as longi« you choose 
to ask her: for ever and a day if Sir Isaac should please. Take 
care of her, Frederick St. John 1 I never saw Charlotte put 
forth her attractions as she is doing now.” 

She spoke at random—in her wild carelessness: she had 
never given a suspicion to the truth—that her sister was pur¬ 
posely trying to attract Isaac St Johp. Cold,proud, arrogant; 
to do so,' would be against Charlotte’s nature, as Rose had 
always believed. 

Mrs. Darling and Rose took their departure from Castle 
Wafer, leaving Charlotte and Georgina Beauclerc its only 
guests. It was lovely weather, and the weeks went on. The 
mornings were chiefly spent out of doors. Isaac St John, so 
mu<^ stronger than he used to be, had never gone about his 
grounds as he was going now. His companions were always 
Charlotte Carleton and Georgina; Frederick often strolling by 
their side. In the afternoon one or other of them would be 
driven out by Sir Isaac in his low pony-carriage, and the other 
would be with-Mrs. St John, sitting at home with her or going ■ 
out in the close cruriage, as the case might be. As to l^ede- 
i^bk, he was apparently leading an^vexy idle life In point of 
fact, he was secrecy busy as ever vras a London detective, 
watching Mrs.' Carleton. He had been watching her dose^. 
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ever since the departure of Mrs. Darling and Rose, nowihree 
weeks ago, and he persuaded himself that he did detect signs 
of incipient madness. 

One thing he detected in which there could be no mistake— 
her hatred of Georgina Beauclerc. Not by any ordinary signs 
was this displayed, by rudeness, by slight, or anything of mat 
sort. On the contrary, she was studiously polite to Georgina, 
even cordial at times. But every now and then, when Georgina 
crossed her, there would blaze forth a wild, revengeful fire in 
the eye, there would be an involuntary contraction of the long 
thin fingers, as though they were tightening on somebody’s 
throat. It would all pass in a moment and was imperceptible 
to general observation: but Frederick was watching. 

He also observed that whenever she was put out in this way, 
it was always with reference to Isaac. One day in particular, 
it almost came to open warfare. 

Sir Isaac had ordered round his pony-carriage in the morning, 
having to go farther than he could w^k. Frederick and Mrs. 
Carleton were, in the morning-room, and it was somehow 
arranged, in haste, that Mrs. Carleton should accompany him. 
Frederick had not been particularly attentive at the moment: 
he was writing letters: but he thought it was Mrs. Carleton 
herself who offered to go, not Isaac who asked her. Be that as 
it might, she put on her things, and came back to the room. At 
^most the same moment, Georgina flew in, a mantle and bontret 
in her hand. . • 

I “ Are you going out ? ” asked Mrs. Carleton, drawing her shawl 
more closely around her slender and stately form. 

“ I am going with Sir Isaac,” replied Georgina: and Mrs. 
Carleton made an almost imperceptible pause before she spoke 
again. 

I am going with Sir Isaac.” • 

“That I’m sure you are not,” cried Georgina, in her snoilt, 
girlish way. “ Sir Isaac is going to Hatherton, and knows why 
I must go there with him: why he must take me in preference 
to any one else. Don’t you. Sir Isaac ? ” she added, entwining 
her arm within his. 

“ You petted child I ” he fondly said. “ Who told you I was. 
going to Hatherton?” 

“Brumm. I asked him-what the pony-carriage had come 
round for this morning. You will take me?” she continued, 
her voice and manner irresistible in their swMtness. 
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“ I* suppose I must,” he answered. “ If Mrs. Carleton will 
allow me—will excuse the trouble she Has had in putting on her 
things. There 1 put bn your bonnet, my wilful, troublesome 
child; you would charm a bird from its nest.” 

That any feeling of rivals could be entertained by either, 
never once crossed the brain of Sir Isaac St. John. He had 
watched Georgina Beauclerc grow up from a baby, and he 
looked upon her still as a child: he gave way to her moods as 
we give way to those of a child who is very dear to us. He 
loved her*fondly; he would have liked her for his daughter: 
and since the project of marrying Frederick to Lady Anne St. 
John had failed, he had cherished a secret and silent vrish 
down deep in his heart, that Lady Anne might be supplanted 
by the dean’s daughter. But he was cautious not to breathe a 
hint of this, not to further it by so much as lifting a finger. 
If it came to pass, well and good, but he would never again 
plot and plan, and be made miserable by failure, as he had 
been in the case of Lady Anne. That Mrs. Carleton could be 
seriously annoyed at his disappointing her for Georgina, did 
not occur to him: it never would have occurred to him that 
she could look on the young lady as anything but a lovable 
and loving child. 

They went out to the pony-carriage, Georgina on his arm and 
prattling in her pretty way. Sir Isaac placed her in, solicitous 
for her comfort, and took his seat beside her. Her bright face 
andnts sparkling grey eyes were beaming with triumph, and she 
turned back with a saucy farewell. 

“ Don’t expect us home until you see us.” 

Let us give Georgina Beauclerc her due. She never sus¬ 
pected, any more than did Sir Isaac, that Mrs. Carleton could 
by any possibility regard her as a rival. Had she been told 
that Mrs. Carleton was laying siege to the master of Castle 
Wafer, Georgina had retired to a respectful’distance and looked 
on. Trom her light-hearted youth, they appeared very old to 
her. Mrs. Carleton was a widow, who had lost all she cared for 
in life; Sir Isaac was a second father to her, looking older, in 
his hump, than her own, and she was at liberty to be free and 
familiar with him as a daughter. 

Mrs. Carleton stood at the window as they drove off. She 
was wholly mistaking matters, as we all do when ill-nature or 
[wejudice is upon us. The triumphant look in the girl’s &ce 
and eyes, really shining forth in her warm-hearted joyoi^ite$Sf 
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and unsuspicious of offence to any, was regarded by Charlotte 
Carleton as a displayed triumph over her; the saucy farewell, 
which was more saucy in tone than in words, and which was 
meant for no one in particular, but for Frederick if any one,,was 
taken by the unhappy lady'to herself. That strange evil look 
arose in her eyes as she gazed after the carriage, and a shiver 
passed through her frame. 

Frederick St. John was half frightened. If ever a woman ' 
looked mad, she looked so in that moment Her long fingers 
quivered, her lips were drawn, her face was white as death. He 
rose silently. 

“ I beg your pardon, Mrs. Carleton: you are dropping your 
shawl.” 

In truth the shawl, which had become unfastened, was falling 
from her shoulders, and he made it an excuse for interfering, 
speaking in quiet, soothing tones, to be near her and prepared, 
should there be any act of violence. She turned and glared at 
him. No other word will express the blaze that was in her 
eyes at the moment One whole minute did she so stand 
before she recollected herself, or seemed to know what she was 
looking at or where she was. Then she gathered up the shawl 
on her arm, and sat down quietly. 

"Thank you,” she said; "this silk shawl is given to slipping 
off.” 

In a moment she had obtained perfect mastery of herself :»her 
pale face was calm agaiii, nky, impassive; her eye*s had lokt 
their frightful expression, and were ordinary eyes once more. 
Frederick asked whether he should drive, her outj there was 
Mrs. St John’s basket-carriage; if she would like a little fresh 
air, he was at her service. 

At first she said no; but recalled the negative and thought 
she would trouble him. It was so quiet indoors this morning 
without Sir Isaac, and that gay, foolish girl, Georgina. Ves; 
if not interrupting those apparently important letters, she would 
accept his offer. 

So the basket-carriage—rather a rickety affair, for Mrs. St. 
John never used it now, and it was given over to neglect-r-was 
Ordered round. Mrs. Carleton put on her shawl again, and 
they started. And there he was, driving this, as he verily be- 
li^’ed, half-mad woman, who was calm as an angel now; con¬ 
versing with him sensibly and placidly, a pleas^ smile In her 
dark eyes. 
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But tins morning’s doilgs were an exception. In a general 
way it was Mrs. Carleton who was die companion of Isaac St. 
John. She walked with him in the morning j Georgina and 
Frederick generally falling into the background; she drove out 
with him in the afternoon; she sat by his side, speaking in soft 
whispers, at night That she was either really in love with Isaac 
St John, or striving to make him in love with her, there could 
too longer be any doubt on the mind of Frederick. He won¬ 
dered whether it was apparent to others; but he could not tell. 

Over and over again he asked himself the question—^were 
these signs of madness, or not ? People were rather in the 
habit of turning white with passion; he himself, to wit, on 
occasion; and jealousy and dislike of a pretty girl were nothing 
toew! All that was as nothing: but he could not forget that 
awful look in the eyes, that movement of the hands, that peci^ar 
shiver of the frame; and he believed that she, Charlotte Carle- 
ton, was either mad or in danger of becoming so. You see, 
the doubt had been already implanted in him by Rose Darling; 
but for that, he might never have so much as glanced at the 
possibility; and he very seriously pondered the question, whether 
this fear arose solely from that whispered communication, and 
had no place in reality. 

It is possible the afeir altogether- might not have continued 
to trouble him, but for a word dropped by his mother.. Mrs. 
Carfeton sat by Sir Isaac that evening in the dravring-room, her 
low words* breathed in the softest whisper. She was trying to 
learn, so ladylike and candid all the while, what business he 
and Geoigina had had at Hatherton. Isaac made no very 
particular reply: and indeed there was none to make. A man 
lived at Hatherton who had been a protdgd of the dean’s, but 
he fell into evil habits, ill-treated his poor sick wife, and finally 
'was discarded. It was for this man Georgina had been begging 
grace of Isaac-^that Sir Isaac would take him on, and give him 
a trial; and it was to see the w^e that Georgina went to 
Hatherton. No great news to tell j and' Sir Isaac did not per¬ 
ceive that Mrs. C^Ieton was anxious to hear it. Presently Sit 
Isaac rose, went ou^, and sat down on the terrace; it was a 
sultry night, and every breath of air was grateful. Mrs. Carleton 
also went out and sat by him. 

"Frederick,” whispered Mrs. St John, in the impulse of "die 
moment, "should you be very mu(± disappointed wi^eTskac 
to give'Castle IVafer a npistress?” » 
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' So his mother had noticed it 1 Not if the mistress were 
suitable.” 

** He might give it a worse, Frederick ; I like her.” 

Frederick St John drew in his breath. A worse I Surely, 
never a worse, if his fears were correct, than she; not th&ugh 
Isaac searched the whole world through. Mrs. St John looked 
up at her son. 

“ You are silent, Frederick. Should you not like her ? ” 

“I think not” 

“ It is only a suggestion that crossed me; it does seem next 
door to an impossibility that Isaac should marry, after all. 
Don’t let it make you uncomfortable.” 

• “ Nay, mother mine, you mistake me,” he said. “ None would 
more heartily welcome the thought of a wife for Isaac, should 
such be his own desire; but I—I think I should not like the 
wife to be Mrs. Carleton.” 

He spoke calmly, but a flush passed .over his brow at the 
thought, a chill to his heart. He quitted his mother and 
strolled outside. 

Georgina was with Isaac thea She had edged herself be¬ 
tween him and the arm of the bench, and was taking up his 
attention, to the exclusion of Mrs. Carleton. If the girl had 
only known the sin she was committing in that lady’s sight! 
Luring him away in her pretty wilfulness to walk with her on 
the lower walks under the bright stars; and he went without so 
much as a word of apology or regret to Mrs. Carleton: and 
the sound of their voices as they paced together, came up With 
a joyous ring on the still night air. Frederick St. John watched 
Aer attentively under cover of the darkness; he saw the dis¬ 
torted countenance, the fearful eyes, and he decided that she 
was mad, and was meditating some revenge on Miss Beauclerc. 

It troubled him greatly. At one moment he recalled all the 
queer and horrible tales he had heard of people kilfing or 
injuring others in their madness, previously unsuspected; the 
next, he asked himself whether he were awake or dreaming, 
that he should call up ideas so unlikely and fantastical. By- 
and-by, when they were all indoors again, Mrs. Carleton sat 
down to the piano, and sang some low, sweet music, chaming 
their cars, winning their hearts. Had all the doctora connected 
with Bethldiem Hospital come forward then to declare her 
mad^ people would have laughed at them for their pains ; imd 
Mr. St John amidst the rest 
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Have you ever observed with what a different aspect we see 
things in the morning from what we saw them at night ? In 
the broad light of the bustling day, if we by chance glance 
back at our evening fancies—seeming true enough then—it is 
with a shrug of compassion at their folly. All the time Mr. St. 
John was dressing, the sun shining gaily into his chamber, he 
was feeling rather ashamed of himself. How could he have 
allowed those horrible thoughts to obtain a moment’s ascend¬ 
ency the i»evious night? Was he not doing Mrs. Carleton an- 
unpardonable injury? He had positively no grounds whatever 
to go upon, except that past communication made by Rose, 
which might have had no truth in it. “ I’ve a great mind to 
go away 1" quoth Mr. St John, “ and pick up -some common 
sense before I come back again.” 

As he went along the corridor, Mrs. Carleton was coming 
out of her own room, pale, quiet handsoihe, her head raised a^ 
little haughtily as usual. She held out her hand to Mr. St 
John with a smile; and he, in his new fit of repentance, placed 
it within his arm, and led her downstairs; 

“ I have had a letter from Rose,” she said. “ Would you 
like to see it ? She speaks of Paris as of an elysium.” 

She sat down to preside at the breakfast-tablel Mrs. St 
John rarely quitted her room until midday. The windows 
opened to the terrace, and he went out, the letter in his hand. 
Georgina was leaning on some railings, and did not turn to 
greet him. * He asked her what she w4s looking at 

“ I’m not looking : I am thinking. I was trying to recollect 
whether I really had an adventure in the night, or whether it 
was only a dream.” 

The words, without perhaps sufficient cause, seemed to 
sharpen every faculty he possessed. Crushing Rose’s letter in 
his hand, as a thing of no moment, he* asked Georgina to 
explain what she meant 

“Something awoke, me in the middle of the night,” she 
said; “and I saw, or thought I saw, a fkce bending over my 
bed, close to mine. I callSl out, ‘ VVho is it? What do you 
want ? ’ but there was no answer, only the curtain seemed to 
stir, and then the door closed very quietly, as if whoever it was 
had left the room. I don’t think 1 was yet quite awake, but I 
ran to the door, opened it, and looked out I saw—at least 
I fancied I saw—^tlut quiet maid of Mrs. Carleton’s, France; 
she was standing in the corridor in a white petticoat or night- 
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dress, and I could have declared that I heard her spea\cing in 
an angry whisper. But the next moment I could see no trace 
of any one; and when my eyes grew accustomed to the grey 
light, 1 saw that all the chamber doors were shut.” 

He paused an instant before replying. “Are you sftre it 
was Prance in the corridor? Did you see her distinctly?” 

“ I saw only the white'things she was wrapped in; the out¬ 
line of her figure. It was by that outline I took* it to be 
France, and because she was standing at Mrs. Carleton’s door, 
which was then open, or seemed to be.” 
j “ Could it have been Mrs. Carleton herself, standing there?” 

“ No. It was nothing like tall enough. If it was anybody, 
it was Prance; that is, if anything of the sort did take place, 
and it was not a dream; and she was speaking angrily to some 
one inside Mrs. Carleton’s room.” 

I “ Do you, yourself, think it was a dream, Georgina ? ” 

I “ I should have felt quite certain that it was not a dream, 
that it was all reality, only that Prance positively denies it. 
She says she never was out of the room at all last night after 
Mrs. Carleton came up to bed. She says, she thinks I must 
have had a nightmare.” 

“Where does Prance sleep? Somewhere at the back, I 
suppose.” 

“ She sleeps in Mrs. Carleton’s room. Did you not know it ? 
There was a little bed put into the, room for her the day they 
came. Mrs. Carleton does not like sleeping in a room alone.” 

“ When did you speak to Prance about it ? ” 

“ Just now I saw her in the corridor. I asked whether 
anything was the matter last night, but she did not seem to 
know what I meant, and 1 explained. She quite laughed at 
me, saying I must have been suffering from nightmare.” 

“ And denying that she was in the corridor?” 

“ Entirely. She says- it’s not possible any one could have 
been there, for she slept very badly last night, and must have 
heard the slightest movement outside, had there been any, her 
bed being close to the door. What do you think ? ” concluded 
Georgina. 

Mr. St John did not say what he thought: he chose rather 
to treat it lightly. “ It might have been a sort of nightmare.” 

“But I never had nightmare before in my life. I seemed 
to see the outline of a head and face over me, though indis> 
tinctly.^’ 



394 


ST. MARTIN’S EVE. 


“ Did you think the face was Prance’s ? ” ■ 

“ It seemed to belong to somebody taller than Prance. I 
dare say it was a dream, after all. Dcm’t laugh at me.” 

“A dream, no doubt,” he said. “ But Georgina, I would 
not ftjention this if I were you. I’ll not laugh at it, but others 
might: and Mrs. Carleton would not like the idea of her door 
bemg open, or supposed to have been open in the middle of 
the night. If Prance has to sleep in her room, I suppose she 
must be of a timid nature, and she might be getting thieves 
and robbers into her head should she hear of this.” 

“ I did not intend to say anything to her. But Prance 
most likely will.” 

“ Prance can do as she chooses. There is another thing— 
I would advise you to lock your chamber-door just at present.” 

She looked up at him with surprise. “ Lock my chamber- 
door I What for ? ” 

“Well,” he answered, after a brief hesitation, “you could 
not then fancy that any one came in.” 

“ I could not sleep with my door locked. If a fire took 
place in the house, I might be burnt up before any one could 
arouse me.” 

“ Geoigina, trust me,” he said, impressively, and he laid his 
hand upon her shoulder. “ / will take care of you in case of 
fire, and if your door is locked, burst it open. Turn the key 
of your door just now, to oblige me.” 

“ Tell me what you suspect—that you should thus caution 
me.” 

“ I—think it—just possible—that some one may walk in 
their sleep. Perhaps one‘of the maids.” 

“Oh! I should not like that,” exclaimed Georgina, unsus¬ 
piciously. “ I should be far more frightened if some one 
asleep came into my room in the night, than if they were awake.” 

“ Jftst so; therefore you will lock your door. Promise me.” 

“ I promise, Frederick." 

He turned from her, and crossed the terrace to enter the 
breakfast^oom, she looking after him, a whole world -of love 
shining unconsciously from her wistful eyes, No, it was of no 
use: she had striven against her love; but it was aE in vain. 
Passionately as she had loved Frederick St. John in the old 
days, before he had given signs of liking any one—«nle» it 
had been her cousin Sarah,—before he ever saw Adeline de 
Castella, so passionately |he loved him stilL 
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A TELEGRAM. 

Georgina Beauclerc’s revelation was a complete overthrow 
to Mr. St John’s more tolerant feelings of the morning. He 
fully believed it He believed that the face leaning over the 
girl’s bed must have been Mrs. Carleton’s, that she had glided 
away when Georgina awoke; and that Prance, who must have 
suddenly discovered her absence from the room, had then 
come in search of her. Why did Prance sleep in her chamber ? 
That seemed rather an odd thing to Mr. St John. And— 
assuming that it was Mrs. Carleton—what motive could have 
taken her to Georgina’s room ?—have caused her to hang over 
her when asleep ? Had she done it in restlessness ?—become 
weary, and so have risen and prowled about the corridor and 
the rooms to while away the hours ? Mr. St John strove to 
think so: perhaps, rather, to deceive his own heart into think¬ 
ing so. As to her having any intention of injuring Georgina, 
his mind shrank from entertaining the idea. He could not 
bear even to glance at it: apart from the horror of the thing, 
it partook too much of the sensational and romantic. 

And how, indeed, could he think it? Look at her now. 
Sitting there so calm,* so gentle, by Georgina’s -side, handing 
the cup of tea to Isaac she had just poured out, speaking with 
a sunny smile. 

“ I won’t transgress this time, Sir Isaac, and give you too 
much sugar. Indeed, I forgot before. I must have thought 
I was sweetening for Mr. St. John.” 

“Ay, no doubt,” replied Sir Isaac. “He can take any 
amount of sugar. Do. you remember when you wer^ a little 
fellow, Fred, I would half melt the lumps in my tea, and you 
would eat them for me ? ” 

Frederick laughed. “ I remember you indulged me in many 
things a great deal more tlian I deserved.” 

“ I have bad a letter from Alnwick this morning,” observed 
Sir Isaac, turning to Mrs. Carleton. “Drake remonM»tea 
against the Hall beihg left em^ty any longer. He says if I 
would only go'tp it for a week, it would be an earnest dmt it 
will sometime Woccuiaed again. .What should you all say to 
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a weekls visit there—provided Mrs. St. John shall think herself 
well enough to undertake the journey ? ” 

No one replied. Mrs. Carleton gave one startled glance 
upwards, and then busied herself with her tea-making. 

“The alterations in the conservatory are finished,” con¬ 
tinued Isaac; “ a very nice thing they have made of it, Drake 
says. You remember that awkward-lpoking comer by the 
stove, Mrs. Carleton ? That also has been remedied.” 

Mrs. Carleton looked up now, her face quietly impassive. 
“ Sir Isaac, I would rather not hear anything about Alnwick. 
I try to put my past happiness from me as much as possible, 
and do not care to be reminded of it” 

“ I beg your pardon,” cried Sir Isaac, in warm, considerate 
tones; “ I ought to have remembered. Then you would not 
like to go there ? ” 

“ No. Not yet” 

Of course that ended it. Sir Isaac intimated, and the con¬ 
versation dropped. He was ever solicitous for the comfort of 
Mrs. Carleton, in small things as in great This may have 
arisen solely from his sympathy with her position, from the 
feeling that he was in possession of the revenues she had once 
expected would be hers; but that she attributed it to a warmer 
sentiment, there could be little doubt 

“ Will you go out with me in the pony-carriage this morn¬ 
ing?”,asked Sir Isaac. “I have not felt so strong the last 
day or two,-and think, perhaps, I have been walking too 
much.” 

“I will go with you, dear St Isaac,” was Mrs. Carleton’s 
honeyed answer; and Frederick St John did not like to see 
the gratified look that illumined his brother’s face as he thanked 
her. 

They went out Georgina disappeared within the apart¬ 
ments ef Mrs. St John, to write a long-delayed letter to her 
mother; and Frederick buried himself and his thoughts in the 
shadiest nook of his paintirig-room—^for he had one at Castle 
Wafer. He had intended to go out shooting that morning, 
after breakfast, in lys lazy fashion, for September was passing j 
but he felt in no mood for it now. A horrible dread had taken 
possession of him—that, not'interfered with, his brother would 
be led on to marry her. 

Not interfered with ! Who was to interfere? In moments 
of difficulty we always think, “ If the case were different, 1 



A TELEGRAM. 


397 


could meet it.” He was thinking so. “ If I were not Isaac’s 
heir, then I might speak out fearlessly. As it is—it would 
appear as though I interfered from interested motives; and I 
cannot do it” 

Perhaps he was right He might have seen his way more 
clearly, had there been tangible proof to bring forward con¬ 
cerning Mrs. Carleton’s state of mind; but there was none. 
•To say, “ I fear she is not quite sane, or that she may hereafter 
become insane,” would naturally be met by the question, 
“What grounds have you for thinking so?”—add he had 
really no good grounds to advance. And yet he felt that 
Isaac ought to be warned, lest he should compromise himself. 

Grumbling at the untowardness of things, tired to death 
with worry, flinging a palette here, a painting there, striding 
the room with slow and uneven steps, Mr. St. John contrived 
somehow to live through the morning. Suddenly, when he 
was stretching himself, and rather wishing for wings that he 
might fly to the uttermost parts of the earth, it occurred to 
him that he would speak to Honour. The girl had once 
dropped some inadvertent words in his hearing, and she might 
be able to tell him more. It seemed that he would give half 
his own undoubted inheritance to set the question at rest. 

He rang the bell, and told the servant who answered it to 
send Honour to him. He had not seen the girl, as far as he 
remembered, since his present sojourn at home. The fact 
was. Honours duties had beeh changed, and lay. dowifsmirs 
now, instead, of above. She had given up the place of house¬ 
maid, which she found did not suit her, to become assistant to 
the housekeeper, and was learning cooking and confectionery. 
Not once in six months now would her duties take her up the 
grand staircase, or bring her in contact with the guests. 

“Where have you been hiding yourself?” asked Mr. St 
John, when she appeared in obedience to his orders “I 
never see you by any chance.” 

Honour explained now. She looked just the same as ever, 
and she still wore mourning for her beloved Benja. 

“ Honour, I want to ask you a question. And you must 
answer it, for it is essential that you should do so. But you 
may rely upon my discretion, and no trouble shall accrue to 
you from it You once spoke a word or two which led me to 
infer that your late mistress, Mrs. Carleton St John, was not 
altogether of sound mind. Did you mean w^at you said ? ” , 
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Honour paused. Not from fear of speaking, but in doubt 
what to say. Mr. St. John, attributing it to the former motive, 
again assured her that she might trust him. 

“It is not that, sirj it is that I don’t well know how to 
answ,er you. I remember what I said—^you were asking me 
about that dreadful night, saying that from the manner in 
which he had been burnt to death it looked as though some¬ 
body had done it for the purpose; and I answered, in the 
moment’s haste, that nobody could have done that, unless it 
was Mrs. St. John in her madness.” 

“But did you mean anything, Honour? That is the point 
to be considered now.” 

“ I did, and I didn’t, sir. I had seen my mistress two or 
three times in a most awful passion; a passion, sir, that you 
would hardly believe possible in a lady, and I meant that if 
she had done it, it must have been in one of those mad fits of 
passion. But I did not really mean that she had done it,” 
resumed Honour, “and I could have bitten my tongue out 
afterwards for answering so carelessly; it was the very thing Mrs. 
Darling warned me against There was no reason for sup¬ 
posing the calamity to have been anything but pure accident" 

“ What had Mrs. Darling warned you against ?” ' 

“ It occurred in this way, sir. After it was all over and the 
poor lamb buried, I had brain fever; and they tell me I made 
all sorts of, wild accusations in it, amidst others that my 
mistress had set fire to Benja and bolted the door upon him. 
After I got well, Mrs. Darling told me of this. Nothing could 
be kinder than what she said, but she warned-me'never to 
breathe such words again. I should not have had such a 
thought, even in my delirium, but for the bolted doors; I 
couldn’t get over that at the time; but I came to the same 
conclusion at last as other people—^that poor Benja must have 
fasten^ the one to keep me out, and that the other was not 
bolted at all It’s likely enough, for I never was in such a 
flurry before, smelling the.buming so strong.” 

• “ And in your delirium you accused your mistress of having 
caused the mischief?" 

“So they tell me, j£r. How I came to fancy such wicked 
draughts is the wonder. It’s true that she was always jealous 
of Bwja after her own child was born, always hated him; and 
1 su{^>ose I.rem<Hnbered that, even in my unconsciousness. 
Not an hour be&»e the accident she had b^tesn him cruelly.” 
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‘'Beaten him!” interrupted Mr. St. John. 

" She did, sir. It’s over now, and I said nothing about it: 
where was the use? Well, all these things must have got 
jumbled together in my poor fevered brain, and caused me to 
say what I did. I was very sorry for it, sir, when I got w^l; I 
should never have thought of such a thing in my senses.” 

“ Then—^although you used the word ‘ madness,’ you never 
had cause to think her really insane ? ” 

“ Oh no, never. In those frightful passions she was as one 
mad, sir, but they were over directly. “ I hope you’ll pardon 
me, sir, for having been so foolish as to say it.” 

“Nay, Honour, it is nothing to me. We all make slips 
occasionally in talking. That’s all I wanted to ask you.” 

She turned to leave the room. Mr. St. John took a rapid 
summary in his mind of what he had heard. It seemed only 
to increase his difficulties. There was not the slightest corro¬ 
borative testimony as to her possible insanity; but there were 
other hints which tended to render her a most unfit wife for 
Isaac. If- 

His reflections were brought to a sudden conclusion by a 
scream outside. This studio of his was situated in an angle of 
the staircase, where it was rather dark. Honour had not yet 
closed the door: but the scream did not appear to have come 
from her. He hastened out. 

It had come from Mrs. Carleton. Standing in the opposite 
angle, gathered closely, against the wall, as if hiding from a 
ghost, her eyes were fixed with a glare of terror upon Honour, 
her face was white as death. She had just come in from the 
drive with Sir Isaac, and was on her way to her room to take 
off her bonnet for luncheon. Honour saw the effect her 
appearance caused, and stood irresolute, curtseying, not liking 
to go down, because she would have to brush past Mrs. 
Carleton. Before*Mr. St. John had recovered from his 
astonishment. Prance came gliding up and took her mistress 
by the arm. 

“ It’s only Honour Tritton, ma’am; do you not know her ? 
You fool, why did you put yourself in her sight 1 ” added the 
woman to Honour in whispered exasperation. “ I told you to 
keep out of it—that she didn’t know you were here. The 
sight otyou cannot be pleasant to her remembrance.” 

Almost by force, as it seemed, she led her mistress away to 
her bedroom and closed the door. A good way down the 
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corridor Mrs. Carleton’s white fece was turned back on 
Honour, with its look of wild, desperate fear. 

Mr. St John seemed equally stunned with Honour. “ What 
is the meaning of this ?" he asked. 

“ I’m sure I don’t know, sir,” was the girl’s answer, as she 
burst into t^rs. 

“ Prance said she had warned you to keep out of Mrs. Carle- 
ton’s sight Is that true?” 

“ Ves, sir, it’s true. She said her mistress did not know I 
was at Castle Wafer, and I had better take care and not show 
myself to her.” 

“ But why?” 

“ I don’t know, sir. All she' said was that Mrs. Carleton St 
John was fearfully angry with me still, knowing that, but for 
my carelessness in leaving the child he -would be alive now. I 
had kept out of her sight until to-day. But it seemed to me 
now that she looked more terrified than angry.” 

As it had to Mr. St John. Honour went out about her 
business, and he felt bewildered with the complication of 
events that seemed to be arising. There came down an 
apology to the luncheon-room from Mrs. Carleton, delivered 
Ijy Prance. Her lady had a headache, brought on by being so 
long in the hot sun without a parasol, and was now lying down. 

“How sorry, I am!” exclaimed Sir Isaac. “She com¬ 
plained of the sun when we were out” 

Late in the afternoon, she came into the drawing-room, 
dressed for dinner. Frederick happened to be there alone. 
As a matter of politeness, he condoled with her on her indis¬ 
position, hoping it was gone. 

“ Not quite. To tell you the truth, Mr. St John,” she con¬ 
tinued in quiet, confidential tones, “ the sight of that woman, 

, Honour Tritton, had as much to do with my headache as the 
heat pYou know who she was, I presume—nurse to my poor 
little step-son; the woman to whose unpardonable carelessness 
his death was attributable, I have never been able to think of 
the. woman since without horror, and the unexpected sight of 
her—for I had no idea she was at Castle Wafer—was almost 
too much for me.” 

“She is one of the servants here,” obsen'ed Frederick, not 
very well knowing what else to answer. 

“ As I hear. I wonder Sir Isaac should have engaged her. 
However, of course, that is no business of mine. I hope she 
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will not come into my way again, for I have a perfect horror 
of her. But for her wickedness, we might all still have been 
happy at Alnwick.” 

She rose as she spoke, and went on the lawn. Mrs. St. 
John was there. Sir Isaac was then in his own sitting-roOm, 
and Frederick went in to him. The table was strewed with 
papers, and he was writing rapidly. 

“ Look at this,” he said to Frederick, holding out a letter, • 
and in his voice might be traced a sound of annoyance. “ It 
is incomprehensible how people can be so stupid.” 

“ Are you writing to stop it ? ” asked Frederick, when he had 
read the note. 

“ I am writing; but whether it will be in time to stop it, is 
another matter. The letter only came by this aftemopn’s post” 

“ I should telegraph,” said Frederick. 

Sir Is.aac laid down his pen. “ It might be the better plan, 
lut you can say so little in a message.” 

“ Do both,” advised the younger brother. “ I will go off at 
once and send the message, and you can post your letter after¬ 
wards. You will then have the satisfaction of knowing that all 
has been done that can be done.” 

“ Yes, that will be better. If you don’t mind the trouble. 
But you will hardly be back by dinner-time.” 

“Yes I shall. And as to trouble, Isaac, I think it’s doing 
me a kindness. I have been in a cross-grained mood all (Jay, 
for want perhaps of something to do.” 

Sir Isaac wrote the message, and Frederick started with it, 
eaping down the slopes buoyant as a schoolboy. It was a 
.sensible relief, perhaps, to what he had called his cross-grained 
mood, lie had only a short walk; for the railway had now 
been extended from Lexington, and its small station was not 
far from the lodge gates of Castle Wafer. 

Mr. St. John entered the little telegraph office. He gav« in 

is message, and was exchanging a few woids with the clerk, 
vhen the rustle of petticoats was heard, and a female voice 
addressed the clerk in hurried accents. Mr. St. John at the 
moment was behind the partition, and unseen by the new¬ 
comer. 

“ Young man, can I send a telegraph off at once ? It’s in a 
hurry.” 

“ You can send a telegram,” responded the clerk. “ Where’s 
it to?” 

S*» Martial Eve, 
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“ taris.” 

) “ What’s the message ? ” 

“ I’ve wrote it down here, so that there may be no mistake. 
It’s quite private, if you please, and must be kept so: a little 
matter that don’t concern anybody. And be particular, for it’s 
from Castle Wafer. Will it be in Paris to-night ?” 

“ Yes,” said the clerk, conddently, as he counted the words. 

“ What’s to pay ? ” 

“ Twelve-and-sixpence.” 

“ Twelve-and-sixpence ! ” repeated the voice. “ What a 
swindle.” 

“ You needn’t pay it if you don’t like.” 

“ But then the'telegra.m would not go ? ” 

“ Of course it wouldn’t.” 

The clink of silver was heard, dashed down upon the counter. 

I can’t stop to argue about the charge,- so I must [lay it,” 
grumbled the voice. “ But it’s a great shame, young maa” 

“The charges ain’t of my fixing,” responded the young-man. 
“ Good afternoon, ma’am.” 

She bustled out again as hurriedly as she had come in, not 
having seen Mr. St. John, or suspected that the wooden partition 
had any one behind it. He went to the door, looked after 
her, and recognized Prance: he thought he had not been mis¬ 
taken in the voica She was walking very fast indeed in the 
direction of Castle Wafer. 

“ I must see that message, Jones,’* said Mr. St John, turning 
back into the little room. 

Mr. Jones hesitated; but there was an air of quiet command 
in the words—and the speaker was the heir of Castle Wafer. 
He laid the written message on the desk. 

Mary Prance to Mrs, Darling. 

‘^Please come back as quick as you can. I don’t like her 
symptoms. I am afraid of something that I had better not 
write down here.” 

“ is it to go, sir ? ” asked the clerk. 

“Oh yes, it.is to go. Thank you. It’s all right. I had a 
reasoii for wishing to see.it.” 

He walked back to the house j not quickly, as Prance was 
doing, but slowly and reflectively. Sufficient food for reflec¬ 
tion he had, in truth. They had not gone in to.dinner; and 
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Georgina Beauclerc, her beautiful grey eyes sparkling with 
excitement, crossed the lawn to meet him, wearing a blue silk 
evening dress, and pearls in her hair. 

“ Oh, Frederick, guess the news 1 It has come to me only 
now. I won’t tell it you unless you guess it.” 

He took both her hands in his, and gazed steadfastly into 
her excited face. The blushes began tp rise. 

“News—and I am to guess it ? Perhaps-it is that you are' 
going to be a sober girl.” 

* She laughed, and would have drawn her hands away. But 
he held them still. 

“I can’t wait: I must tell you. Papa and mamma are on 
their way home. They will be at the Rectory to-morrow night.” 

“ How have you heard it ? ” 

“ They have had news at the Rectory and sent up to tell me. 

I am so glad 1 It seems ages and ages since I saw papa. Only 
think how I might have been spared the trouble of writing that 
long letter to mamma to-day, had I known ? ” 

“ I am glad too,” he said, his tone changing to seriousness. 

“ We shall get rid of you now.” 

One hasty glance at his face. What she saw there puzzled 
her. He really did look as though he meant it. 

“ Why do you say that ? ” 

“ Because it’s the truth. I shall be glad when you are away 
from here, safe in the dean’s charge again.” • 

There was an earnestne’ss in his tone which caused her large 
eyes to open. 

“ You have not been rude to me once this time until now,” 
she pouted. “ Sir Isaac would not say that.” 

“Rude?” 

“ It is rude to tell me you want to get rid of me. I never 
said a ruder thing to you than that, in my wildest days.” 

“ I do want it,” he answered, laughing. But he laid his Hand 
upon her head as he spoke, and looked fondly at her. Her 
eyelids fell. 

“You know I don’t care for you, Georgina.” 

But the words were spoken as though he did care for her. 
Georgina ran away from him into the drawing-room. He 
followed, and found them going in to dinner, Charlotte Carletoii 
leaning on the arm of Sir Isaac. 

“ What are you? going to do with Alnwick, Sir Isaac ? ” 
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The question came from Mrs. Carleton, and it may be that it 
took Sir Isaac somewhat by surprise, after her previous avoid¬ 
ance of the subject. They were at dessert, not on this same 
day, but on the next, for four-and-twenty hours have gone on. 

In what way do you mean ? ” Sir Isaac asked, considera¬ 
tion very distinguishable in his tone. But it was called up by 
the subject alone. 

“ Shall you ever live at it ? ” 

“ I an> not sure. I have a place in the North, you know, 
hitherto held in reserve should I leave Castle Wafer.” 

“ But you would never leave Castle Wafer! ” 

“ As its master, yes, should Frederick marry. It has always 
been my intention to resign it to him. But I dare say they 
would have me as their guest for six months of the year.” 

Her handsome face was bent downwards; her raven hair, 
with the perfumed white rose in it, was very close to her host 

“ Is he likely to marry ? ” 

“ Not that I am aware of. I wish he was! ” 

“ Let him take Alnwick as a residence, and remain yourself 
at Castle Wafer. The idea of your having to quit this beautiful 
place when you have made it what it is 1 ” 

Sir Isaac smiled. “Frederick says as you do, Mrs. Carleton. 
He protests he will never reign at Castle Wafer so long as I 
live. It may end in our living here together, two old bachelors; 
or, .rather, an old bachelor and a young one.” 

“But shall you never marry?” she softly asked. “Why 
should you not form ties of your own? Oh, Sir Isaac, it is 
what every one would wish you to do.” 

Sir Isaac slightly shook his head. Frederick St. John’s ears 
were strained to catch the conversation, although he was giving 
his attention to Miss Beauclerc. 

“Do you know what I should like to do with Alnwick?”— 
and‘Sir Isaac’s voice dropped to a whisper. “ I should like to 
see j/ifu in it” 

A streak of crimson crossed her cheek at the words. “ I 
never, never could live again at Alnwick. Oh, Sir Isaac ”— 
and the handsome face was raised pathetically l;o his—“ think 
of die trouble it brought me! You could not expect me to ' 
go back to it” 

He answered the look with eyes as pitying as her own. 

“ Give Alnwick to your brother. Sir Isaac. Remain yourself 
at Castle Wafer: never think of leaving it” / 
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“You like Castle Wafer?” 

“ I never was in any place that I liked so much.” 

“Then you must not run away from it,” said Sir Isaac, 
smiling. 

“ I don’t want to run away from it,” she answered, her "eyes 
lifted pleadingly to his. “ I have nowhere to run to. It is 
so hard—so very hard to make a fresh home! And I have so 
little to make one with. I lost all when I lost Alnwick.” 

A iriovement, Mrs. St. John was rising, and Frederick gave 
his mother a mental blessing as he opened the door. Sir 
Isaac passed the claret to him as he sat down, and he poured 
out a glass mechanically, but did not touch it. In the last 
twenty-four hours his doubts, as to Mrs. Carleton’s designs on 
Sir Isaac, had become certainties, and his spirit was troubled. 

“ You have been inviting Mrs. Carleton to prolong her stay 
here, Isaac?” 

“ I invited her, when she first came, to stay as long as she 
liked,” was Sir Isaac’s reply. “ I hope she will do so.” 

“Do you like her?” 

“Very much indeed. I liked her the first time I ever saw 
her. Poor thing! so meek, so gentle, and so unfortunate! she 
has all my sympathy.” 

Frederick St John took up his dessert-knife and balanced 
it on one of his fingers, supremely unconscious of his actions. 
He by no means saw his way clear to saying what he should 
like to say. ' • 

“ She urges me to give you Alnwick as a residence, Fred.” 

“ She is very generous,” returned Fred; and Sir Isaac did 
not detect the irony of the remark. “ I heard her say it would 
be a sin for you to quit Castle Wafer;.or something to that 
effect It has been always my own opinion, you know, Isaac.” 

“ We shall see.” 

“ Isaac, I am going to be rather bold, and attack die of 
your—I had almost said prejudices. You like Charlotte 
Carleton. I don’t like her.” 

“ Not like her! ” 

“ No, I don’t And I am annoyed beyond measure at her 
staying on here, with no chance, as far as I can see, of her 
leaving. Annoyed, for—^for your sake.” 

The words evidently surprised Sir Isaac. He turned his 
keen eyes upon the speaker, Frederick’s were not lifted from 
the balancing knife. 
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“ ^Vhat do you see in her to dislike ? ” 

“ For one thing, I don’t think she’s sincere. For 
another-” 

Down fell the knife on the dessert-plate, chipping a piece 
off ifs edge. The culprit was vexed. Sir Isaac smiled. 

“ The old action, Fred. Do you remember breaking that 
beautiful plate of Worcester porcelain in the same way ? ” 

• “ I do: and how it vexed my mother, for it spoilt the set. 
They had better not put me a knife and fork; make me go 
without, as they do the children. I am sure to get playing 
with them.” 

“ But about Mrs. Carleton ? Go on with your catalogue of 
grievances against hp.” 

When the mind is hovering in the balance, how a word, 
a tone, will turn it either way ! The slight sound of amuse¬ 
ment, apparent in Isaac’s voice, was a very mockery to his 
listener; and he went on, hating his task more than before, 
almost inclined to give it up. 

“For another thing, I was going to say, Isaac—I am not 
sure that she is sane.” 

“ You are not sure of—rwhat ? ” 

“ That Charlotte Carleton is quite in her sane senses.” 

Sir Isaac stared at his brother as though asking whether he 
was in Ats. 

“ Are you jesting, Frederick ? ” 

“No. I*am in sober earnest.” 

“ Then perhaps you will tell me what grounds you have for 
saying this.” 

And here was Frederick’s dilemma. What groTttnds had he ? 
None. The reasons that seemed weighty enough to his own 
mind, were as nothing when spoken; and it suddenly struck 
him that he was not justified in repeating the gossip of a girl 
as careless as Rose. 

“ I have seen a strange look in her face more than once,” 
he said; “ a wild, awful expression in her eyes, that I don’t 
believe cou!d visit the perfectly sane. Isaac, on my honour I 
don’t speak without believing that I have good reason—and 
that it lies in my duty to do so.” 

“I think you speak without grounds, Frederick,” said Sir 
Isaac; gravely. “ Many of us look wild enough at times. I 
have noticed nothing of this." 

“ She is on her guard before you.” 
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“That is nonsense. Insane people are no more on*their 
guard before one person than another. Did you go to sleep 
and dream this ? ” 

Frederick winced. He saw that Isaac was laughing at 
him. “ There are other indications,” he said. 

“ What are they ? ” 

Could he answer? Could he tell the doubt, spoken by 
Georgina—that the lady had been in her room in the night ? 
Could he tell of the meeting with Honour on the |tairs? Of 
the telegram he had surreptitiously read ? And if he did, what 
proofs were they? Georgina might have had nightmare: Mrs. 
Carleton’s horror at sight of Honour was not unnatural: and 
Prance’s telegram need not refer to her mistress. No; it was 
of no use mentioning these: thfey might weaken rather than 
strengthen Isaac’s belief. 

“ Isaac, I am almost sorry that I spoke to you,” he resumed. 
“To my own mind, things arc pretty conclusive, but I suppose 
they would not be so to yours.” 

“ Certainly not, unless you have other grounds than ‘ looks ’ 
to go upon. Why did you mention the matter at all ? ” 

Frederick was silent. The true motive—the fear that Isaac 
might be drawn into marrying her—he could not reveal. He 
might have been misconstrued. 

“ Did you enter on this to prejudice me against her ? ” 

“ Well—yes; in a sense I did.” 

“ That you might get her away from Castle Wafer ^ ” 

“ Yes, also.” 

“Then all I can say i.s, I don’t understand you: unless, 
indeed, you are more insane than she is. She may stop here 
for ever if she likes. Remember, I enjoy the revenues that 
vyere once hers. And please don’t attempt anything of this 
sort again, Frederick.” 

Sir Isaac left the dining-room as he spoke, and Frederick 
took his hat and went out, his veins tingling with a sense of 
shame and failure. He could not speak to more effect than 
he had spoken now; that wretched self-consciousness withheld 
him: and yet he felt that Isaac ought to be Earned. Were he 
indeed to marry her, and find out afterwards' that she was 
insane, Frederick believed that it would kill him. 

Ill at ease, he strode on towards the Rectory, Georgina 
having exacted a promise from him that he would go and learn 
at what hour Dr. and Mrs. Beauclerc were expected. Th^ 
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had already arrived. The dean was in his study alone, his 
genial face bent over sundry letters he was opening. A few 
threads of silver mingled now with his light auburn hair, and 
his shoulders were slightly stooping; but his eyes, the very 
counterpart of his daughter’s, were frank and benevolent as 
ever, and his hand was as cordiaL 

Losing his own father at an early age, and being much with 
Dean Beauclerc, it is possible tliat Frederick St. John had, 
insensibly grown to look upon him almost in the light of 
a father. Certain it was, that as he shook hands now with the 
dean, an impulse came over him to confide his trouble to him. 
None would give him wiser and more honest counsel than this 
good man. With Frederick St John to think of a thing was 
to do it impulsively; and, without an instant’s deliberation, he 
entered on his story. Not, however,'mentioning Georgina as 
in any way connected with it. 

The dean listened attentively to its conclusion, and shook 
his head. “ Very slight grounds indeed, my young friend, on 
which to suspect a woman of insanity.” 

“ I know it,” answered Frederick; “ there lies my stumbling- 
block. Were they only a little stronger, I should feel more 
at liberty to pursue any course of action that might appear 
advisable.” 

“ Your chief fear is—if I take your meaning—that this lady 
is making herself too agreeable to Sir Isaac.” 

“Vesj but pray don’t misunderstand me. Dr. Beauclerc,” 
was the eager rejoinder. “Were she a person likely to bring 
Isaac happiness, I would further the matter to the utmost; T 
would indeed. Do you not see how difficult it is for me to 
interfere? Ninety-nine persons out of a himdred would say I 
did so from interested motives; a fear of losing the inheritance. 
I declare before Heaven, that it is not so; and that I have only 
my bfother’s happiness at heart. He is one of the justest men 
living, apd if he were to marry, I know he would first of all 
secure me an ample fortune.” 

“ My opinion is that he never will marry,” said the dean. 

“ I don’t know; I have the fear upon me; the fear of her. 
Were he to many her, and' afterwards discover that she was 
, not quite right, I believe it would kill him. You know, sir, his 
great sensitiveness.” 

“Just go over again what you have said,” returned the 
dean. “ I mean as to Mrs, Carleton’s symptoms.” 
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Frederick St. John did so. He related what Rose had told 
him ; he mentioned the wild and excited looks he had himself 
observed in Mrs. Carleton ; he spoke of meeting Honour on 
the stairs; of the telegram sent by Prance. Somewhat sus¬ 
picious circumstances, perhaps, when taken together, but'cach 
one nothing by itself. “ Nevertheless, I believe in them,” he 
concluded. “ I believe that she is not sane.” 

“ I wonder if there has ever been insaaity in her family ? 
mused the dean—who by no means saw things with Frederick’s 
eyes. “ Let me see—^who was she ? ” 

“She was a Miss Norris. Daughter of Norris, of Norris 
Court. Mrs. Darling-” 

“ Oh, to be sure,” interrupted the dean, as recollection came 
to him. “ I knew her father. I was once a curate in that 
neighbourhood.” 

Mr. St. John looked up at the high-church dignitary before 
him. “ You once a curate! ” 

The dean laughed. “ We must all begin as curates, 
Frederick.” 

The young man laughed also. “ You knew Mr. Norris, 
then ? ” 

“ Yes; slightly. I once dined at his house. My church 
was on the confines of Alnwick parish, not very far from Norris 
Court. Mr. Norris died just as I was leaving. He died rather 
suddenly, I think. I know it took the neighbourhood by 
surprise. And, if I remember rightly, there seemed>to be ?ome 
mystery attaching to his death.” 

“ What did he die of? ” 

“No one knew. It was in that that the mystery lay. Report 
said he died of fever, but Mr. Pym, the surgeon who attended 
him, told me it was not fever; though he did not say what it 
was.” 

“ Is that Pym of Alnwick ? ” 

“ Mr. Pym was in practice then at Alnwick. He may be 
still, for aught I know.” 

“ He is. I rfiethim twice at Alnwick Hall when I went down 
to the funerals; George St. John’s and poor Benja’s. Isaac 
was too ill to go each time, and I had to represent him. Do 
you”—^he paused a moment in hesitation, and then went on— 
“ think it likely that Mr. Norris died insane? I am sure there 
is no insanity on Mrs. Darling’s side.” 

“ I have no reason for thinking so,” replied the dean. “ I 
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was in want of a servant at the time, and a man who had lived 
with Mr. Norris applied t« me for the situation. It was the 
surgeon, Pym, who spoke to his character: Mrs. Norris was 
ill and could not be seen. I engaged him. He had been the 
personal attendant of Mr. Norris in his last illness.” 

“Did he ever say what Mr. Norris’s disease was?" 

“ No. He was very reserved. A good servant, but one of 
the closest men I ever came across. I once asked him what 
illness his .master had died of, and he said fever. I observed 
that Mr. Pym had told me it was not fever. He replied he 
believed the illness had a little puzzled Mr. Pym, but he him¬ 
self felt sure it was fever of some description ; there could be 
no doubt whatever about it” 

“ Is he with you now ? ” 

“ No, poor fellow, he is dead. My place was too hard for 
him, for I kept only one man then, and he left me for a 
lighter one. After that he went back to his late mistress, 
who had just married Colonel Darling. A little later I heard 
of his death.” 

Frederick St John was paying no attention to this last item 
of explanation: he had fallen into a train of thought The 
dean looked at him. 

“Dr. Beauclerc, if any one could throw light upon this 
subject, it is Pym. I wish you would write and ask him.” 

“ Ask him what ? ” 

“What Mr. Norris really died of.- It might have been 
insanity.” 

“ People don’t generally die of insanity.” 

“ But there’s no harm in writing. If you have no objection.’’ 

“ I’ll think it over,” said the dean, i 

“And now I must go back,” sdd Frederick, rising. “Will 
you walk with me, and see Georgina ? ” 

“ Ala, Frederick, you know how to tempt me ! I would walk 
further than to, Castle Wafer to see her. My only darling: I 
believe no one in the -world- knows her real worth.” 

. They went out together. Looking into the drawing-room 
for a minute first of dl, to tell Mrs. Beauclerc. She was there 
with Miss Denison, a middle-aged lady who had come home 
with them for a long visit, and who was one of the hites mires 
of Georgina’s life. 

Georgina was watching: whether for the possible sight of her 
&ther, or for the more certain one of his companion—there 
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she stood, half in, half out of the open French wTnJow. 
Frederick stole a march upon her. He made the dean creep 
round the comer of the house, so that she did not see them 
until they were close upon her. He watched the meeting j he 
saw the clinging, heartfelt embrace, the glad tears rising to 
her eyes; never after that could he doubt the girl’s loving 
nature. Perhaps, with all her lightness, he had not doubted 
it before. 

“ And where’s mamma. Could she not also con\e ? ” 

“ I left her to entertain Miss Denison.” 

Georgina gave a scream. “ Piipa ! You have never brought 
her home! ” 

“Mamma has done so. She has come for two months, 
Georgie.” 

Georgie groaned. “ Then I shall remain at Castle Wafer.” 

“No, you won’t,” cried Frederick, and then hastened to 
turn his apparent discourtesy into a laugh. “ We wouldn’t keep 
you, Georgina.” 

“ And I could not spare you,” said the dean. 

They entered the room, Georgina—who so proud as she ?— 
on her father’s arm. Sir Isaac, who was playing chess with 
Mrs. Carleton, rose to'welcome him. Mrs. Carleton rose also. 
She had never seen the Dean of Westerbury, and the intro¬ 
duction took place. Calm, impassive, perfectly self-possessed, 
she stood; exchanging a few words of courtesy with the dean, 
her handsome features looking singularly attractive, one of 
the beautiful crystal chessmen held between her slender 
fingers. Not a woman in the w'orld . could look much less 
insane than did Charlotte Carleton ; and the dean turned his 
eyes on Frederick, in momentary wonder at that gentleman’s 
hallucination. 

Georgina stole up to the master of Castle Wafer. 

“ You’ll let me stay here, won’t you. Sir Isaac ? ” 

“You know I wilL Let you stay !” 

“ But you’ll ask papa to let me stay ? ” 

“ My dear, yes. Does he want to take you away? " 

“Of course he will want it And—do you know what 
mamma has done? Brought home with her that horrible Miss 
Denison. I wonder papa let her. The last time she was with 
us—^but that was at Westerbury—there was no peace in the 
house for her. She was always quarrelling with me, and of 
course I quarrelled with her agaip. Nothing that I did was 
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right; and one day she actually got mamma to lock me in my 
room for two hours, because she said I had been insolent to 
her. You’ll get leave for me to stay, Sir Isaac ? ” 

He gave her a reassuring smile, and sat down to chess 
again. The dean talked with Mrs. St-John, Georgina flitted 
incessantly from them to the chess-players, making every one 
as merry as she was; Frederick alone seemed quiet and 
.abstracted. He sat apart, near the tea-table, a cup before 
him, as if tea-drinking was his whole business in life. 

The evening wore on. When ten o’clock struck, the dean 
rose, saying he had not supposed it to be so late. 

“ You will spare Georgina to us a little longer ? ” said Sir 
Isaac. They were still at chess, of which it seemed Mrs. 
Carleton never tired; and he rose as he spoke to the dean. 

“Until to-morrow. She must come home then.” 

“ Oh, papa! ” broke in the really earnest voice, “ do let me 
stay longer. You know why I wish to—it’s because of that 
Miss Denison.” 

The dean looked grave. 

“ Only a few days longer, papa j just a few days. Then I 
will come home. It will take me all that time to get over the 
shock.” 

But there was a merry twinkle in her eye; and the dean 
smiled. IVhilst he was shaking hands with Mrs. Carleton, 
Georgina turned suddenly to Frederick. “Won’t you say a 
word for me? You once called Miss Denison an old hag 
yourself.” 

“ It must have been when I was a rude boy,” he answered. 

“But won’t you?” 

“ No,” he said, in a low and unmistakably serious tone. “ I 
would rather you did not stay, Georgina.” 

While Georgina was recovering from her surprise, she became 
conscious of some commotion in the room. Turning, she saw 
a lady in travelling costume, and recognized Mrs. Darling. 
Her appearance was exciting universal astonishment: Frederick 
in particular rubbed his eyes to be sure he was not dreaming. 
How quickly she had answered the telegram! 

It happened that the dean, the only one of the party not 
pressing forward either in surprise or welcome, was close to 
Mrs. Carleton, and had leisure to note her looks, though 
indeed chance alone caused his glance to fall upon her in Uie 
first instance. Instead of pressing forward,. Mrs, Carleton 
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drew back, seemed to stagger; her face turned livid, her eyes , 
were ablaze witli a wild, curious light; and one of the costly 
chessmen fell and was broken in pieces. It almost seemed to 
have been crushed in her hand. Another had seen it too, 
Frederick St. John. Was it a habit, then, of hers to be so 
unpleasantly excited under any surprise ? Or were these in¬ 
deed signs of incipient insanity? If the crystal, had broken in 
her hand and not in the fall, she must posseas a strength beyond, 
that of ordinary women. He, Frederick St. John,.had just 
time to see that the dean’s gaze was riveted upon her, before 
the stir became universal, every one talking at once, Mrs. 
Darling laughing gaily. 

She knew she should take them by surprise, she was saying, 
as she shook hands with one and another; had been enjoying 
it in anticipation the whole day. From a communication 
received from her cottage at Alnwick, she found her orders 
were wanted in some repairs that were being done; so had 
started quite on a moment’s imi)ulse ; and—here she was, 
having determined to take Castle Wafer on her way, and see 
whether Charlotte was ready to return home. Rose? Oh, 
Rose was quite w'ell, and staying with some friends in Paris, 
the Castellas. Darling Charlotte ! How well she was looking I 

Darling Charlotte had recovered from her emotion, and was 
herself again,—calm, sweet, impassive Charlotte. After sub¬ 
mitting to the embrace of her mother, she turned in cont^tion 
to Sir Isaac. Frederick and Georgina were both stooping to 
gather up the broken crystal. 

Would Sir Isaac ever forgive her ? That lovely set of chess¬ 
men ! And how it came to slip out of her hand, she could 
not imagine: how it came to break on the soft carpet (unless 
indeed it struck against the foot of the chess-table) she could 
not tell. In vain Sir Isaac begged her not to think more of 
so trifling a misfortune.: it seemed that she could not icease 
her excuses. 

Mrs. Carleton! look at your hand. You must have broken 
the bishop yourself.” 

The words came from Georgina Beauclerc. The fair white 
hand had sundry cuts within it, and the red spots oozing from 
them had caught Georgina’s gaze as she rose from the carpet 
One angry, evil glance from Mrs. Carleton’s eyes at the out* 
spoken young lady, and then she resigned the white hand fo 
Sir Isaac to be bound up. 
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“ Strange, that we rarely can tell how these things happen,” 
she said, with a genial smile. “ Miss Beauclerc must have a 
Curious idea of strength, to suppose my fingers could have 
broken that bishop. Thank you very much. Sir Isaac.” 

Rederick St John went out with the dean. “I do hope 
you will write to Mr. Pym ? ” he said. 

“ I intend to,” answered the dean. 


CHAPTER XXXIV. 

WALKING OUT TO DINNKR. 

If Mrs. Darling’s hurried visit to England was caused^by the 
fact of the repairs in progress at her cottage, being at a stand¬ 
still, the repairs must be at a stand-still yet; for the lady did 
not go farther than Castle Wafer. On the morning following 
her arrival, Sir Isaac politely asked whether she would not 
remain a few days with them before going on; and Mrs. 
Darling took him at his word and did remain. Georgina also 
remained, and things seemed to go oh very smoothly and 
quietly, .but Mrs. Carleton remained a great deal in her own 
room; and to Mr. Frederick St John’s eyes her mother’s 
face jvore a strangely Haggard, anxious look. 

“ Is Mrsf Carleton well ? ” he asked her one day. 

“ Quite well, thank you,” rfesponded Mrs. Darling, stooping, 
as she spoke, to pluck a geranium. 

“ I have not liked her look at times,” continued Frederick, 
boldly. “I was fearing she was not in—altogether good 
health.” 

“ She is in excellent health,” was the reply, and Mrs. Darling 
facedvthe speaker with a look intended to express surprise. 
“ Charlotte was alwa5is strong. She and Rose are like myself, 
blessed with rude health: I cannot say as much for the other 
two. I want to take Charlotte away with me; but she does 
not feel inclined to come, and was quite angry when she saw 
me arrive. She is very happy here.” 

No more was said, for Mrs. Darling sauntered leisurely away. 
Frederick St John had gained nothing by his move. 

• The dean, who had written to Mr. Pym, received in due 
course that gentleman’s answer. Mr. Norris, of Norris Court, 
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had died viad. The widow, subsequently Mrs. Darling, had 
hushed the matter up for the sake of her child, and succeeded 
in keeping it secret. He, Mr. Pym, had never disclosed ifto 
mortal ears j but the high character of the Dean of Westerbury 
was such that he knew he might safely confide the fact to him. 
Indeed, from the tenour of the dean’s letter, he felt there 
might be some essential reason for not remaining silent. 

“ You see,” cried Frederick, when the dean showed him the . 
letter, “ I was right” 

“Nay,” dissented the dean. “Right as to your suspicion 
that madness was in the family; but this does not prove that 
it has yet attacked Mrs. Carleton.” 

“I suppose it would not prove it to most minds; it does to 
mine, in a very great degree. You will at least admit that this 
renders her a most undesirable wife for Isaac.” 

“ Granted. But, Frederick, my opinion is that Sir Isaac is 
in just as much danger from her as you are, and no more. 
Rely upon it he has no idea of marrying.” 

Frederick was silent. In a sense he agreed with the dean; 
but he knew how subtle is the constant companionship of a 
designing and attractive woman; and that the danger was all 
the greater where that companionship had been previously held 
aloof from, as in the case of Sir Isaac. 

Two or three days passed on, and nothing occurred to dis¬ 
turb the peace even of fanciful Frederick Sit. John. Tl^p old 
routine of life was observed at Castle Wafer, varied with visits 
to the Rectory, or with the Rectory’s visits back again. But for 
the suspicion he was making so great a trouble of, Mr. St. 
John would have felt supremely happy. A strangely bright 
feeling was stealing over him; a feeling whose source he did 
not question or analyze. The influence of Georgina was 
quietly making its way in his heart; perhaps, unconsciously to 
himself, it had ever in a degree lain there. • 

Mrs. Darling sat in her room, writing letters. Mrs. Carleton- 
was with her, looking from the window, the folds of her silver- 
grey brocade rustling with every movement. She wore very 
slight mourning now. 

“ Charlotte, my dear child,” suddenly cried Mrs. Darling, “ I 
am writing to the cottage. Let me once again ask you when 
you will be ready to go with me? ” 

“ Never—^to Alnwick. When I left the cottage to beebmti. 
George St John’s wif^ I left it, as a residency for evef.*’;; ’ 
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“Ivliere unll you go? Will you go into Berkshire?—will 
you go to London ?—to Brighton ?—to Paris ? Only say where 
—‘I don’t wish to force you to Alnwick.” 

“ Mamma, I beg you not to worry me on this point I am 
very eomfortable at Castle Wafer, and you need not try to force 
me away from it It is lost labour.” 

Mrs. Darling made no reply. It would have been useless. 
All her life she had found it “lost labour” to endeavour to 
force Charjotte to do anything against her will j and sometimes 
she felt the yoke upon her was a very heavy one. She bent 
over her w’riting again in silence. Presently Charlotte spoke, 
abruptly: 

“ How long is that girl going to remain here ? ” ; 

Mrs. Darling’s train of thought just then w'as roaming to 
many things, pleasant or unpleasant, and she thought “that 
girl ” must mean Honour Tritton. Charlotte’s eyes were ablaze 
with light at the mistake; and Mrs. Darling could have bitten 
her tongue out for her incaution in mentioning the name. What 
she next said, did not mend it. 

“ Charlotte, my darling, I really beg your pardon. I’m sure 
I don’t know how I came to think of her, unless it was that I 
was talking to her this morning. You— 

“Talking to her!" came.the imperative interruption. “I 
should like to know, mamma, what you can have to say 
to her. If every one had their deserts. Honour Tritton 

would be— ;Would be- What did she presume to say of 

me ? ” 

“My dear Charlotte 1 ” cried the unfortunate mother, half 
aghast at the tone in which the last sentence was spoken, “ sh^ 
did not presume to speak of you at all. It was only a casual 
meeting in one of the lower passages. She just dropped a 
curtsey, and asked how I was: that was all.” 

“ She presumed to put herself in my way the other day, that 
woman; I know that,” scornfully returned Mrs. Carleton. 
“But that it might be said I made too much of a trifle utterly 
beneath me, I should ask Sir Isaac to banish her from Castle 
Wafer.” 

“ Oh, Charl(jtte 1 What, because she—she happened to 
meet you?” 

“No. ■ For the misery she wrought in the years gone by. I, 
wonder what brought her here —why she came ? ’' 

Mrs. Darlih^ had heard of the meeting with Honour on the 
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stairs, and knew as much of the scene as though she had been 
present She passed to another topic. 

“ Then it was of Miss Beauclerc you spoke, Charlotte ? ” 

“It was of Miss Beauclerc. Jwant to knmv what she sto/s 
here for” * 

The low, impressive whisper in which this was spoken, 
astonished Mrs. Darling. What had Charlotte got in her head 
now? 

“ My dear, it cannot matter to you whether she stays here or 
, whether she goes home.” 

“ But it does matter: it matters very much. She is staying 
as a spy upon me.” 

“ A spy ? Charlotte 1 ” 

“She is. She is doing what she can to turn Sir Isaac 
against me.” 

“Oh, Charlotte! Indeed you are mistaken. I am quite 
sure she is doing nothing of the sort.” 

“ I tell you yes. Look there I ” 

Mrs. Darling rose in obedience, and glanced from the window 
in the direction in which Charlotte had pointed. Geoigina 
Beauclerc, in her flowing dinner-dress of a clear white muslin, 
was marching about with Sir Isaac, both her hands cla&ped 
upon his arm, her pretty head and its silken hair almost tou<^- 
ing his face as she talked to him. That Sir Isaac was bending 
down to the fair head, a great deal of tender love in his iace^ 
might be discerned even at this distance. 

“ He promised to ride out with me this afternoon; he was 
going on his pony, and I was to try Mr. St John’s grey horse, 
and she came and took him from me. He gave me up for her 
with scarcely a word of apology, and they have been away to¬ 
gether for hours somewhere on foot. She cannot let him rest 
The moment she is dressed for dinner, you see, she lures him 
to her side again. And you say she is not plotting against 
me?” 

What could Mrs. Darling reply ? The idea had taken pos¬ 
session of Charlotte, and she knew that no earthly argument 
would turn it by so much as a hair’s-breadth. The shadow of 
a trouble that she should not have strength to combat fell 
upon her; and as Charlotte abruptly left the room, she took 
a letter fiom her pocket and r^d it with a gleam of thank¬ 
fulness, for it told of the speedy'arrival of one who might be'of 
use. 
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Mrs. Carleton descended, glancing to the left and right of 
the broad staircase, into all its angles, over the gilded balus¬ 
trades down on the inner hall, as had been her custom since 
that encounter with Honour. Not with open look, but with 
stealthy glance, as if she dreaded meeting the woman again. 
"She went into the drawing-room, and stood gazing through the 
open window with covert glances, partially shielding herself 
behind the blue satin curtains. Georgina was on the terrace 
with Sir Isaac, and on them her regard was fixed. A gaze, 
evil, bitter, menacing. Her eyes shone with a lurid light, her 
Ups were pale, and her hands were contracted as with irrepres¬ 
sible anger. In the midst of these unwholesome signs, as if 
instinct whispered to her that she was not alone, she turned 
and saw, quietly seated at a table near, and as quietly regarding 
her, Frederick St John. 

She came up to him at once, her brow smoothed to its ordi¬ 
nary impassiveness. 

“ What a warm afternoon it has been, Mr. St John I ” 

“ Very warm.” 

“You are ready for dinner early,” she said, in allusion to his 
notably late appearance for that meal j. often coming in after 
they had sat down to table. 

“ I don’t dine at home to-day. I am going with Miss Beau- 
clerc to the Rectory.” 

And Sir Isaac also ? ” she quickly asked. 

“I think not” 

Sir Isaac and Georgina approached the window. They, with 
Frederick, had walked to the Rectory that afternoon, and the 
dean asked them to come in to dinner. It was very dull, he 
said, with only Miss Denison, who generally contrived to act 

a wet blanket So it was arranged that Georgina and Frede¬ 
rick should go; but Sir Isaac could not promise. It appeared 
that Georgina was now urging him to accompany them. Her 
voice was heard in the room. 

“It is very uncharitable of you. Sir Isaac. You know what 
papa said it was for him, with that statue of a woman there; 
If you werff shut up in a house with a female Hottentot, and 
you asked papa to come in as a relief, he would not think of 
refusing.” 

“'But I can’t go,” returned Sir Isaac, in laughing tones. “ I 
told the dean that Mrs. St. John was not well enough to come 
down.” 
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“ And jrou will let me walk all that way without you 1 It’s 
not kind, Sir Isaac. Suppose I get run away with? Therp 
may be kidnappers in the shrubbery.” 

“You will have a more eflScient protector with you than 
I could make; one young and powerful—I am old and 
weak.” 

“ Never old to me—never old to me. Oh, I wish you would 
come! ”. 

“ I wish I could, Georgina; you know that when' you leave 
me, half my sunshine goes also. But I must head the table at 
home, in the absence of Mrs. St John: I cannot leave my 
visitors.” 

“ Tiresome people! ” apostrophized Georgina, in allusion to 
the lady visitors. “ I know you would rather be with us. I 
shall tell papa that if he is fixed with Miss Denison, you are 
fixed with Mrs. Carleton. I don’t see how you would get 
through your days with her just now, if it were not for me.” 

She stepped into the room, a saucy expression on her charm¬ 
ing face; a loving smile on Sir Isaac’s. Mrs. Carleton was in 
time to catch a glimpse of each as she swiftly glided away in 
the distance; and neither had the remotest suspicion that their 
conversation had been overheard. 

Frederick St. John rose. “ I think we shall be late, Geor¬ 
gina.” 

“ Shall we! 1 shall say it was your fault,” cried the happy 
girl, as she caught up her white mantle and straw hut from a 
chair. “ I’m ready now.” 

“Won’t you put your cloak on?” ■ 

“ No. I am only taking it to come back in to-night. You 
may carry it for me.” 

She placed it on his arm; and with her face shaded only by 
her little dainty parasol, they went out Mrs. Carleton was at 
one of the other windows watching the departure. 

“ Do you know the time, Georgina? ” he asked. 

‘^Oh—more than five, I suppose." 

He held his watch towards her. It wanted only twoity-five 
minutes to six, “ Of course you can say it is my &alt iryou 
like; .but Mrs. Beauclerc will be excessively angry widi Iroth: 
of us." .<■ • 

“ Not as angry as Miss Denison will b^” returned Geoigiaa, 
laughingly. “Fanciful old creature! saying ..she gets indi^V 
gestion if she dines later than half-past five. If I were pjqm;. 
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I should let her dine alone, and order the regular dinner at 
seven. See how quickly she’d come to her senses.” 

“If you were your papa you’d do just as he does” cried 
Frederick. “And when you have a house of your oWn, 
Georgina, you will be just as courteous as he is.” 

“ Shall I ? Not to Miss Denison. But I should take care 
not to have disagreeable people staying with me. I wouldn’t 
have Mrs. Carleton, for instance.” 

“ Do 'you think Mrs. Carleton disagreeable ? ” he asked. “ I 
have heard you say you liked her.” 

“ So I did at first. I pitied her. But she gets very dis¬ 
agreeable. She looks at me sometimes as if she would like to 
kill me, and—see what she did yesterday.”" 

Georgina extended her wrist towards her companion. There 
was a blue mark upon it, as from pressure. 

“ How did she do this! ” he exclaimed, examining the wrist. 

“Not purposely, of course; that is, not intending to hurt me. 
I differed from her: it was about going out with Sir Isaac. 
She said it was too hot for me, and I said the hotter the 
pleasanter; and she caught me by the wrist as I was running 
away. I cried out with the pain; indeed it was very sharp; 
and Sir Isaac heard it outside and looked back. She laughed 
then, and so did I, and I ran away. This morning I saw that 
my wrist had turned blue.” 

i‘ Did you tell Isaac of this ? ” 

“ I don’t remember. Stay, though—I think I told him Mrs. 
Carleton had been preaching morality to me, as connected with 
sunstrokes and freckles,” continued the careless girl “ Please 
loose my hand, Mr. St John.” 

He released her hand, saying nothing. Georgina floated on 
by his side, her blue ribbons and her fair hair flashing in the 
setting sun as they passed through the shrubbery. 

“ I think she must be frequently out of temper,” continued 
Georgina, alluding still to Mrs. Carleton. “ Did you see her 
as we passed the window just now? She lookra so cross 
at me.” 

“ I presume she thinks she has cause for it,” observed Mr. 
St John. 

‘“What cause?” 

“She is jealous of you.” 

“Jealous of me?" 

“Of you and Sir Isaac.” 
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Georgina’s grey eyes opened to their utmost width as she 
stared at the spe^er. 

“ Jealous of me and Sir Isaac ? Why, what could put such ah 
idea into her stupid head? How could she be jealous of me, 
in relation to Sir Isaac? She might as well be jealoUS of 
jpapa.” 

“ I suppose she thinks that she, as chief guest, ought to 
receive more of the host’s attention than any one else,” he said, ■ 
not caring to be more explanatory. “ And therefore she does 
not like your monopolizing Isaac.” 

“ Oh! ” cried Georgina, turning up her pretty nose. “ I 
declare I thought you ineant it in another light. I’ll take up 
Sir Isaac’s attention all to-morrow, just to tease her.” 

* He made no reply. • He was thinking. It had not been his 
fault that Georgina’s stay at Castle Wafer was prolonged j but 
he had seen no feasible way of preventing it And yet there 
was always an undercurrent in his heart—a wish that she was 
away from it, beyond the risk of any possible harm'. 

“ Please put the mantle over my shoulders, Mr. St John.” 

“ Ah, you are getting cold! 'Vou should have put it on at 
first” 

“Getting cold this warm afiemoon! Indeed no. But in 
one minute we shall be in the Rectory grounds, liable to meet 
mamma or her charming guest They would sing a duet all 
dinner-time at my walking here in nothing but my dinner-djess. 
Miss Denison comes out before pinner, and creeps .round the 
paths for half-an-hour. She calls it ‘ taking her constitutional* 
Thank you; she can’t find fault now.” - 

Mrs. Beauclerc was. a fretful lady of forty-five; Miss Denison 
was a firetful lady of somewhat more: and Georgina was greeted 
with a shower of reproaches, for having kept dinner waiting. 
She laid the blame on Mr. St John; and Miss Denison look^ 
daggers at him to her heart’s content 

“ I could not make him believe you were dining at the gothic 
hour of half-past five,” cried the im^rturbable girl “ The more 
1 told him to hasten the less he did so. And, mamma, Mrs. 
St John says will we all go to Castle Wafer for the eveninp;.” 

She stole a glance at him. He was standing calm, upright; 
a half-tender, half-reproving look cast upon her for her nonsen^ 
But he contradicted nothing. 

The dean and Mr. St John were sitting alone after dinner, 
when a servant came in and said a gentleman was asking if he 
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could see Dr. Beauclerc. The dean inquired who it was, but 
the servant did not know: when he requested the name, the 
iCentleman said he would tell it himself to the doctor.. 

“ You can show him in here,” said the dean, who was one 
of the most accessible men living. 

The servant retired, and ushered in a little grey-haired man 
in spectacles. The dean did not recognize him; P’rederick 
. St John did, and with some astonishment It was Mr. Pym 
of Alnwick. 

He explained to the dean that a little matter of business hsid 
brought him into the neighbourhood, and he had taken the 
opportunity (following on the slight correspondence which had 
just taken place between them) to call on Dr. Beauclerc. Dr. 
Beauclerc—^who was not addressed as “ Mr. Dean ” out of his 
cathedral city as much as he was in it—inquired how long he 
had been in the neighbourhood, and found he had only just 
arrived by the evening train,—had come straight to the Rectory 
from the station. 

A suspicion crossed the dean’s mind, and he spoke in 
accordance with it. “ Did Mr. Pym come from Alnwick on 
purpose to see him?” 

“No,” said the little surgeon, taking the glass of wine the 
dean passed to him, but declining other refreshment “ I 
have been summoned to the neighbourhood of Lexington to 
see jS patient ; and as I was on the spot, I thought I would 
call upon you, Dr. Beauclerq. My chief motive in doing so,” 
he added, after a brief pause, “was to inquire whether you 
had any particular reason for asking me those questions.” 

The dean looked at Frederick Sb John, as much as 
to say, Shall we, or shall we not confide in this medical 
man? 

““ I do not inquire from motives of idlo curiosity. Dr. Beau- 
clero^'” resumed the suigeon, marking the dean’s hesitation. 
“ Believe me, I have an urgent reason for wishing to know.” 

“Better tell him evefything,” cried Frederick, who had read 
the dean’s look, and was vehement in his earnestness. “I 
am sure Mr. Pym may be trusted; and perhaps he can help 
us with his advice.” - . 

. .“Very well,” said the dean. “But you know, Frederick, 
the suspicion is more yours than mine.” 

“ Yes, yes; I take it all upon myself,” was the young man’s 
impatient answer, so fearful was he of losing this new ally. 
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“Mr. Pym, you have known Mrs. Carleton St. John all her 
life, have you not? She was Charlotte Norris." 

“ Yes, it may be said that I have- known her all her life, ’I 
brought her into the world.” 

“ Well, a disagreeable suspicion has recently come upon us 
in regard to her—upon me, that ia An awful suspicion; one 
that I do not like to mention.” 

“What is it?” cried the surgeon. 

“ I fear that she is showing symptoms of insanity,’” , 

Frederick St. John looked at Mr. Pym as he spoke, expect¬ 
ing a start of surprise. Far from evincing any, that gentleman 
quiedy raised his wine to his lips, sipped it, and put the glass 
down again. 

“Ah,” said he. “Well?” 

Then Mr. St John poured forth his tale. He whb was 
usually almost coldly impassive, who had every tone of his 
voice, every pulse of his veins under control, seemed this 
evening to have become all impulse and excitement But in 
telling his story, he grew gradually calm and cool. 

Mr. Pym listened in silence. At the conclusion of the story 
he waitpd a minute or two, apparently expecting to hear more, 
but the narrator had ceased He spoke then. 

“ You are sure about that telegram—that it was Prance who 
sent it ? ” 

“ Quite sure. There can be no mistake about that.” ^ 

“A cautious woman,” observed the surgeon. ‘.{She men¬ 
tioned no name. You see it might have applied to any one 
as much as to Mrs. Carleton.” 

“ The very remark I made,” interposed the dean, and it was 
the first word he had spoken. “ I tell Mr. St John that the 
symptoms and facts he thinks so much of are very slight” 

“ Too slight to pronounce any one insane upon,” said the 
doctor. “ Wll you be s6 good as tell me, Mr. St John,•what 
Jlrs/ gave rise to suspicion in your mind ? It is a rare thing, 
however eccentric our fi-iends’ actions may be, for us to take up 
the notion that they are insane.” 

“What first gave rise to the suspicion in my mind?” re¬ 
peated Frederick. “ Why, I don’t suppose I ever should have 
thought of it but for—^but I forgot to tell you that,” he broke 
off, suddenly remembering that he had omitted to mention 
vdiat Rose Dariing had told him at Belpcnt. . 

He related it now. The assertions of the nurse ^^yford 
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that Mrs. Carleton was mad; her terror at the sight of the 
lifted lanterns in the Flemish town on St. Martin’s Eve. 
Still Mr. Pym said nothing: he only took out a note-book and 
entered something in it. 

“ Can you not help us, Mr. Pym ? Do you not think she 
must be insane ? ” 

“ I cannot say that. But I may tell you that I have always 
feared it for her.” 

I “ Her father died mad, you wrote word to the dean.” 

' “ He died raving mad. You have confided in me, and I see 
no reason why I should not tell you all I know—^premising, of 
course, that it must not be repeated. His madness, as I 
gathered at the time, was hereditary; but he had been (unlike 
his daughter) perfectly well all his life, betraying no symptoms 
of it. ‘ I was.sent for in haste one night to Norris Court I 
was only a young man then—thirty, perhaps; I’m turned sixty 
now. My predecessor and late partner, Mr. Jevons, had been 
the usual attendant there, but he had retired from business, 
and was very infirm. I thought I was wanted for Mrs. Norris, 
■Hdiom I was to attend in her approaching confinement; but 
when I reached the Court, I found what it was. Mr., Norris 
had suddenly become mad; utterly, unmistakably maS; and 
Mrs. Norris, poor thing, was nearly as much so with terror. 
He had always been of a remarkably jealous disposition; some 
slighj: incident had caused him to become that day jealous of 
his wife, without, I am certain, the least foundation, and after 
an awful scene, he attempted her life with his razor. In her 
endeavour to escape from him, she dashed her hand through a 
mirror, whether accidentally or purposely she could not after¬ 
wards remember. Never shall I forget her dismay and terror 
when I reached the Court. Her husband was tolerably quiet 
then; exhausted, no doubt, from violence.; and his own man, 
James, was keeping piard over him. That night we had to 
put him into a strait-waistcoat. Mrs. Norris, poor young 
lady—and she was not twenty then—cried most bitterly as she 
told me the tale of her husband’s jealousy. She could not 
imagine what had given rise to it. She had only received some 
gentleman, a friend of theirs who had often called, and had sat 
and talked with him in the rirawing-room, as she would with 
any other visitor; but the jealousy, as I explained to .her, pre¬ 
ceded the attack of madness. In three or four days ^e child 
Charlotte was bom.. 1 took the baby in to Mr. Norris, thinking 
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it might possibly have a soothing effect upon him. It had just 
the contrary—though it is unnecessary to recall minor particu¬ 
lars now. He had seemed better that day, quite collected, 
and his servant had removed the strait-waistcoat. An ac¬ 
cession of violence came on at sight of the child; he sprang 
out of bed and-attempted to seize it; I put the baby down 
under the bed, while I helped James to overpower his master j 
but it was the hardest struggle I had ever been engaged in. 
Mr.' Norris never was calm afterwards, and died in'aJew days, 
raving mad.” 

“ But,” interrupted the dean, “ how was it possible to keep 
this state' of things from transpiring in the house ? The 
domestics understood, I believe, that their master died of 
fever.” 

“ True, Dr. Beauclerc. Fortunately the roomjo which Mr. 
Norris was taken was shut in by other surrounding apartments, 
and no sound penetrated beyond it. The servants were kept 
away by a hint of infection; a confidential man from an asylum 
was had in to assist James and take turn in watching—the 
servants supposing him to be merely a sick-nurse. Poor Mrs. 
Norris entreated for her child’s sake that the nature of its 
father’s malady might be suppressed, if possible; and the secret 
was kept. Whether it was well in the long-run that it should 
be so kept, I have often asked myself.” 

Mr. Pym paused in thought. Frederick St. John interrupted 
it. ^ 

“ You say this madness was hereditary ? ” 

“ Mr. Jevons managed to get to the Court when he found 
what had happened. It appeared that some near relatives of 
Mr. Norris—two, I. think—had died abroad, insane. Mr. 
Norris was aware of this, and had been fond of talking of it to 
Mr. Jevons : the latter thought he had feared the malady for 
himself. He had used to say that he should never marr}»; and 
that resolution Mr. Jevons emphatically endorsed. However, 
he did marry, and, of course, Mr. Jevons had no power to 
prevent it. "These particulars I learned of Mr. Jevons as I 
was driving him to the Court. Mrs. Norris begged to be made 
acquainted with all details; and after her husband’s death 
Mr. Jevons disclosed them to her, suppressing nothing. What 
a changed woman she was from that time! and I believe would 
then have been thankful had her baby died.. ‘ It must be my 
care to prevent its marrying, should it live to grow iipt’ she. 
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said to' Air. Jevons in my presence; and ten times oyer during 
that one interview she begged him to tell her whether he 
thought the child would inherit the fatal disease.” 

“ But the child did marry,” interrupted the dean. “ Married 
Mr. Carleton St John.” 

“ Yes. t believe Mrs. Darling did try to prevent it, but it 
was of no use. Whilst she concealed the reason, arguments 
could not fail to prove powerless. It might have been better— 
I don’t l^now—had she allowed her daughter to become ac¬ 
quainted with the truth. My opinion is, that Charlotte has 
more than once, even before her marriage, been on the verge 
of insanity. In her attacks of temper the violence displayed 
was very great for a person perfectly sane.” 

“Did Mrs. Darling ever attempt to excuse this violence 
to you ? ”. 

“ Mrs. Darling has never spoken to me on the subject at all 
since her first husband’s death,” -relied Mr. Pym. “ She has 
ignored it. But for an expression^ times in her face, I might 
suppose she fancied that all recoSection of the. tragedy had 
faded from my mind. When I heard that George St. John 
about to marry Miss Norris, I called on Mrs. Darling, and in 
the course of conversation I said, incidentally, as it were, ‘ Will 
this marriage be for your daughter’s benefit, think you ? ’ and 
she seemed offended, and said. Of course ft would—what did 
I mean?” 

“ Could you not ”—Frederick St. John hesitated as he spoke 
—“have whispered a word'of warning to Mr. George St. 
John?” 

“ I suppose not. The thought crossed me, but I could not 
see that I was justified in carrying it out Had Mrs. Darling 
met me in a different manner, I might have ventured. I don’t 
think it would have done any good, though. George St John 
was iQ love with Miss Norris, or fancied himself so; and would 
most likely have married her in spite of <autioa” 

“ In her life, subsequently to her marriage, were there at any 
time indications of insanity? ” 

^ “ I feel tempted to say there were, though I could not bear 
witness to it m a court of law,” was the reply of Mr. Pym. 
“ One thing is indisputable—that she inherited her father’s 
jealousy of disposition. I don’t know what it might have been 
in him; but in her it was in excess so great as to be in itself a 
species madness. She was not, that I ever hearr^ jealous of 
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her husband; it displayed itself in her jealous love for her 
child. Until he was bom, I don’t think she had one of those 
paroxysms of violence that those about her called ‘temper.’ 
George St John could not understand them. These fits of 
passion, coupled with the fierce jealousy that was beyofld all 
reason, all parallel in my experience, w'ere ver/ like madness.” 

There was a pause. Frederick St. John broke it with a 
questiom . • 

“ Did you suspect—I mean, was there any cause to suspect 
—that she had a hand in the little boy’s death—Benja’s?” 

“I did suspect it That is, I doubted whether it might not 
be so,” said Mr. Pym, in low tones. “ There was an ugly point 
in the matter that I have never liked—that of the doors being 
fastened. But I am bound to say there was no proof against 
her. Still I could not get rid of my doubts, and I think her 
mother entertained them also." 

“Mrs. Darling!” 

“I think so. We both caught each other in the act of trying 
whether the bolt would slip when the door closed, in the manner 
asserted. You see, when a suspicion of insanity attaches to a 
man or woman, we are prone to imagine things that we should 
never think of doing under ordinary circumstances.” 

. “Very true,” emphatically assented the dean. 

“ The most bitter person upon the tragedy was Honour; it 
was only natural she should be so; but even she did not sqspect 
Mrs. Carleton. She spoke against her in her savings, but 
ravings go for nothing. If Honour suspected any one, it was 
Prance rather than Mrs. Carleton.” 

“Prance I” echoed Mr. St. John. 

“ She told some tale, at the time, of having seen Prance hiding 
in a niche of the corridor, opposite the nursery door. I did not 
think much of it, from the state of confusion in which Honour 
must then have been; 'and Prance denied it in toto: said she 
had never been there.” 

“Then you cannot give me any help?” said Frederick St 
John, in tones of disappointment “ You are unable to bear out 
my suspicions of her present madness ? ” 

“ Hp#can I bear them out ? ” asked Mr. Pym. “ I have not 
seen her.” 

Frederick drummed for a minute on the table.. “ Don’t you 
think it strange that Prance should tel^aph. for Mrs. Darling 
in the manner she did, and that Mrs. Darling should hasten to 
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respond to it—on the wings of the wind, as one may say—^and 
stw on at Castle Wafer?” 

“ I do," was the surgeon’s reply: “ assuming that the message 
related to Mrs. Carleton, of which I suppose there can be no 
doubt!; Mrs. Carleton is not ill in body; therefore it must have 
had reference to her mind." 

I wish you could see her! ” impulsively spoke Fiederick, 
"and watch her as I have done.” 

“ I intend to see her,” said Mr. Pym. “ I thought of calling 
at once on Mrs. Darling j now, as I leave you.” 

" Do so,” cried Frederick. " Contrive to remain a few days 
at Castle Wafer. You can say that you are my guest Stay ; 
I’ll give you the invitation in a careless sort of way before them 
all to-night, and you can accept it.” 

“ We will see about that,” said the surgeon, rising. “ I had 
better be going, if Dr. Beauclerc will excuse me, or it may look 
late to call. Perhaps you will direct me the nearest way to 
Castle Wafer.” 

" I will go with you,” said Mr. St. John. • “ The nearest 
way is through the shrubberies. We shall be there in five 
minutes.” 

They went out together, the dean saying he would follow 
with the ladies, as they were all to spend the evening at Castle 
Wafer. But when the dean reached the drawing-room he 
found they had already gone, and he did not hurry himself. 

It was a .lovely moonlight pight, clear and bright, and Mr. 
St. John and the surgeon commenced their walk, talking eagerly. 
Mr. St John told him, what he had not liked to mention before 
the dean—Mrs. Carleton’s jealousy of Miss Beauclerc; the 
occa.sional wildness of her eyes when she looked at her, and 
the little adventure in Georgina’s chamber at midnight " It 
is an awful responsibility that rests upon us,” he remarked. 
" I feel it so, Mr. Pym, now that I have heard your story to¬ 
night If her father went mad from jealousy, and attempted the 
life of his wife, Mrs. Carleton may be attempting some violence 
to Miss Beauclerc.” 

" Miss Beauclerc is young and good-looking, I suppose.” 

“Both; and her manners are perfectly charming.* She is 
just the girl that would be obnoxious to a rival” 

“ It is all fancy, I presume, on Mrs. Carleton's part There 
is nothing between Miss Beauclerc and Sir Isaac?” 

* Frederick St John broke into a laugh. "Sir Isaac loves 
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her as he would a child of his own; and she venerates him as 
a father. There is no other sort of love between them, Mr. 
Pym.” 

Mr. Pym took a side glance at the speaker. Something in 
the tone had struck him that some one else might be a loVer of 
Miss Beauclerc’s, if Sir Isaac was not. 

“ Even allowing that Mrs. Carleton has been sane hitherto, 
and my suspicion a myth, it would never do for her to marry 
Sir Isaac,” resumed Frederick. “ You would say so if*you knew 
my brother and his extreme sensitiveness. The very thought 
of his wife being liable to insanity would be to him perfectly 
horrible.” 

“ It would be to most people,” said the doctor. 

“1 think he must be told now. 1 have abst^ed from 
speaking out hitherto, from a fear that my motives might be 
misconstrued. My brother, a confirmed old bachelor, has 
brought me up to consider myself his heir; and it would look 
as though I were swayed by self-interest.” 

“I understand,” said the surgeon, “But he must be saved 
from Mrs. Carleton.” 

“ I cannot bring myself to think that he is in real danger; I 
believe still that he has no thought of marrying, and never will 
have. But Mrs. Carleton is undeniably attractive, and stranger > 
things have been known.” 

“ The better plan would be to lay the whole case befpre Sir 
Isaaa It need not be yoursell^ I should suggest Dr. Beau- 
clerc. And then-" 

The surgeon ceased, arrested by the warning hand of Frede¬ 
rick. They had turned into the dark labyrinth of a place 
where the artificial rocks rose on the confines of the Rectory 
grounds. Georgina Beauclerc was walking very deliberately 
towards them. Not at her did Frederick lift his hand; but 
at a swift, dark figure, who was following her silently as a 
shadow, stealthily as an omen of evil. Frederick St John 
sprang forward and clasped Georgina in his arms. 

The dark figure turned suddenly and vanished; but not 
before its glaring eyes and its white teeth had been seen by 
the unwelcome intruder. He recognized Mrs. Carleton, her 
black lace shawl thrown over her head. 

“ Well, I’m sure 1 ” exclaimed Georgina. 

It all passed in an instant Geprgina had heard nothings seen 
noUiiog; and she felt inclined to resent Mr. St John’s extra- 



430 


ST. MARTIN’S EVE. 


ordinary movement, when the first surprise was over. He held 
her for a moment against his beating heart; beating more per- 
ce°ptibly than usual just then. 

“What did you do that for? Were you going to smother 
me?’' 

“ I did it to shield you from harm, my darling,” he whispered, 
unconscious, perhaps, that hr used the endearing term. 
Rarely had Frederick St. John been less himself than he was 
at that moment. Miss Beauclerc looked at him in surprise; 
in the midst of her bounding pulses, her glowing blushes, she 
saw that something had disturbed his equanimity. 

“ What are you doing out here alone ? ” 

“You need not be cross”—and indeed his sharp quick 
question had sounded so. “ As if I could not take a stroll by 
moonlight if I like! Perhaps you are afraid of the moon, us 
mamma is.” 

“ But what were you doing ? Had you come from Castle 
Wafer ? You must not go out at night alone, Georgina.” 

“ Oh indeed j who says so ? ” she returned, with wilful im¬ 
pertinence j but it was all put on to hide the ecstatic rapture 
his one word had brought to her. “ If you must know, mamma 
and Miss Denison kept up such a chorus of abuse of me as we 
went to Castle Wafer, that I wouM not go on with them. I 
came slowly back to meet you and napa.” 

He had drawn her arm within his own, and was leading her 
back to thCfRectory. She could hardly keep up with him. 

“ Where are you hurrying me to ? ” 

“ To the dean. He will take t. “o of you to Castle Wafer.” 

It may be that she thought some one else might have taken 
care of her. But she said nothing. Just before they reached 
the Rectory door, Mr. St. John stopp^ under the shade of the 
laurels. 

“Georgina, I must say a serious word to you. Put away 
nonsense fi" a minute, and hear me. I think I have saved 
you from a great danger; will you make me a promise in 
return ? ” , 

“From a great danger !” she repeated, the words rendering 
her as serious as he was. . “What danger? What can you 
mean?” 

“ I cannot tell precisely what danger, neither can I say more 
particularly what 1 mean. Nevertheless I think I am right. 
It is not good for you to be about alone just now, whe&er 
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before nightfall or after it You must give me your promise 
not to be so.” 

“ What is there to harm me ? " she whispered, involuntarily 
clinging more closely to his arm. 

“ Leave that with me for the present. Only trust me,* and 
ilo as I say. Will you promise ? ” 

“ Yes, if there is a necessity for it. I promise you.” 

Her earnest face was raised in the moonlight. She had- 
never seen him so solemn as now. He bent his head.* 

“ Will you seal the compact, Georgina ? ” 

Instinct, and the grave tender tone, told her what he meant 
i ler eyes WIed with tears ; but she did not draw her face away, 
iiod he left a kiss upon her lips. 

“ Mind, Georgina, that’s as binding as an oath,” he said, as 
; e walked on. “ Take care that you strictly keep your promise, 
i here is urgent necessity why you should do so. Sometime I 
i.iay tell you why, if you are good. I may be telling you all 
sorts of things besides.” 

Her face was bent to conceal its hot blushes. Heaven 
: viued suddenly to have opened for Georgina Beauckrc. 

“ Halloa ! ” cried the dean, as he met them in the hall. “ I 
; bought you had gone on with your mamma, Georgina." 

“She came btick to walk with you, sir,” said Mr. St. John, 
;ily waiting to speak the words and then hastening away again. 

Mr. Pym was standing near the rocks as he got up tQ him. 
•Where did you hide yourself?” cried Frederick. “You 
seemed to vanish into air. I could see you nowhere.” 

“ I slipped behind here,” answered the surgeon, indicating 
die rocks. “ Was not one of those ladies Mrs. Carleton ? ” 

“ Yes.” 

“ Well, I thought it might be as well for her not to see me 
here. I wish to call at Castle Wafer by accident, you under¬ 
stand.” . j 

Frederick St John nodded. “ Could you see her teeth and 
her glistening eyes ? She was stealthily following Miss Beau« 
dercT For wfiat purpose / lam thankful we were here." 

“Where is Miss Beauclerc now?” 

“ She is coming on with the dean. I have cautitmed ha 
not to go out alone. Mr. Pym, what is to be done ? This 
state of things cannot be allowed to go on. I call upon you, 
as a good and true man, to aid us, if it be in your power.” * 

Mr. Pym made no reply. He walked on in his iavouritft 
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attitude, bis hands clasped behind his back, just as he was 
walking in that sorrowful chamber, the evening you first beheld 
him; and his face wore, to Mr. Sfc John’s thinking, a strangely 
troubled look in the moonlight 


CHAPTER XXXV. 

ON THE TERRACE. ' ■ 

Mr. Pym went to the house alone. Frederick St John met 
him in the hall as if by accident, and took him at once into the 
dining-room. Any suspicion that they had met before at the 
Rectory and come away from it together, was as far from the 
minds of the assembled company, as that they had both 
dropped from the clouds. 

Mrs. St John, who was better and had come down since 
dinner, Mrs. Beauclerc, Mrs. Carleton, and Sir Isaac, had sat 
down to whist Mrs. Darling and Miss Denison were talking 
to each other at the centre table; Miss Denison abusing 
Georgina as the wildest girl in Christendom, Mrs. Darling pro¬ 
testing that she could not be half so wild as her own daughter 
Rose. Mrs. Darling was all wonder and astonishment when 
Mr. Pym came in. What could have brought him to Lexing¬ 
ton?—^hovi very kind of him to call and see her. And it was 
she who took him up to introduce him to Sir Isaac 

One moment’s recoil, one startled look at the face, and Mrs. 
Carleton held out her hand to the little surgeon, and was her 
own calm and gracious self Seated at whist there, opposite to 
Sir Isaac, her voice low and sweet, her manner so gentle and 
collected, it would never have entered into any one’s mind to 
imagine that she had been gliding about stealthily in the moon¬ 
light like a ghost, or a female poacher on forbidden ground: 
^and perhaps dte surgeon might have been excused his momen¬ 
tary doubt whether it was really Mrs. Carleton that they had 

seen- 

" How well you are locking 1 ’’ he exclaimed, as he shook 
hands with her. 

^)d it. was no hollow compliment The woman he saw 
before h>ih how, radiant in beauty,rwas no more like die dis- 
i^ssing shadow he bad visited at Ypres, than be himself was 
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like a lamp-post Mrs. Carleton laughed. Yes, she said, she 
was quite well now. 

Mr. Pym begged he might not interrupt the game, aAd drew 
away. Close upon that, the dean and his daughter came in, 
and then came tea. Ere the surgeon had well swallowed Tiis, 
he was pacing the terrace outside with Mrs. Darling, no one 
paying attention to them. 

“ You see I have obeyed your summons, 'Mrs. Darling,” he 
began; “ have called at Castle Wafer by accident, as you 
desired. What is the business that you wish to consult me 
upon ? ” 

Mrs. Darling had caught up her daughter’s black lace shawl 
as she left the room, and put it over her head j just as Charlotte 
had so recently worn it upon hers. She pulled it tightly round 
her silk gown as she answered— 

“ I wish to speak to you about my daughter: I fear she is 
ill.” 

“ In body, or in mind ? " 

A moment’s struggle with herself ere she should answer. 
But no; even now, although she had summoned the surgeon, 
at a ^eat cost and trouble, to her aid, she could not bring her 
lips to admit a hint of the fatal malady. 

“ In mind! ” she echoed, rather indignantly. “ I don’t 
know what you mean, Mr. Pym. What should be wrong with 
Mrs. Carleton’s mind ? ” , 

“As you please,” he said, watl^ indifference. “I can go 
back to-night if I am not wanted.” 

They had come to the end of the gravel walk, and Mrs. 
Darling stood still, apparently contemplating the lovely pro¬ 
spect to be seen from Castle Wafer. How anxious looked her 
face in the moonlight; but for those betraying beams the sur¬ 
geon might not have read the struggle that was going on within 
her breast • 

“ Why should you think anything was wrong with her mind ?” 
she again asked, but this time the tones were of pain, not of 
resentment 

“ Mrs. Darling, it may be as well that we should understand 
each other,” said he. “ I did not come here to be trifled with. 
Either let there be confidence between us, or let me go back 
whence I came. It may facilitate matters if I tell you / have 
cause to suspect your daughter’s mind to be at present not 
altogether in a healthy state. If I do go back, I feax it iwill - 
St. Martm's Eve. 28 
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be my duty to intimate as much beforehand to Sir Isaac St 
John.’’ 

' She looked perfectly aghast “ What do you mean, Mr. 
Pym?” 

VI mean just what I say, and no more. Oh, Mrs. Darling, 
what nonsense this is—^you and I to play at bo-peep with each 
other! We have been doing it all the years of your daughter’s 
life. You cannot forget how much I know of the past: do 
you thjnk I have drowned my memory in a draught of Lethe’s 
waters ? Surely if there is one man on earth whom you might 
consult confidentially, it is myself. I know as much as you 
know.” 

Mrs. Darling burst into tears, and sobbed for some minutes. 

I shall be better now,” she said; “ it will do me good. 
Heaven alone knows what the tension has been.” 

“And now just tell me the whole, from beginning to end,” 
said Mr. Pym, in a more kindly tone“ you ought to have 
done it years ago. You may be sure I will do what I can for 
the best: and there may be safety in counsel.” 

Now that the ice was broken, she entered pretty freely into 
details, and soon experienced that relief, and it may also be 
said that satisfaction in talking, which this confidential disclo¬ 
sure of some long-secret trouble is sure to bring. She told Mr. 
Pym how, ever since Benja’s death, she had had her doubts of 
Charlotte’s perfect sanity: and she. freely confessed that her 
hasty return to Castle Wafer was caused by a telegraphic mes- 
Sc^e from Prance, who was^growing alarmed at her mistress’s 
symptoms. 

“ What symptoms were they ? ” inquired the doctor, 

“ I don’t know that I can enumerate them to you; they were 
little odds and ends of things that Prance has noticed. Not 
much, taken separately, but curious in the aggregate. Of 
coufse the message did not contain them: I have learnt them 
since I arrived. One thing I disliked more than all the rest— 
Prance awoke one night and found her mistress was out of the 
room. She was hastenitjg away in search of her, and saw her 
coming Out of Miss Beauclerc’s chamber. Now, for some 
reason or other, Charlotte has taken a prejudice against Miss 
Beauclerc- 

. “ A moment, Mrs. Darling. If 1 am to help you with advice, 
you must speak without disguise. Do not say ' for some reason 
or other; ’ tell the reason, if you know it.” 
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Another struggle with herself: must she confess? Mr& 
Darling clasped her hands in pain. 

“ Oh, how cruel it is to have to say these things ! And of 
Charlotte, who has always been so reticent, so honourable, 
whatever her other failings. There! let me speak out^d 
have done with it. I believe she is jealous of Miss Beauclerc; 
of Miss Beauclerc and of Sir Isaac St John.” 

“Your daughter would like to remain here for ever—mistress 
of Castle Wafer, and Sir Isaac’s wife? ” 

“Yes, I do believe it is so. And I coijld have believed 
such planning of any one in the world rather than of Charlotte. 
I have striven to persuade her to leave with me, and it is of no 
use. I would not for the world that she should marry again.” 

“She ought not to have married at all,” remarked the 
surgeon. 

“I could not help it. I did my best. You don’t know 
what a care Charlotte has alvrays been to me! ” 

“ To return to Miss Beauclerc. Do you fear Mrs. Carleton 
might injure her?” 

“ Not if she retains her reason. But—should that leave her, 
even momentarily,—Mr. Pym,” she broke off, “ it was because 
I found myself incompetent to deal with these troubles that I 
wrote for you.” 

. “You must take her away from Castle Wafer without delay." 

“ But she will not be taken away. In all ordinary matters she 
is as sane as I am; as capable Of judging, of arguing, and of 
sensibly acting. It is only now and then that *a sort of 
paroxysm comes over her. It may be only violent passion, to 
which you know she has ever been subject; but, it may be 
something worse. She is then, as I believe, incapable of con¬ 
trolling her actions; and should she find an opportunity of 
doing an injury at these times she might do it There are two 
people in this house against whom I can see she is desperately 
mcensed: Miss Beauclerc and Honour Tritton. Siiould 
she find herself alone with either of them in one of these 
paroxysms-” 

Mrs. Darling stopped. The subject was too painfiil to 
continue. But the surgeon took up the thread in a quiet tone. 

“ We might have a second edition of the Alnwick tragedy.” 

Mrs. Darling—^he could see it in the bright night—sdemed 
to recoil a step. But she strove to answer with more than cus* 
tomaiy calmness. 
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“ The Alnwick tragedy 1 I do not understand.” 

“ When Alnwick’s heir was—killed.” 

> “ Oh, Mr. Pym, Mr. Pym! you cannot think that was any¬ 
thing but a miserable accident ? ” cried the unfortunate mother. 
“ It was nothing else. Honour alone was in fault.” 

“ It may be that we shall never know,” he answered. “ My 
impression—nay, my belief—you and I had better be out¬ 
spoken now, Mrs. Darling—always was, that Mrs. Carleton had 
somethjng to do with that I think at the time you entertained 
the same opinioi^” 

Mrs. Darling made no answer. She walked on, her seated 
face raised in that tell-tale moonlight; her very lips white. 

“ I thought the probabilities, knowing what you and I know, 
were greatly against her at the time,” repeated the surgeon ; 
“ I think tliem greater now. You are aware, I presume, that 
the imaginary image of Benja and the lighted church haunted 
her for months ? And in that show of lanterns in France, on 
St Martin’s Eve-” 

“ How did you hear of that ? ” interrupted Mra Darling. 

“Oh, I get to hear of many things,” was the reply. “^It 
does not matter how. I fear this terror, in one so cold and 
impassive as your daughter has always been, is rather suggestive 
of a guilty conscience.” 

“ Why recall this ? ” asked Mrs. Darling, with a sob. “ I 
think you are wrong in your suspicions.”, 

“I do not recall it to give you pain. Only to impress upon 
you how essential it is, withi’these doubts upon our minds, that 
Mrs. Carleton should be removed from Castle Wafer.” 

“Indeed, I see it as strongly as you do. But you know 
what her wi// has always been. And if our suspicion of her 
state of mind is wrong, and she is really sane, we are not justi¬ 
fied in forcing her actions. Can you remain a few days and 
wat^ her, so as to form an opinion of her state ? There’s a 
plain, comfortable inn at hand, the Barley Mow, and you could 
be here very much in the daytime.” 

“ For the matter of that, I could contrive to get invited to 
stay here,” observed the surgeon, with a cough. “ That good- 
natured brother of Sir Isaac’s is sure to ask me. And, to tell 
you the truth, Mrs. Darling,-if I undertake to watch her at all. 
It must be a close and uninterrupted watch.” 

“Close and uninterrupted!” repeated Mrs. Darling, whom 
the words did not altogether please. “ I an) so very feaiM 
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'of any suspicion being excited abroad as to Charlotte’s 
state.” . 

“ That suspicion already exists,” remarked the doctor. “ Your 
daughter’s manners—these paroxysms that you speak of—hpve 
been observed and commented on. It was only a post or two 
before I got your summons, that I received a letter from this 
neighbourhood, implying doubts of Mrs. Carleton’s state of 
mind, and inquiring if I could inform the writer whether in¬ 
sanity had been in her family.” 

Mrs. Darling’s breath was nearly taken away with astonish¬ 
ment. “Who could have sent the letter? Surely, not Sir 
Isaac! ” 

“ The letter was a confidential letter, and I cannot name the 
writer.” 

“ If it was not Sir Isaac, it must have been Frederick St. 
John. Why need tu meddle ? ” 

“ It was neither Frederick St John nor Sir Isaac: I may tell 
you that much. I only mention this to prove to you that even 
were we willing to allow matters to go on as they have been 
going, it is now impossible. A weighty responsibility lies upon 
me, Mrs. Darling: and something must be done in one shape 
or another. Had I received no summons from you, I think I 
should still have come to Lexington.” 

Mrs. Darling walked to the end of the terrace before replying. 
Matters seemed to be growing complicated. Was the time of 
exposure really come ? It had ahyays lain upon her with an 
awful dread. 

“ But what can you do ? ” she asked. “ Suppose, after watch¬ 
ing Charlotte, you come to the conclusion that there’s nothing 

really the matter with her-” 

“ But I should not come to that conclusion,” he interrupted. 
“Were I to remain in the house a month, and see no proof 
whatever of insanity, I could not be sure that it did not ekist 

We know how cunning these people are, and-” 

“ Oh, Mr. Pym, horv cruelly you speak 1 ” 

“lam sorry to do so. What I was about to say, in answer 
to your question, is this. Allowing that I perceive no present 
grounds for alarm, I must still assume that such grounds do 
exist; in short, both you and I know they do: and ther^ will 
be one of two courses to pursue. Eith^ you must remove your 
daughter from Castle Wafer before I quit it: or I must get nd of 
my responsibility by disclosing my fears to Sir Isaac St. John.”' 



ST. MARTIN’S EVE. 


438 

“No, noj not to him—not to any one if it can be pre¬ 
vented,” implored Mrs. Darling. “ I will get Chalotte away. 
An 3 rthing rather than make the dread public. Think how long 
I have succeeded in concealing it” 

“To speak to Sir Isaac would not be to make it public. 
And I have already told you, Mrs. Darling, it is not so entirely 
a secret as you have supposed. However, if you remove Char¬ 
lotte, undertaking that she does not return, there will be no 
cause for my speaking to any one.” 

“ I’ll do it all ; I’ll try and do it,” said Mrs. Darling. “ And 
now about your own stay at Castle Wafer. How shall you 
manage it?” 

“ I^ave it to me,” replied Mr. Pym. “ We medical men 
often possess a pass-key in an emergency. I think Mrs. Carle- 
ton will not like my staying. She did not seem pleased to see 
me.” 

“No?” 

“ It struck me that she did not. I observed a strange sort 
of shiver, a look of terror, pass over her face when she saw me.’’ 

“ How observant you are! ” was Mrs. Darling’s comment, 
“/saw nothing of it” 

“ It is our business to be observant.” 

“ Of coursa And very useful I dare say you find the habit” 
“You spoke of Honour Tritton,” resumed the surgeon, pass¬ 
ing by the other remark. “ Why do you suppose-” 

“ Hush! ” breathed Mrs^fDarling in a warning voice, and she 
laid her hand upon his arm to enforce the caution more em¬ 
phatically. “ Is that Charlotte ? ” 

Some one had cautiously raised the window of an upper 
room, and was peeping out Mr. Pym’s quick eyes saw at 
once that it was not Charlotte, but Prance. Mrs. Prance had 
her share of curiosity as well as more demonstrative people. 

“ We had better go in, Mrs. Darling,” remarked the surgeon. 

“ Should- Mrs. Carleton come out and see us talking together, 
she might fancy my visit here had reference to her, and be 
forthwith on her guard accordingly. As she was—I know she 
was—on her guard when I went to Ypres.” 

The evening was not quite over, when the anxious pacers on 
the terrace re-entered the drawing-room; the whist players were 
just risii^. Mrs. Carleton came over at once to Mr. Pym. 
Handsome and stately did she look, her rich dress sweeping 
the ground; her face calm, her manner gracious, she seemed, 
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just as sane as Mr. Pyni himself. He hap{^ned to be looking 
with some interest at Miss Beauderc; a fair, lovely, attractive 
girl, in her pretty white dress, and with her grey-blue honest 
eyes. 

“When did you come to Lexington, Mr. Pym?” 

The question proceeded from Mrs. Ckrleton, who had slipped 
into a seat beside him. He answered that he had arrived only 
that evening; had been sent for to see a patient 

“Who is it?” she asked. , 

“A young man suffering from heart disease,” promptly re¬ 
sponded Mr. Pym, deeming this positive evasion justifiable 
under the circumstances. 

“ And so you took the opportunity to call at Castle Wafer 1 ” 
she said. And there might have been the slightest possible 
resentment perceptible in the tone, though not to an ear less 
quick than the surgeon’s. 

“ Just so,” he answered. “ ^Vhen we have nothing particular 
to do with ourselves, we are apt to make use of any past civili¬ 
ties that may be available. I remembered that Mr. Frederick 
St. John, when I met him at Alnwick, proffered me an invita¬ 
tion to call at Castle Wafer, should I ever travel to its vicinity.” 

“Oh!” she said. “Fred St. John’s rather fond of those 
impromptu invitations. Do you go back to-moirow?” 

“ Not unless my patient shall have done with me." 

Mr. Pym remained at Castle Wafer, a temporary guest In 
the most natural manner conceivable, Frederick St John,“with¬ 
out being suspected of any ulterioi«motive, pressed thfc invitation 
on the little surgeon. Castle Wafer would be a more comfort¬ 
able roof for him than the Barley Mow, and his sojourn there 
would afford him, Frederick, an opportunity of improving the 
acquaintance begun at Alnwick, he graciously observed, when 
they had met at the funeral of Mr. Carleton St John. Mr. 
Pym suffered himself to be persuaded. And thus the sqjrgeon 
took up his task of watching Mrs. Carleton, a very private- 
detective ; installed thereunto by two anxious parties, neither 
of whom suspected the connivance of the other. What wheels 
within wheels there are in this world! 

In one sense of the word, the step might have been dispensed 
with, for it did not serve to prevent the disclosure to Sir Isaac 
St. John. Mrs. Darling’s great hope from the respite of the 
two or three days’ watching, was, that she should in the mean¬ 
while succeed in inducing Chulotte to bid adieu to CatUe 
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Wafer, and thus obviate the necessity for any appeal to Sir 
Isaac.. It might have proved so, so far as Mr. Pym was con¬ 
cerned ; but the initiative was taken by the dean. 

Very disagreeably impressed by the fresh doubts of Mrs. 
Carl^ton’s sanity, acquired during the evening visit of Mr. Pym 
to the Rectory, the dean considered that there was now sufficient 
matter to justify a communication to Sir Isaac. He resolved to 
make it himself; and on the following morning, the one suc¬ 
ceeding Mr. Pym’s arrival, he went up for that purpose to 
Castle Wafer, and procured a private interview with Sir Isaac 
in his sitting-room. 

A very different story, this, from the one sought to be told 
the other evening by Frederick. As the dean, calm, sensible, 
reliable, went through the whole, point by point, concluding 
with the fact that Mr. Pym was at Castle Wafer for no other 
purpose than to watch Charlotte Carleton, Sir Isaac listened 
with increasing wonder. 

“ And you say Frederick knew of this! ” he exclaimed. “ IVhy 
did he not tell me?” 

“He did attempt to tell you; but failed. I suppose his 
ultra self-consciousness and the fear that even you might mis¬ 
construe his motives, withheld him from saying more.” 

“ How could I be likely to misconstrue them ? ” 

The dean said how. Which certainly did not tend to 
decrease the wonder of Sir Isaac. 

“He has been assuming that Mrs. Carleton was looking 
after me 1 ‘ That she had designs upon me! Me ! You must 
be mistaking me for Frederick." 

“Certainly not for Frederick. Frederick’s private opinion 
is, that the young woman hates him. I fancy there’s not much 
doubt that she would have no objection to your making her 
Lady St John.” 

W^en Sir Isaac fully comprehended this h)q)othesis as to 
himself, which he had little difficulty in doing, he burst into an 
uncontrollable fit of laughter. The dean saw how it was; 
Isaac St John had been so firmly fixed in his resolution never 
to marry, had lived so in it, that the very notion of his 
breaking it, or of any woman’s thinking she could induce 
him to break it, seemed to him nothing less than an im¬ 
possibility. 

“Then you never had an idea of Mrs. Carleton? ’’ observed 
the dean. 
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** I never had an idea of Mrs. Carleton in that sense of fhe 
word, or of any one else,” answered Sir Isaac. “ I should as 
soon think of getting hanged as of getting married. And I 
do believe you must be wrong in supposing she has entertained 
such a notion. A young and pretty woman want to tie herself 
to me! Why, look at me; at what I am. No, no : it is not 
likely. And it was only the other day she lost her husband and 
her child; her heart must be buried with them for some time 
yet to come.” ■ ' 

“ Well, there lay the cause of Frederick’s hesitation,” said 
the dean. “With this idea upon him, no wonder he was 
tenacious of speaking. I confess I did not agree with him. I 
thought you were no more likely to take a w'ife than I am—who 
possess one already. 

“ It will be a joke against Frederick for the rest of my days,” 
said Sir Isaac. “I marry? I wish, by the way, he would 
marry! But about poor Mrs. Carleton ? I should like to see 
Mr. Pym.” 

The surgeon was summoned to the conference. And after 
the dean’s departure, he disclosed to Sir Isaac the fear of her' 
attempting some injury to Miss Beauclerc or to Honour: of 
which the dean remained in ignorance. 

“ There is only one thing to do,” was the conclusion come 
to by Sir Isaac. “ Inhospitable though any such measure may 
seem, Mrs. Carleton must this day quit Castle Wafer.” . 


CHAPTER. XXXVI. 

LOCKED IN. 

Mr. Pym appeared to make himself at home at Castle*Wafer. 
One of the best chambers had been assigned him, its door 
opiening exactly opposite to the room occupied by Mrs. 
Carieton and by Prance. And that gentleman retired to rest 
with his door propped back, and his gaze,on the conidor. 
Perhaps he slept with his eyes open. 

In the morning he was up betimes. Going downstairs, he 
sought Honodr, and sat in the housekeeper’s room while he 
talked to her. He had really no ulterior motive in this; but 
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he was a sociable man, and he merely wished to be civil to 
the girl, whom he had once seen so much of as Benja’s nurse. 

.Honour was excessively gratified. In the first place at 
seeing the surgeon again; in the next at indulging her gossip¬ 
ing pjropensilies. She had heard little or nothing of Alnwick 
since she quitted it; Mrs. Tritton having left the Hall and the 
neighbourhood soon after herself. Question after question 
did she ask Mr. Pym of the changes, and would probably have 
gone on^for an hour of her own good wil!^ but that Mr. Pym, 
who was remarkably quick of sight and hearing, and why he 
wore glasses no one ever could make out—detected some faint 
sound or movement at the partially closed door, as if somebody 
were listening at it. 

“ Is any one wanting to come in, Honour ? ” 

Honour pulled the door open, and saw nothing. But a faint 
rustling, as of some person turning from the door as soon as he 
spoke, had caught Mr. Pym’s ears. 

“ Look out,” said he, sharply. 

Honour looked out, and was just in time to see the petticoats 
of a lady disappearing round the corner of the passage, and to 
recognize them as Mrs. Carleton’s. 

“ Mrs. Carleton, was it ? ” observed the surgeon carelessly, as 
she made the remark. “ Does she often pay you a visit here. 
Honour?” 

“ I never saw her here before, sir. Perhaps she was coming 
in search of you.” 

“Ah, perhaps so,” replied- Mr. Pym, carelessly. “What 
were you saying. Honour?—that you heard I went over 
to Germany to see the boy? Well, it’s true. Whether it 
was Germany or France, or any other habitable part of the 
globe, though, I can’t take upon myself to say. I could not 
do him any good. He was at death’s-door then. How did 
you hear, it ? ” _ 

“ From Mrs. Darling, sir. She often said a word to me 
when she was staying here the last time, and she mentioned 
that you had been had over to Master George, but it was of 
no use. What a sad thing it was that the child could not be 
cured! ” 

“Ay. There are many sad things in the world. Honour; 
sadder even than that Well, I must go, or,.I shall keep 
breakfast waiting. You’ll see me ^ain before I leave.” 

He made his way to the breakfast-room, and sat down to 
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breakfast with the rest. Mrs. Carleton’s face was impassive 
as usual: but the surgeon saw that she watched him just as 
keenly as he did her. After breakfast, as if to defeat the 
purpose for which he was staying at Castle Wafer, she shut 
herself up in Mrs. St. John’s room, and no one could get near 
her. It was during this time that the interview took place 
between the dean and Sir Isaac. 

‘^I entrust it all to you, Mr. P.j’m,”' Sir Isaac had sai^. 
“ Perhaps speaking ^o Mrs. Darling will be suffTcienJ : but— 
you know the laws of hospitality—I would rather hot appear at 
all in this matter if I can help it. Let the departure be your 
doing—^you understand. Only in case of necessity bring in my 
name.” ' 

Mr. Pym’s first step was to seek Mrs. Darling. She was 
shut up in her room too; so, after waiting for some time, 
he sent a message to her, and she came to him. The 
observant surgeon saw that there was a blank, disappointed 
look in her face. 

“ I can do nothing with Charlotte,” she exclaimed. “ She 
refuses most positively to quit Castle Wafer: and when I 
urged it, she put an end to the colloquy by leaving me. What 
is to be done ? ” 

The surgeon could not say what was to be done. Only that 
to get away Mrs. Carleton that day was indispensable. 

Mrs. Darling, poor woman, began to temporize. Charlotte 
. was perfectly well now, she was sure, and a day or two*! delay 
could make no difference. To-morrow, perhaps,'or the next 
day, she might be induced to hear reason. At length Mr. 
Pym—for Mrs. Darling seemed inclined to become obstinate 
in her turn—was obliged to hint at the commands of Sir 
Isaac. 

Mrs. Darling was bitterly incensed, believing that Mr. Pym 
had been the informant. “ I did not think you woujd have 
been so treacherous,” she exclaimed. “ You promised me not 
to speak to Sir Isaac until all means had been tried to get 
Charlotte away.” 

“ I did not speak to him. He spoke to me.” 

“ He spoke to you! First ? ” 

“ Yes. He sent for me into his room, and entered Upon it.” 

“ Who ca||d have told him ? ” cried Mrs. Darling, srfler a 
mortified pause. And Mr. Pym remained silent: it Was not 
his business to speak of the dean. 
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*“ The less we discuss this matter the better, Mrs, Darling. 
It would bring no profit. All we have to do is to remove your 
daughter. And if I were you I would let this hint about Sir 
Isaac be as if it had not been spoken. It would be painful to 
you to show consciousness of it; doubly painful to him. He 
is a true gentleman: but tales have been carried to him of 
Mrs. Carleton’s state of mind, and he deems it necessary that 
she should not remain.” 

' “ I would give half I am worth to know who it is that has 
been meddling 1 ” exclaimed Mrs. Darling. “ What is to be 
done ? Will you speak to Charlotte ? ” 

“ Of course I will. If you cannot persuade her, I must try 
my powers. It will be a very awkward thing if we have to get 
her away by force or stratagem.” 

“By stratagem we shall never accomplish it,” said Mrs. 
Darling, “ Charlotte is too keen to be imposed upon.” 

He waited until luncheon-time. He thought it better to 
lead to an interview with Mrs. Carleton, than to send and 
demand it. She came down with Mrs. St. John, and the 
luncheon passed off as usual, every one being at table 
except Sir Isaac. Mr. Brumm said his. master was taking 
luncheon in his room, but offered no other apology for his 
absence, and Georgina went boldly in to him. 

But Mr, Pym was destined to be defeated, at least in a 
degree. He whispered to Mrs. Carleton to come and walk 
with Mm on the terrace as they rose from tables and drew 
her hand within his arm and went out with her. It was a 
dull lowering day, threatening rain, and she looked up at the 
skies with rather a vacant look. Mr. Pym told her as gently 
as he could, that it was deemed necessary she should have 
change of air; that he and Mrs. Darling were both anxious on 
the score of her health, and thought immediate change of scene 
essential. She laughed in his. face; she set him and her 
mother at defiance; she spoke of appealing to Sir Isaac: and 
then Mr. Pym hinted—as he had done to her mother—that 
Sir Isaac acquiesced in the measure. 

No sooner had the words left his lips, than a change passed 
over her face. Medical man though he was, Mr. Pym shranTc 
from it: never had ifs aspect' been more livid, its expression 
so wildly terrible. He caught her arm, put it Mllbin his, and 
began to speak words of soothing kindness. But she broke 
from him; muttered something incoherently about the plrt 
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against her, which those in the house had been planning to 
carry out, and escaped indoors. Mr. Pym had little doubt 
that by “ those in the house,” she meant Miss Beauclerc aftd 
Honour, It is very likely she included himself and Mrs. 
Darling. • 

He followed her; he called Mrs. Darling to his aid. That 
she had secreted herself in her own room, they found at once, 
since the door was fastened inside, and ho reply,was given to 
their knocks. The surgeon grew alarmed. This.state of 
things was more than likely to end in a, paroxysm of insanity. 
By-and-by mutterings were heard inside; violent pacings of 
the room; short derisive laughs; and one shrill scream. Mrs. 
Darling was nearly beside herself; and Prance—Prance the 
impassive—for once betrayed terror. 

“ I shall break open the door,” said Mr. Pyni. 

But he went first of all to apprise Sir Isaac of what he was 
going to do. Sir Isaac gave him carte blanche to do what he 
pleased; but urged that poor Mrs. Carleton’s comfort should 
be studied as much as was practicable. And under the cir¬ 
cumstances he did not press for her departure; only stipulating 
that Mr. Pym should undertake the charge of her until she did 
leave. 

When Mr. Pym got back to the corridor, he found the dis¬ 
mayed watchers and waiters outside it, Mrs. lading and Prance, 
had been joined by another—Honour Tritton. 

, It is not possible for a commotion such as this to occur in 
a house without its sounds tltinspiring to the’ household. 
Quietly as these knockings and callings had been carried on, 
news of them penetrated to the servants below. “ Mrs. Carleton 
had bolted herself in her chamber, and could not be got at." 
Honour, in her interest, it may be in her curiosity, went up¬ 
stairs at once. Perhaps she deemed she had a sort of right 
to do so, from her former relations with Mrs. Carleton. • 

Mr. Pym scarcely noticed her. The noise inside the room 
had increased; that is, the pacings to and fro were louder and 
quicker. Mrs. Darling clasped her hands in helpless dismay; 
she lifted her imploring face to the surgeon; she put her lips 
to the key-hole for the twentieth time. 

“Charlotte! my darling Charlotte! I want to come in. I 
must come in* I—I have left a key in your room. It will 
soon be time to dress for dinner.” 

There was no response. But the pacings increased to a ran. 
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The dull.day had become darker, and Honour turned into 
Miss Beauclerc’s. room, and brought out a tall wax candle, 
lighted, in a silver candlestick. 

“Mrs. Carleton, I must beg of you to unlock the.door,” 
cried'out the surgeon. “ If you do not, I shall be compelled 
to break it open. Pray undo it” 

It was of no avail. A mocking laugh was again heard, but 
there was no other response. 

“ Take care of yourselves,” said Mr. Pym. 

The door flew open with a burst The first object they saw 
was Mrs. Carleton, standing against the opposite wall and 
glaring at them. Glaring! the word has been used often in 
regard to her eyes at times, but there is no other so applicable. 
Mr. Pym went straight up to her. She eluded him with a 
spring, pounced upon the unsuspecting and terrified Honour, 
and in another moment was grappling with her, a fight for 
dear life. 

Poor lady! What her thoughts had been during that self¬ 
imprisonment she alone knew. That they had tended rapidly 
to increase the mind’s confusion, to speed her on to the great 
gulf of kisanijy, already so near at hand, perhaps to have been 
its very turning-point, there could be no doubt of. And it 
may be that the sight of Honour amidst her enemies, of 
Honour bearing a lighted candle, recalled her mind to that 
dreadful night not yet two years gone by. 

whatever it may have been, whether any single cause, or 
many causes combined: the mortification of being turned from 
Castie Wafer, the visit of Mr. Pym, the seeing him that morn¬ 
ing with Honour, or the opposition and confusion of this one 
afternoon: certain it was, that the moment her mother and 
Prance had been dreading in secret so long, had come. Mrs. 
Carleton was insane. 

It fpok all three, the surgeon, Mrs. Darling, and Prance, to 
secure her in her violence: just as it had taken more than one 
to secure her father in the years gone by. Honour was released, 
terrified nearly to death, bruises on her arms, and a bite on 
Iier cheek, of which she would never lose the mark. 

When she was secured from doing harm to herself or others, 
Mr. Pym touched Prance, and motioned her to a room apart 
Had Prance been capable of astonishment a| anything, she 
might have felt it then. He closed the door and pointed to,^ 
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“ The time for evasion has gone by,” he began. “To-morrow 
will see your mistress in an asylum, Prance, from which she 
can never more be released in safety. And—you know Ibr 
what cause I have brought you here ? ” 

“ No, sir,” answered Prance; but in some hesitation,* as if 
she half-divined what the cause might be. 

“I am about to speak of that past night at Alnwick; the 
burning of Benja. I feel as sure”—and fie raised fiis finger to 
her impressively—“ that your mistress had something to do 
with that, and that you knew it, as I am that you are before 
me there. Few persons can deceive me; and your manner 
that night and subsequent to it, clever as you may liave thought 
yourseff, convinced me there was a tale to tell. I did not 
press for it then; 1 had my reasons; but I must hear it now.” 

“ I had nothing to do with it, sir,” replied Prance, not daring 
to equivocate; feeling perhaps, with him, that the time for 
suppression had gone by. ' 

.. “ I don’t suppose you had,” returned Mr. Pym. “ But you 
were in that niche, where Honour saw you, for all that Come! 
You must acquaint me with the particulars of that night: they 
may be a guide to my treatment of your mistress. I must 
know them, whether or not. Did she set the child on fire ? ” 

“ No, sir, I don’t think she did. At least, not intentionally,” 
“ At any rate, she was in the room at the time ? ” 

“Yes, she was. But I think he caught fire accidentally. 
.There was some scuffle, and I fancy his white pinafore set 
alight.” 

“But she bolted tHfe door upon him?” 

Prance actually for a moment looked distressed. “ Pm afraid 
she did, sir: the one door. The other, I have always believed, 
and always shall believe, the child fastened himself." 

“ She bolted it on him when he was burning ? ” 

“Ah, I don’t know that, sir; 1 don’t know it for certain.” 

“ You have feared it." 

“Yes; only that.” 

Mr. Pym sat down in a chair opposite Prance, the taoie 
being between them. “Begin at the beginning. Prance," he 
said. “ This is a waste of time. How much of that night’s 
occurrences did you see and hear ? ” 

“You—you are not asking for the purpose of proving the 
crime against her, are you, sir?” demanded Prance. 

“Of proving the cnme against her, woman}” echoed Mr.. 
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Pym, wrathfully. “Your mistress is past having anything of 
that sort proved against her: past its consequences, for that is, 
r presume, what you meaa Had I wished to bring it home 
to her, I should have stirred in it at the time. I have been as 
quief and careful as you. Now then, begin. Let us hear 
what you had to do with it, and what brought you in the .niche. 
You have not forgotten, I suppose ? ” 

“ No, indeed, sir! I have thought of it all a great deal too 
often to-be pleasant,” she said, leaning her head upon her hand. 
“ The account I gave before had very much of truth in it: 
though not the whole of the truth,” she added, after a pause. 

“ Then tell the whole now,” said Mr. Pym, growing impatient 
at the delay. 

The substance of Prance’s communication was as follows. 
After she had been in the herb-room, she went upstairs to wash 
her hands, which had become soiled from picking the herbs. 
Whilst in her chamber, which was next to Mrs. Carleton’s, she 
heard her mistress come up from the dining-room and go into 
her chamber, and she followed her in, to ask whether she 
wanted a light or anything, for it was getting quite dusk. Mrs. 
Carleto'n was not in her room, but had gone through the 
dressing-room, and was standing in the nursery, just inside the 
door, apparently gazing at something, as one transfixed: a dull 
sort of light came from the nursery, enabling Prance to see her 
distinctly. Being rather curious, she peeped in, and saw Master 
Benja slowly parading a lighted church about, which he carried 
before him: it was on this her mistress’s eyes were fixed. It 
was really a pretty object. Prance said, lighted up in the dark 
room. The child was speaking; words calculated to irritate 
Mrs. Carleton- 

“What were they !” interrupted Mr. Pypi, when Prance had 
got thus far in her narrative. “ Can you repeat them ? ” 

“ ‘ Pll tell you what I shall do. Honour, when I am master 
of Alnwick,’ ” repeated Prance. “ ‘ You shall be mistress, and 
give all the orders, and we’ll have a great wall built up, so that 
mamma can’t come near us. But we’ll have Georgy, and keep 
him to ourselves.’ ” Those were the words. Prance continued, 
and they seemed to irritate her mistress : she darted forward, 
and gave the child a sharp blow on the ear. She (Prance) 
went away, leaving a sound of noise and crying behind her. 
Declared, if it were the last word she had to speak, that she 
had no thought of real injury. She went through the dressing- 
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room, through the Ijedroom, which door she shut, and went 
down into the dining-room; Georgy was asleep on the large 
chair, his legs hanging down. A very short while—imme¬ 
diately, indeed—her mistress followed her down; noticed, and 
thought it very singular, that she bolted the dining-room* door 
after her. Seemed greatly excited ; walked about in a strange 
manner; Prance thought she must have ^en quarrelling with 
Honour. Presently she sat down, and took Georgy’s feet upon 
her lap. This gave Prance an opportunity of slipping back 
the bolt, and quitting the room. Had not liked to do so 
before; must have been, there at least a quarter-of-ah-hour. 
Went up to her room j heard no noise whatever; never sup¬ 
posed but that Honour was in the nursery with Master Benja. 
Stood a minute or two in the passage, listening; thought she 
might hear them speaking of the quarrel. Heard nothing— 
all was quite still, and then supposed Honour had taken 
Master Benja down to the servants’ hall, which had been for¬ 
bidden by Mrs. Carleton. Was stealing along the passage to 
find this out, intending to tell of her, when Honour came 
running up the back-stairs, and Prance, not to be seen, slipped 
into the niche until Honour should have entered the nursery. 
Found then that Master Benja was in the nursery. Honour 
could not open the door, and called out to ask why he had 
turned the button. Was peeping out of the niche, and saw 
Honour drop a load of things from her apron, and come jlying 
past her into the dressing-room. Did not think at the time 
^e was seen; passage was pretty dark. Took the oppor¬ 
tunity to escape into her own room, and was lighting a candle 
when Honour’s ta-ies startled her. Came out of her room, saw 
Honour running down the front staircase, her cries awful. It 
brought the servants from the kitchen, it brought Mrs. Carleton 
and Georgy out of the dining-room; and then she (Prance) 
found out what had happened. That was all. ' • 

“ And you mean to tell me you did not suspect anything 
wrong until then ? ” asked Mr. Pym, as she concluded. 

“ As I am a living, breathing woman, sir, I never suspected 
it,” answered. Prance, showing for once some emotion. “ I 
don’t think Honour herself was more shocked than I was.” 

“ And why did you not tell the truth about your being in 
the niche ? ” 

“ Ah, sir, I did not dare. Mi^t it not, in the questioning 
that would have ensued, have directed suspicion to my mift- 
St. Martin’s Eve. 29 



ST. MARTIN’S EVE. 


450 

tress? The moment I discovered that Honour was not in 
the room when ray mistress attacked Master Benja, I felt 

frightened to deaths fearing she had done it. I-” 

• “ Stay a minute. I don’t understand,” interrupted Mr. Pym. 
“ You say you looked into the nursery. You must have seen 
that Honour was not there.” 

“ Indeed, sir, I did not. I saw but a very small portion of 
the room j the door opens inwards to the wall, and obstructs 
the best part of the room to any one standing as I did. I 
never supposed but that Honour was present in her usual seat ; 
otherwise I should not have left my mistress alone with the 
child. The boy himself helped to mislead me: those few 
words he said appeared to be spoken (o Honour. I concluded 
afterwards, that when he heard his mamma enter, he must have 
thought it was Honour who had gone in, and was too much 
occupied with his toy to turn his head to look.” 

“ It’s an awful thing,! ” ejaculated Mr. Pym. 

“ It has driven my mistress mad,” returned Prance. “ But, 
sir—she did not purposely set him on fire: she did not. I 
have gathered a great deal from words she has let drop in her 
paroxysms, and I know it was not done purposely. ‘The 
church fell and set fire to his pinafore, in blazing up,’ she said 
one night when she was moaning : and I am sure it did.” 

“ But she bolted the door on him.” 

“ Ah, yes, she did that; bolted it upon him, knowing he 
was on fire; there’s no doubt of it. I have gathered that 
much. I think at the moment she was mad, unconscious oY 
what she did. She is not naturally cruel, only in these uncon¬ 
trollable attacks. And then—and then-” 

“And then, what?” asked the surgeon. 

“ She had taken too much wine that afternoon,” continued 
Prance, lowering her voice. • “ Not intentionally; not from 
the Ipve of drinking: unthinkingly, as it wure. You see, sir, 
she had dined at the houaiffhen she usually took her luncheon, 
and she did not eat much; I noticed; made a luncheon more 
than a dinner. But she seemed to have a great thirst upon 
her, and drank a good deal 6f wine; champagne, and sherry, 
and port; altogether, I think her head was a little confused; 
indeed, I’m sure it was. She would not have beaten Benja in 
the dining-room, but for that. Oh, the remorse that Has been 
hers! ” 

“ I suppose so.” 
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“It is remorse that has turned her brain. I thought in 
Flanders it would come on then ; it did in a measure; but she 
got over it. Over and over again would she have given lier 
own life to recall the boy’s; I think she would even have given 
Georgy’s. What she did, she did in a moment of passidh; of 
aberration ; and she has repented it ever since, and lived in 
dread of detection. Her horror of Honour has arisen from 
the feeling that had the girl not left Benja alone, it could 
not have happened, and she had not had the sin upon her. 
Indeed, sir, she is to be pitied; to be pitied more than 
condemned.” 

“ Let us think so, at any rate, Prance,” remarked Mr. Pym. 

“ Docs Mrs. Darling know this ? ” 

“ Well, sir, no; not exactly. I have dropped a word or two, 
and I know she guesses the rest; but I have not said it.” 

“ Best not, perhaps,” said the surgeon. “ It is a secret that 
may remain between you and me.” 


CHAPTER XXXVII. 

A MEETING IN PARIS. 

“I WONDER why I am kept a prisoner here?” exclaimed 
Georgina Beauclerc. 

* She stood at the open French window of the Rectory draw¬ 
ing-room as she said it, partly indoors, partly out, and her 
auditor was Frederick St John, who was coming along the 
gravel path, in the twilight of the autumn evening, on his road 
from Castle Wafer. Georgina had happened to walk over to 
the Rectory early in the afternoon, and a message followed her 
from Sir Isaac, that she was not to go back to Castle»Wafer 
until sent for. The young lady was surprised, indignant, and 
excessively curious. The message had arrived about three 
o’clock: it was now very nearly dinner-time, and she was not 
released. The dean, Mrs. Beauclerc, and their guest were at 
Lexington ; consequently. Miss Georgina had passed the hours 
by herself, and very dull they had been. 

He came up, taking off his hat as he approached, as if he ‘ 
were warm from fast walking. Georgina retreated inside the 
room, but waited for him at the window. 



ST. MARTIN’S EVE. 


.452 

“I have come to release you,” he said, in answer to her 
question. “ I am glad you obeyed me, and stayed.” 

“ Obeyed you 1 I obeyed Sir Isaac.” 

“It was I who sent the message, Georgina” 

“ Twish I had known that! ” she exclaimed, after a breath¬ 
less pause. “ I never should have stayed.” 

He laughed. “That’s why I used Isaac’s name. I thought 
you might not be obedient to me.” 

“Obedient to you, indeed, Mr. St. John! I should think 
not. Things would have come to a pretty pass I ” 

She tossed back her shapely head, to show her indignation. 
Mr. St. John only laughed ^ain. 

“Are they all out, Georgina?” 

“Yes, they are out, andl have been alone all these hours. 
I wonder you don’t take contrition to yourself.” 

“ I wonder at it too.” 

“ I should like to know the reason of my having been kept 
here ? In all the course of my experience I never met with so 
outrageous a thing.” 

“Your experience has been so long a one, Georgie!” 

“ Well, I am not going to be ridiculed. I shall go back to 
Castle Wafer: perhaps Sir Isaac will be able to enlighten me. 
You can stay behind here j they’ll be home sometime.” 

She tied her bonnet, fastened her mantle—having stood in 
them .all the afternoon, momentarily expecting to be released, 
as he had . called it—^and was hastening through the window, 
Frederick laid a detaining hand upon her. 

“Not yet, Georgina. I have come to stop your return to 
Castle Wafer.” 

“ I thought you said you had come to release me! ” 

“ I meant release you from suspense—to satisfy your curiosity, 
which has, I suppose, been on the rack. ‘You are not to come 
back to Castle Wafer at all; we won’t have you.” 

“ You can let things alone,” returned Georgina, throwing off 
‘ her bonnet “ But I think' you might have told me before now 
—keeping me with my things on these hours I ” 

“ I could not conveniently come before. Well, shall I relieve 
that curiosity of yours ? ” ‘ 

Again she threw up her lace petulantly. “ That’s just as yon 
like. I don’t care to hear it” 

“You know you do care to hear it,” he said. “But indeed, 
Georgina”—^and his half-mocking, half-tender tone changed to 
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seriousness—“ it is a subject that I shrink from entering upon. 
Mrs. Carleton is ill. That is the reason we are banishing you 
for the present from Castle Wafer.” • 

Georgina’s mood changed also: the past one had been all 
make-believe, not real . 

“ Ill! I am so sorry. Is it anything infectious ? ” 

“ I will tell you what it is, Georgina: it is insanity. That 
she was not quite sane, I have suspected Some little time; but 
this afternoon she has become very much worse.' She locked 
herself in her room, and Mr. Pym was obliged to burst the 
door open, and now she is—very excited indeed. Mr. Pym 
told me he feared some crisis was approaching. This was just 
after she fastened herself in her room; and I sent that message 
to you at once. Isaac agrees with me that you had better 
remain at home to-night: Castle Wafer will not be a very 
sociable place this evening; and we must respect Mrs. Darling’s 
feelings.” 

“ Oh, I see, I see! ” impulsively interrupted Georgina, all 
heir good qualities in full play. “ Of course it would not be 
right for strangers to be there. Poor Mrs. Darling! But is it 
true, Frederick ? Insane ! " 

“I fear so.” 

“ Perhaps it is some temporary fever that will pass off? ” 

“Well—we must hope for the best. And now—will you 
regard this as a confidential communic.ilion ? ” 

“ Yes, certainly; if you wish it” 

• “I think it is better to do sp. She may recover; and in 
that case it would be very sad for the report to have .been 
spread abroad. I knew I might trust you; otherwise I should 
not have spoken. We have had secrets together before.” 

“Shall you not tell papa?” 

“ I shall tell him, because he knows of the matter already. 
No one else. Should her malady be confirmed, of course it 
will become generally known.” 

“ Do you know, I thought you had bad news when I sa'nj 
your face,” resumed Georgina. “You looked so worn and 
anxious. But you have looked so for some days past.” 

“ Have I ? I’ve been tired, I suppose, from want of sleep. 
I have not been in bed for some nights. I have been 
watching.” 

“Watching! Where?” 

“In the corridor at home.” 

29 
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Geoigina looked at him in surprise. “ What were you watch¬ 
ing for?” 

“ Oh —foT ghosts.” 

“ Please be serious. Do tell me what you mean. I don’t 
understand you in the least” 

“ It is so pleasant to share a secret that I think I must tell 
it you, Georgina. You remember your nightmare ? ” 

“My nightmare? Oh yes, when I fancied some one came 
into my Toom. Well ? ” 

“ Well—I thought it just possible, that instead of a nightmare 
it might have been reality. That Mrs. Carletbn, in her restless¬ 
ness, had wandered out of her room. It was not an agreeable 
thought, so I have watched every night since, lest there should 
be a repetition of it.” 

Georgina was as quick as lightning at catching an idea. 
“ You were afraid for me! You watched to take care of 
me! ” 

“Something of that sort. Did you lock your door as 1 
desired ? ” 

“ Yes: all but one night, when I forgot to do it.” 

“Just so. Knowing what a forgetful, careless young lady I 
had to deal with, 1 concluded that I must depend upon myself, 
instead of her. A pretty thing, if Mrs. Carleton had run away 
with you! ” 

A few bright rays were perceptible in the western horizon, 
illumining ,the twilight of the hitherto dull day. Georgina. 
Beauderc was gazing straight out to them, a very conscious 
look in her face. Suddenly she turned it to Mr. St John. 

“Will you tell me—had your words to me last evening, 
warning me not to be abroad, anything to do with this ? ” 

He nodded “ Suspecting Mrs.' Carleton’s malady, I did 
not know who might be safe front her, who not; and I saw her 
in thesgrounds then.” 

‘“Last night?” 

“ Last night. She was close to you.” 

A moment’s thought, which was a revelation to Georgina, 
and she drew nearer to him w'ith a start. “ I see it all, 
Frederick. I remember what you said about her jealousy: 
you have been protecting me.” 

“ Trying to do it.” 

“ How shall I thank yon ?, And I have been so impertinent 
^nd cross! Perhaps I owe even my life to you! ” 
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“I have not done it for nothing, I can tell you, young lady., 
I have been thinking of my repayment all through it” 

He put his arm round her before she could get away, and 
drew lier close to him. His voice became low and tender; his 
face, bent to hers, was radiant with persuasive eloquence.* 

“ I told you last night that I thought I had saved you from a 
great dapger-” 

“And you repaid yourself,” interrupted Georgina, with a dasB 
of her native sauciness, and a glow on her blushing cheeks. 

“ No, I did not I—don’t know whether it’s this watching 
after your safety, or what else it may be; but I have arrived at 
the conviction, that I shall have to take care of you for life. 
Georgina, we might have known years ago that it would come 
to this.” 

“ Known that! When you only hated me! ” 

“ If I hated you then—which I did not—I love you now. I 
cannot part with you. Georgina,any darling, I shall never part 
with you, I don’t think you would like to part with me.” 

Her heart beat as it had never beaten before in her life; her 
eyes were blinded with tears. Joy so great as this had never 
been foreshadowed, except in some rare dream. He kissed 
the tears away. 

“ But it cannot be that you love me,” she whispered, 

“ I love you dearly; although I once told a friend of yours 
that I would not marry Georgina Beauclerc though there were 
qot another English girl extant. He saw into the future, it 
may be also into my heart, more Clearly than I did.” 

“ You said that ? To a friend of mine ! Who was it ? ” 

“ One who lies buried in the cloisters at Westerbury.’l 
Her eyes went far out again to that light in the west. The 
words carried her back again to those past days,—to the hand¬ 
some boy who had so loved her.. 

“ You never cared for him, poor fellow! ” observed Mr. St. 
John. 

“No; I never cared but Tor one in my life,” she softly* 
whispered. 

“ I know that. He was the first to tell me of it. Not that I 
—as I believe now—needed telling. Georgina, they, say 
marriages are made in heaven ] I think we might have seem 

even then, that we were destined for each other- What^ 

the matter?” ' / 

Georgina darted away from him as if she had been shot. 
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Her ears were quicker than his. The dean’s carriage was 
approaching j was close upon them. 

■ “ I suppose I may speak to him, Georgina ? ” 

“ Perhaps if I said no, you wouldn’t listen to me. You 
always did contrive to have your own way, and I suppose you 
will take it still. But I think you are very unfeeling—very 
cruel; and I am as bad.” 

, “ I know what you mean: that we should allow—this— 
ensue upon the news I came to tell you. Poor Mrs. Carlettf, . 
We shall have time and to spare, I fear, for all our best sym¬ 
pathies. Oh, child 1 you don’t loiow what my anxiety on your 
score has been 1 But it has served to show me, what I was 
only half convinced of before: my love for you.” 

The dean came in. Georgina escaped to her mother and 
Miss Denison. The latter spoke crossly to her. “Ah,” 
thought Georgina, “ would she dare to abuse me if she only 
knew whose ^ife I am going to be?” and she actually kissed 
the'astonished Miss Denison,' in her great happiness. 

Mr. St. John spoke to the dean. Of Mrs. Carleton first; 
and the dean was both shocked and surprised to find the 
crisis had come on so quickly. He then said that he and Sir 
Isaac thought it better that Georgina should for the moment 
quit Castle Wafer. 

“Quite right,” said the dean. “She ought not to have 
stayed, there so long. Of course she should not, had I been 
aware of this. The fact is, she would not come home; you 
heard her; she has a great affection for Castle Wafer.” 

“ Would you very much mind, sir, if she some time came 
back to it for good ? ” 

“Eh?” said the dean, turning his surprised eyes sharply on 
Mr. St. John. “ Who wants that ? ” 

“ I do. I have been asking her if she will do so.” 

“ i^nd what does she say ? ” 

A smile crossed Mr. St. John’s lips. “ She said I generally 
. contrived to have my own way, and she supposed I should 
have it now.” 

“ Ah, well; I have thought it might come to that! But I 
cannot bear to part with her. Frederick St. John”—and the 
dean spoke with emotion as he wrung his hand—“ I would 
lather you took her firom me than any other man in the 
world.” 
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It was a lovely day in the following spring, and Paris was 
gay and bright. In a handsome house in one of its best 
quarters, its drawing-rooms presenting that blended aspect 61 
magnificence and lightness which you rarely see out of the 
French capital, were a group of three people; two ladies,*both 
brides of a week or two, and a gentleman. Never did eye 
gaze on two more charming brides, than Madame de la Chasse, 
*’'at house’s mistress, and Mrs. Frederick St John. 

-re you prepared to hear that that mistress was Rose.? She 
sat laughing gaily, throwing back, as was her wont of old, that 
mass of golden curls. Her marriage had taken many by 
surprise, Frederick St John for one; and he was now joking 
her about it 

“ It was quite impossible to believe it, you know. Rose. I 
thought you would not have condescended to marry a French¬ 
man.” 

“ I’d rather have married you,” freely confessed Rose, and 
they all laughed. “ But he has changed now; he has become 
presentable, thanks to me; and I don’t intend to let him lapse 
again.” 

“ I am sure you are happy! ” said Georgina. “ I see it in 
your face.” 

“ Well, the truth is, I do like him a little bit,” answered 
Rose, with a shy sort of blush, which spoke more plainly than 
her words. “ And then he is so fond and proud of me ^ and 
heaps such luxuries upon me. It all arose through my staying 
at the Castellas’ last autumn j he vsas always coming there.” 

“ You know. Rose”—^and Mr. St John took her hand and 
spoke in all seriousness,—“that I wish you both, from my 
very heart, every happiness." 

“ And I’m sure I wish it to you,” she said. “ And I think 
you might have told me when I used to tease you about 
Sarah Beauclerc, that I* was wrong in the Christian name. I 
suspected it last year when I saw you both together at Castle 
Wafer.” 

“Not then,” interrupted Georgina; “you could not have 
seen it then.” 

“ I did, though; I’m clever in that line, Mrs. St John. I 
used to see his eyes follow you about and he would leave me 
at any moment for yoa How is Sir Isaac ? ” • 

“ Quite well,” pswered Mr. St John, “and as happy in my 
marriage as a child. Our ostensible home, after all, is to be 
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Alnwick; but I dare say we shall spend with him eight months 
out of every year at Castle Wafer.” 

' “And my ill-fated half-sister, Mrs. Carleton St John?” 
asked Rose, a deep shade of sadness clouding her radiant face, 
“ Is there no hope of her restoration ? ” 

“ I fear none,” he replied. 

“ I wonder sometimes whether they are quite kind to her ir 
that private asylum ? ” 

•“ There’s no doubt they are. Mr. Pym sees her sometimes 
your mamma often. But that of course you know better thai 
I do.” 

“I wanted mamma to take me to see her before I lef 
England for good; but she would not.” 

“And so much the better,” said Mr. St. John. “It couh 
not be well for you, Madame de la Chasse.” 

“ ‘ Madame de la Chasse! ’ ” she echoed. “ Well, it sound 
curious to hear you call me so. Ah 1 how strange! that h 
.should have married me; and you—Poor Adeline! Doe 
your wife know about her?” suddenly questioned Rose, in he 
careless way. 

“ Yes,” spoke up Georgina. 

“Old loves go for nothing when we come to be marriet 
We laugh at the past then, and think what love-sick sil 
children we were. I have settled down into the most sob< 
wife living.” 

“ It looks like it,” cried Mr. St Joha ^ 

“I have" retorted Rosey “ whether it looks like it or nc 
I shall be as good and steady a matron as your wife there, wl 
loves you to her fingers’ ends.” 

Georgina laughed and blushed as they rose to leave, pr 
raising plenty of visits to the young. Baroness during their st 
. in Paris. 

I|j going out, they met the Baron. Georgina was surpris' 
to see so good-looking a man; for,Mr. St John had describ 
to her his close-cut hair and his curled moustache. That w 
altered now; the hair was in light waves; the moustac 
reduced to propriety: Rose said she had made him presentab 

He was very cordial; had apparently forgotten old scoi 
against Mr. St. John, and press^ the hospitality of his hoi 
upon them as long as they were in Paris. Their frequent p 
sence in it, he said, would complete the bliss of himself a 
his wife.- 
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“Frederick,” exclaimed Georgina, thoughtfully, when they 
had returned to their hotel, ^‘should you think the Baron ever 
lOved Adeline as he does Rose? He is evidently very fond 
of her.” 

“ Perhaps he did not His intended marriage with Adeiine 
was a contract; with Rose he had time to fall in love.” 

“ And—perhaps—yw never loved her so very, very deeply 1 ” 
timidly rejoined Georgina, raising to him'her grey-blue eyes.” . 

“I must say one thing,” he answered, smiling; “ fhfit if.a 
certain young lady of my particular acquaintance is not satisfied 
V. ith her husband’s love-” 

She did not let him go on; she threw hei^self into his shelter¬ 
ing arms, the te.ars of emotion falling from her eyes. 

“ Oh, my husband, my darling; you know, you know! I 
think you must have loved me a little all through; even when 
we used to quarrel at Westerbury.” 

“I think I did, Georgina. Of one fact you may be very 
.iure, that I would not exchange my wife for any other, living 
or dead. I hope, 1 believe, under Pleaven’s blessing, that I 
may so love her to the end.” 

Amen,” softly breathed Georgina. 


THE END. 
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“ Oh, my husband, my darling; you know, you know! I 
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fascination.”— The Athenaeum. 

LORD OAKBURN’S DAUGHTERS. 

“The story is admirably told.”—T he Spectator. 

DENE HOLLOW. ■ 

. “Novel-readers wishing to be entertained, and deeply intercstSd in 
character and incident, wUl find their cariosity wholesomely gratified by the 
^graphic pages of * Dene Hollow,’ an excellent novel, without the drawracks 
,'of wearisome digressions and monotonous platitudes so common in fhc chapters 
of modern fiction.”— The Morning Post. 

ELSTER’S FOLLY. 

“Mrs. Wood fulfils all the requisites of a good novelist; she interests 
.jieoplc in her books, makes them anxious about the characters, and furnishes 
^in intricate and carefully woven plot”—T he Morning Post. 

MILDRED ARKELL. 

“ Mrs. Henry Wood certainly possesses in a wholly exceptional degree the 
jKiwer of uniting the most startling incident of supernatural influence, with a 
certain probability and naturalness which compels the most critical and 
sceptical reader, having once begun, to go on reading. . . . lie finds himself 
conciliated by some bit of quiet picture, some accent of poetic tenderness, 
some sweet domestic touch telling of a he-art exercised in the rarer experiences; 
and as he proceeds he wonders more* and more at the manner in which the 
irystety, the criminality, the plotting, and the murdering reconciles itself with 
a quiet sense of the justice of things ; and a great moral lesson is, after aU, 

' found to lie in the heart of all the turmoil and exciting sccqp-sbiftiqg. It is 
, this which has earned for Mrs. Wood so high a place among po/(ular novelists, 

' at/k secured her admittance to homes from which the sensaHonal novelists 
so-called ate excluded.”— The NonconfSrmist. 

.SAINT MARTIN’S EVE. 

“ A good novel.”—T he Spectator. 

“ Mrs. Wood has spared no pains to accumulate the materials for a 
curiously thrilling story.”— The Saturday Revie-w. 

ANNE HEREFORD. 

“ Mrs. Wood’s story, ‘ Anne Hereford,’ is a favourable specimen of her 
manner; the incidents are well planned, and the narrative is cL>y and 
dgorous.”— The Iixvstrated London News. 

GEORGE CANTERBURY’S WILL. 

“The name of Mrs. Henr^ Wood has beenpfamiliar to novel-readers for 

my years, and her fame widens and strengthens with the increase in t^ 
umber of her books.”—T he Morning Post. 

A LIFE’S SECRET. ■ 

“ Now that thagrights of capital and jabour are being fully inquired 
Mrs. Wood’s stOY of ‘ A Life’s Secret ’ is particularly opportune and interest* 
ing. It is base! upon a plot that awakens curiosity and keeps it aBve 
throughout. TM hero and heroine are marked with individnaliti^the love- 
jjassages are drawn, and the story developed with jtti^mSn.’^THE 

Civil Service Gazette. 
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> CRITICISMS OF THE PRiESS. 

THE RED COURT FARM. 

‘'When we say that a plot displays Mrs. Wood's well-known ^cljl in con¬ 
struction, oar readers quite understand that theu' attention will be 
•enchained it ftom the first page to the last.”— The Weekly Dispatch. 

* TREVLYN HOLD. ' 

“We cannot read a page of this work without discovering a graphic fbrec 
of delineation which it would not be easy to surpass.”—T he Daily News. 

• WITHIN THE MAZE. , 

“ The decided novelty and ingenuity of the riot of‘With* the Mate’ 
rpntsers'i^ijt* our eyes, one of Mrs. Henry Wood’s 1>est nov^ It i« 

•exCclleotl, aeveloped, and the interest hardly flags for 'a moment.”-- -Thf 

•CRAtHia* » 


- THE MASTER OF GREYLANDS. 

“A book by Mrs. Wood is sure to be a good one, and no one who opens 
■ The h^acrer of Greylands ’ in anticipation of an intellectual treat will be 
disappomted. The keen analysis of character, and the admirable manage¬ 
ment of the plot, alike attest the clever novelist.”— ^John Bull. 

JOHNNY LUDLOW. 

The First Series. 

“We regard these stories as almost perfect of their kind.”— The Spectator. 

“ Fre^, lively, vigorous, and full of clever dialogue, they will meet with a 
ready ‘wdcome.’t—T he STASDjyiD. 

ORVILLE COLLEGE. 

“ h&S- Wood’s stories bear the impress of her versatile talent rmd well-known 
skill in turning to account the commonplaces of daily life as well as the 
popular superstitions of the multitude."— The Literary World. 

PARKWATER. 

“Mrs. -Wood’s pleasant style and vivid imagination were nqvel mort 
fleasanfly'iD^tnifestra.”—J ohn Bull. 

EDINA. 

“ The widolb situation of the book is clever, and the plot is well managol.” 
~~~ ACA T^ BMYi ^ 

“ Edina’s character is beautifully drawn.”— The Literary World. 

POMEROY abbey. 

“AH the Pomeroys are very cleverly indinriualised, arid the way in which 
the mystry is woikra up, including its one horribly tragic incident, is really 
heyon^ntll praise.”— The Morning Post. 

JOHNNY LUDLOW. 

The Second Series. 


<'{Tlie author has given proof of a rarer dramatic instinct ^an we had suf- 
p^sd among our Uving writers of fiction. It is not possible by means or 
ei^iEOts to convey any aifeqUate sense of the humour, the pathos, the dramatic 
pwer uasAjlp^Iuc desciipaof'of this-book.’’—T he Nonconfokmist. 

^ COURT NETHERLEIGH, 


** WKalwiqm'open «e of Mrs. Wood’s novels yriA pleasure, because we are 
btblhg itnused and interegted.”-yT he Times. ^. 
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